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TO THE MOST NOBLE
AND

INCOMPARABLE PAIRE
OF BRETHREN.

WILLIAM
Earle of Pembroke, &c., Lord Chamberlaine to the

Kings most Excellent Maiesty.

AND

PHILIP
Earle of Montgomery, &c. Gentleman of his Maiesties

Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the most Noble Order

of the Garter, and our singular good

LORDS .

Right Honourable,

Whilst we studie to be thankful in our particular, Jor the many fauors

we haue receiuedfrom your L.L we are falne vpon the ill fortune, to mingle

two the most diuerse things that can bee, feare, and rashness ; rashness in

the enterprize, and feare of the successe. For, when we valew the places

your H.H. sustaine, we cannot but know their dignity greater, then to

descend to the reading of these trifles : and, zvhile we name them trifles,

we haue depriu'd our selues of the defence of our Dedication. But since

your L.L. haue beene pleas'd to thinke these trifles some-thing, heeretofore ;

and haue prosequuted both them, ajid their Authour lining, with so much
fauor : we hope, that {they out-liuing him, and he not hauing the fate,

common with some, to be exequiitor to his owne writings) you will vse the

like indulgence toward them, you haue done vnto their parent. There is

a great difference, whether any Booke choose his Patrojies, or finde them :

This hath done both. For, so much zvere your L.L. likitigs of the seuerall

parts, when they were acted, as before they were published, the Volume
ask'd to be yours. We haue but collected-them, and done an office to the

dead, to procure his Orphanes, Guardians ; without ambition either of

selfe-profit, or fame : onely to keepe the memory of so worthy a Friend,

& Fellow aliue, as was our Shakespeare, by humble offer of his



no tnan to come neere your L.L. hut with a kind of religious address ;

it hath bin the height of our care, who are the Presenters, to make the

present worthy of your H.H. by the perfection. But, there we must also

craue our abilities to be considerd, my Lords. We cannot go beyond our

ozone powers. Country hands reach foorth milke, creame, fruites, or whai

they haue : and many Nations (we haiie heard) that had not gummes &
incense, obtained their requests zoith a leauened Cake. It was no fault

to approch their Gods, by what meanes they could : And the most, though

meanest, of things are made more precious, when they are dedicated to

Temples. In that name therefore, we most humbly consecrate to your

H.H. these retnaines of your seruant Shakespeare ; that what delight is

in them, may be euer your L.L. the reputation his, & the faults ours, if

any be committed, by a payre so carefull to shew their gratitude both to

the liuing., and the dead, as is

Your Lordshippes most bounden,

loHN Heminge.
Henry Cox dell.



To the great Variety of Readers.

From the most able, to him that can but spell : There you are

number'd. We had rather you were weighd. Especially, when the

fate of all Bookes depends vpon your capacities : and not of your

heads alone, but of your purses. Well ! It is now publique, & you wij

stand for your priuiledges wee know : to read, and censure. Do so,

but buy it first. That doth best commend a Booke, the Stationer saies.

Then, how odde soeuer your braines be, or your wisedomes, make
your licence the same, and spare not. ludge your sixe-pen'orth, your

shillings wortli, your fine shillings wortli at a time, or higher, so you

rise to the iust rates, and welcome. But, what euer you do. Buy.

Censure will not driue a Trade, or make the lacke go. And though

you be a Magistrate of wit, and sit on the Stage at Black-Friers, or the

Cock-pit, to arraigne Playes dailie, know, these Flaj-es haue had rheir trial!

alreadie, and stood out all Appeales ; and do now come fortli quilted

rather by a Decree of Court, then any purchas'd Letters ofcommendation

It had bene a thing, we confesse, worthie to haue bene wished, that

the Author himselfe had liu'd to haue set forth, and ouerseen his owne
writings ; But since it hath bin ordain'd otherwise, and he by death

departed from that right, we pray you do not envie his Friends, the

office of their care, and paine, to haue collected & publish'd them ; and

so to haue publish'd them, as where (before) you v»-ere abus'd with

diuerse stolne, and surreptitious copies, maimed, and deform.ed by the

frauds and steakhes of iniurious impostors, tliat expos'd them : euen

those, are now oifer'd to your view cur'd, and perfect of their limbes ;

and all the rest, absolute in their numbers, as he conceiued the. W'ho,

as he was a happie imitator of Nature, was a most gentle expresser of

it. His mjnd and hand went together : And what he thought, he vttcred

with that easinesse, that wee haue scarce receiued from him a blot in

his papers. But it is not oiu: prouince, who onely gather his works,

and glue them you, to praise him. It is yours that reade him. And
there we hope, to your diuers capacities, you will finde enough, both to

draw, and hold you : for his wit can no more lie hid, then it could be

lost. Reade him, therefore ; and againe, and againe ; And if then you

doe not like him, surely you are in some manifest danger, not to vnder-

stand him. And so we leaue you to other of his Friends, whom if you

need, can bee your guides : if you neede them not, you can leade your

felues, and others. And such Readers v/e wish him.

John Heminge.

Henrie Condell.



To the memory of my beloued,
The AVTHOR

Mr. \KMlliam Shakespeare:
AND

what he hath left vs.

To draw no enuy {Shakespeare) on thy name.

Am I thus ample to thy Booke, and Fame :

While I confesse thy writings to be such,

As neither Man, nor Muse, can praise too much.

'Tis true, and all mens suffrage. But these wayes

Were not the paths I meant vnto thy praise :

For seeliest Ignorance on these may light,

Wliich, when it sounds at best, but eccho's right

;

Or blinde Affection, which doth ne're aduance

The truth, but gropes, and vrgeth all by chance ;

Or crafty Malice, might pretend this praise.

And thinke to ruine, where it seem.'d to raise.

These are, as some infamous Baud, or Whore,

Should praise a Matron. What could hurt her more ?

But thou art proofe against them, and indeed

Aboue th' ill fortune of them, or the need.

1, therefore will begin. Soule of the Age !

The applause ! delight ! the wonder of our Stage

My Shakespeare, rise ; I will not lodge thee by

Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lye

A little further, to make thee a roome :

Thou art a Moniment, without a tombe.

And art aliue still, while thy Booke doth hue.

And we haue wits to read, and praise to giue.

That I not mixe thee so, my braine excuses ;

I meane with great, but disproportion'd Muses :

For, if I thought my iudgement were of yeeres,

I should commit tliee surely with thy peeres,

And tell, how farre thou didst our Lily out-shine.

Or sporting Kid, or Marlozces mighty Une.

And though thou hadst small Latine, and lesse Greeke,

From thence to honour thee, I would not seeke

For names ; but call forth dimi^'rin^ Alschilus,



EuripideSi and Sophocles to vs,

Paccuuius, Acciiis, him of Cordoiia dead,

To life againe, to heare thy Buskin tread,

And shake a Stage : Or, when thy Sockes were on

Leaue diee alone, for the comparison

Of all, that insolent Greece, or haughtie Rome

Sent forth, or since did from their ashes come.

Triumph, my Britaine, tliou hast one to showe.

To whom all Scenes of Europe homage owe.

He was not of an age, but for all time !

And all the Muses still were in their prim

When like Apollo he came forth to warme

Our eares, or like a Mercury to charme !

Nature her selfe was proud of his designes.

And ioy'd to weare the dressing of his Hnes

!

Which were so richly spun, and wouen so fit,

As, since, she will vouchsafe no other Wit

The merry Greeke, tart Aristophanes,

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please ;

But antiquated, and deserted lye

As they were not of Natures family.

Yet must I not giue Nature all : Thy Art,

My gentle Shakespeare, must enioy a part.

For though the Poets matter. Nature be.

His Art doth giue the fashion. And, that he.

Who casts to write a liuing line, must sweat,

(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat

Vpon the Muses anuile : ttirne the same,

(And himselfe v/ith it) that he thinl^es to frame :

Or for the lawrell, he may gaine a scorne.

For a good Poet's made, as well as borne.

And such wert thou. Looke how the fathers face

Lines in his issue, euen so, the race

Of Shakespeares minde, and maimers brightly shin s

In his well torned, and true-filed lines :

In each of which, he seemes to shake a Lance,

As brandish't at the eyes of Ignorance.

Sweet Swan of Auon ! what a sight it were

To see thee in our waters yet appeare,

And make those flights upon the bankes of Than'-
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INTRODUCTION

ST. JOHN ERVINE





INTRODUCTION

I

The authority'- of Shakespeare among men of supreme genius does not diminish

nor is it brought to a standstill by time. It grows. Familiarity with his work

neither stales our delight in it nor reduces our wonder at its variety ; for our

amazement at the seventh performance of Haynlet is greater than it was at

the first. That is as it should be. The mind of a man of genius is not imme-

diately comprehended, but must be approached many times before its fullness

is seen. We can grasp the contents of a penny paper at one glance, but must

look often into the writings of great men before we begin to understand ail

that they have to tell us. This is not to say that the contents of a work of

genius are more obscure than the contents of a penny paper : it is to say that

the contents of the penny paper are less than those of the work of genius. A
hill is more easily surveyed than a mountain whose entire height, indeed,

may never be visible to us at any time or all the time. So it is with Shake-

speare. We cannot take him in our stride, observing aU his points after a

swift look, but must remain with him until we have leamt his high features,

wlien we wtU be content to stay for ever in his company because of the multi-

tude of little pleasant corners in his work which are revealed to us only after

much patient exploration. This man of genius reveals himself, as all men of

genius do, in a succession of amazements, so that liis authority over our minds

and love rises from respect to submission. Even when his head is hidden

from us by some wisp of cloud, we are aware that there is more to be seen :

we are never deluded into the belief that we have seen all that there is to see.

His equals, /?ischylus, Sophocles, Homer, Virgil, Plato, Boccaccio, Chaucer,

Dante, Rabelais, Cervantes, Milton, Balzac, Dostoevsky, Tolstoy, Ibsen,

Shaw, Hardy, and a hundred others, may have greater command over individual

mmds, but none of them has so much command over a multitude of minds
;

and each of them is more liable than he is to be taken for granted and to

dwindle into temporary obscurity. This marvel can hardly be explained, but

it is apparent. In the three centuries that have passed since Shakespeare

was born, his appeal to the imagination of mankind has steadily increased.

Nor has the response to it been made without considered judgment. The

deliberate decision of the richest and the simplest minds, after much inquiry

and some detraction, is this : that Shakespeare, in some extraordinary and
XXI



xxii INTRODUCTION

even inexplicable manner, nourishes the imagination and exalts the spirit

more generally and more lastmgly than do any of his equals.

He has not come to his throne without having his right to it challenged.

At intervals, a critic will assert that he should give place to a more learned or

profounder man than himself. He is charged with offences that cannot be

denied. His mind is not so amply furnished with rich facts as the minds of

many of his equals, some of whom can take us to greater heights and depths

and distances than he can. His work is often done in a careless fashion, and

he is too unparticular about the materials he uses. There are among his equals

some who have a wider range of mind and emotion, and they can take us on

journeys of discovery which he never even attempted. Others were original

as he never tried to be, and could not, perhaps, have been if he had tried.

He adds httle or nothing to the world's store of ideas. A Darwin or an

Einstein may change tlic habits of mankind, but no one can contend that

Shakespeare changed them. Each of his equals can claim a quahty by which

they transcend him—a quality of learning, of form, of thought, of discovery

—

ajid we must admit tliat this is so ; but when all admissions of his defects

have been made that can be made, the judgment is that his supremacy remains :

tliere is a loveliness in his writing and a human immanence in all his work

which leaves him undeposable. We return to his plays from studying tlie

work of otlier men, convinced that here we sliaU find veritable men and women

,

richly Ut up for recognition and respect. jEschylus and Sophocles may astound

our minds with the awful sorrow of some tragic figure far more overwhelmingly

than Shakespeare, but we can touch the hand of Hamlet with greater assur-

ance and familiarity than we can touch the hand of Agamemnon, for we

recognise the waywardness of a man in Hamlet, but can see only in Agamemnon
the formality of a faith about man. The love of Romeo for Juliet stirs a

personal emotion in us that is not stirred at all by the love of Paris for Helen.

When Desdemona dies we are more moved than when Antigone dies. Lear

claims comradely pity from us with greater certainty of receiving it than

(Edipus. Jocasta and Hecuba aoid Medea and Orestes and Haemon and Philoc-

tetes come to us, less as women and men than as cold phantoms created and

doomed by dogma. For it is the whole point of the Greek drama that the

characters are made by circumstance to go in this way or in tliat, whereas it is

the whole point of the Shakespearean drama tliat the action is determined

by the nature of the people themselves. The Greek tragedy is an arranged

one, ordained by irresponsible gods who use human beings with indifference.

Agamemnon propitiates Artemis by sacrificing his daughter Iphigenia. Clytem-

nestra, his wife, murders him to avenge her death. Her son, Orestes, murders

her because she murdered his father. And so the cycle of the .^schylean drama

runs round : the tragedy is created through the caprice of the gods, who are
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incapable of love or care for their creatures and are themselves destitute of

dignity. Here is no room for the wayward, incalculable stuff of hum.a,n kind,

for these tragedies are not caused by the nature of man himself. Orestes is

compelled to slay his mother by Apollo. A son of Jove advises and urges him
to commit matricide, and when the crime is committed, the Farias persecute

Orestes, but Apollo is not punished. /Eschylus leaves the gods unrebuked
;

Euripides asks vain questions about their conduct ; but neither of them
presents a man in any other form than that of a governed creature, destined

by insensitive deities to the commision of unnatural crimes.

It was inevitable that the Greeks should formalise their drama, not oaly

because of the way and the place in which it was performed, as a religious

rite celebrated in a temple during the festival of Dionysius, but also because

of this doctrine of the determination of tragic destiny by an outside authority.

A man acting under compulsion must behave in a formal manner. The steps

to the scaffold are counted and directed : so many steps in so many seconds

from the cell to the rope. That is why, despite the difference of their minds,

^schylus and Sophocles and Euripides seem to be wearing the same clothes

and leave us in precisely the same state of dispassion. The method is not free

from the monotony of a mechanical operation, but at its best it fills us with

the feeling that this sorrowful business has nothing to do with us. Contact

is not established by ^Eschylus nor Sophocles, and it is only established by
Euripides when he violates the canon of the Greek law that the play shall be

made after a strictly-defined pattern and shall be concerned more with action

than with character, and not made a vehicle in which human feeling shall be

carried. Somehow or other, in the judgment of ^Eschylus and Sophocles, the

incredible acts of the gods must be justified to men, and men must be made
to believe that however capricious and irresponsible and cruel and bloody-

mmded the gods may be, the gods are in the right. But Euripides, who is

commonly regarded as a lesser man than either yEschylus or Sophocles

—

Swinburne even called him a " botcher," a term which the classic dramatists

would certainly have applied with some warrant to Shakespeare—revolted

against this machine-made drama, and earned the derision of Aristophanes

by introducing human feeling into his work. He claimed the right to criticise

the gods. According to the Comic Greek, in The Frogs, /Eschylus was proud

of the fact that he had never once shown a woman in love—that spectacle of

vulgarity !^—in any of his plays :

—

I never allow'd of your lewd Sthenoboeas

Or hlthy detestable Phjedras—not I 1

Indeed I should doubt if my drama throughout
Exhibit an instance of woman in love 1
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No man, however, can completely escape from the ritual of his time, and

Euripides, like ^Eschylus and Sophocles, presents us with men and women
who move to their doom without volition of their own.

II

And here we come on the great 'difference between the Greek and the

Elizabethan drama : the tragedy in the Greek plays is an arranged one in

which the characters have no decisive part. Theirs but to do and die. But

the tragedy in the Elizabethan plays comes straight from the heart of the

people themselves. Hamlet is Hamlet, not because a capricious god has com-

pelled him to move to a tragic end, but because there is a unique essence in

him which makes him incapable of behaving in any other way than tie

does. He still has the human right to waver and to be wrong. He still can

be doubtful about his purpose and slay Polonius in mistake for Claudius. He
can hesitate and go forward, love and repulse Opheha. tw-ist and turn and

ofier to put his destiny, if it be his destiny, away from him. And because

he can do these things, because he has the only sort of liberty that is of any
service to a man, the right to make a choice, he establishes contact with us

and makes us feel, as Qidipus and Orestes do not make us feel, that we
share life with him. The Elizabethans derived their strength from the classic

traditions, but they did not tamely submit to them. They took what they

wanted, and bent it to their own needs and desires. Marlowe and Ben
Jonson kept closer to the formal classic manner than Shakespeare did, but all

of them had that wayward English quality which made it impossible for them
to regard a man as without mastery of himself. Shakespeare broke all the

laws. He cared so little for action, in comparison with character, that he

made very slight effort to keep his plots in a plausible condition. Any old

plot would serve for his purpose, even one so puerile as that of The Merchant

of Venice. He was not interested in machinery, but in people, and he could

listen to the works of his plays creaking and groaning without a shudder running

down his spine. He did not begin to write a play by thinking of a formulary,

nor did he attempt to prove an argument : he neither made his people do

this nor that because rehgion or doctrine said they must do it, nor did he

make them do this or that because he was anxious to prove a point of his

own. He created his people and then he let them go their way. There
are no cages in the Shakespearean plays, nor are there any fetters. Macbeth
seems to be a doomed man, but he has the right to choose. Even while
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he IS deliberating on the murder of Duncan he asserts that '* we still have

judgment here." He has

no spur

To prick the sides of mv intent, but only

Vaulting ambition.

\^^hen the witches announce the increase of honours he is to receive,

Banquo reminds him that these may not be the decisions of a benencent

deity but the temptations of a malignant one.

And oftentimes to win us to our harm.

The instruments of darkness telJ us truths
;

Win us with honest trifles, to betray's,

In deepest consequence

These honours that the witches prophesy will come to him if he decides to do
evil deeds, but he is not compelled to do them : he can refuse, and for a while

does refuse, to do them. The evil choice is definitely made only after he has

suffered the chastisement of his wife's valorous tongue ; and even then he

still has time to hesitate and withdraw. " The fault, dear Brutus," Cassius tells

his comrade (and it is a sign of Shakespeare's deep discernment that the speech

IS given to Cassius) ;

—

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars,

But in ourselves, that we are underlings,

and plainly is this truth revealed in the life of Cassius himself, for his antipathy

to Csesar is manifestly mean in motive, and his downfall comes about because

he has not the strength of character to rise to the level of his own abilities,

but lets himself be governed and directed by Brutus, a man of inferior intellect,

but higher character. All the misfortune that comes upon Brutus and Cassius,

after the murder of Ca'sar, is directly attributable to the misjudgment of

Brutus, who, against the advice of Cassius, permitted Mark Antony to live

and address the Roman mob from the pulpit in the Forum. It was Brutus
again who insisted on marching to Philippi when Cassius, an abler soidier,

urged that :

—

'Tis better that the enemy seek us :

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers,

Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still,

Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness.
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Here's a fat rascal called Falstaff, a greedy, pot-valiant and timorous rogue,

who ought to be clapped in jail. And yet we love the fellow ! It is not easy to

say why we love him, but we do. And there is a wisdom in him that shakes

us out of our self-sufficiency when we compare our virtues with his vices. Wiiat

a speech was that which he addressed to Justice Shallow when they were dis-

coursing together on the qualities desirable in a soldier :
" Care I for the

limb, the thewes, the stature, bulk and big assemblance of a man ? Give me
the spirit. Master Shallow." When we hear those words rolling off the tongue

of the drunken knight, we feel tliat ^his is the wisdom of a man who has a

claim on our respect even when he seeks to deny it himself. Again, when
Bottom, after his amazing adventures, talks of what befell him in the magic

wood, he is suddenly drawn, for a moment, out of the state of a bewildered

workman into the state of a man who has been exalted. " I have had a most

rare vision. I have had a dream, past the wit of man to say what it was :

man is but an ass, if he go about to expound tliis dream. Methought I was

—there is no man can tell what. Methought I was—and methought I had—
but man is but a patched fool, if he will offer to say what methought I had.

The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not seen, man's hand is

not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my
dream was." The play is a moonshine piece, and, as plays go, it is ill-contrived

and, perhaps, silly, but it is full of lovely words and it keeps men in the

semblance of men even when they seem to be asses.

Lovely words ! Think of the exquisite phrases that are so profusely

scattered through these thirtj'-seven plays. V\1ien Bassanio tells Antonio

of Portia's beauty, this description of her hair drops almost casually from his

lips :

—

and her sunny locks

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece.

How beautifully the words run together, how beautifully do they picture

Portia's fair hair ! These lovely sentences seem to fall off Shakespeare's pen

ahnost without his knowledge, so easily do they come to him. He begins that

exquisite little comedy, Twelfth Night, with rich lines that a thriftier and less

nclily-endowed poet would have kept for his principal scene—throws these

gems into the opening speech of the play as if late-comers were unknown in

the theatre, but throws them there, not because he is unskilful in his work,

but because he can afford to be profuse. There are plenty more where these

came from :

—

If music be the food of love, play on.

Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting.

The appetite may sicken and so dic^
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That strain again ;—it had a dying fall ;

O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south,

That breathes upon a bank of violets,

Stealing and giving odour.

Or turn to the last scene in Antony and Cleopatra—perhaps of all the world's

love-plays the greatest—and listen unmoved if you can while Cleopatra pre-

pares herself for her death. When she describes her dead lover to Dolabella.

what maiesty is in her words :

—

His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear'd arm
Crested the world : his voice was propertied

As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends
;

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb.

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty,

There was no winter in 't ; an autumn 'twas

That grew the more by reaping ; his delights

Were dolphin-Uke ; they show'd his back above

The element they liv'd in ; in his livery

Walk'd crowns and crownets ; realms and islands were

As plates dropp'd from his pocket. . . .

Think you there was or might be such a man
As this I dream 'd of ?

With what a gesture of nobility this queen dies.

Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have

Immortal longings in me.

Troilus speaks his love to Cressida in hnes that are nearly the richest in all

the poetry of love :

—

We two, that with so many thousand sighs

Did buy each other, must poorly sell oursehes

With the rude brevity' and discharge of one

Injurious time now, with a robber's haste,

Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how :

As many farewells as be stars in heaven.

With distinct breath and consign 'd kisses to them.

He fumbles up into a loose adieu ;

And scants us with a single famish 'd kiss,

Distasted with the salt of broken tears.
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The plays are full of great lines like those, lines in which the magnitude

of a great mind has overflowed in careless bounty. How unfalteringly the words

in this familiar line from Macbeth go together :
" ' Aroint thee, witch !

' the

rump-fed ronyon cries." One has only to alter the rump-fed ronyon's words

a trifle to see how absolutely right Shakespeare's words are. " ' Begone, old

witch !
" the rump-fed ronyon cries," is a feeble rendering of " ' Aroint thee.

witch !
" ' And here's another familiar passage from the same play, the great

lines spoken by Macbeth after he has murdered Duncan :—

•

No ; this my hand will rather

The multitudinous seas incarnadine.

Making the green one red.

Observe how the long, polysyllabic words range magnificently down their

line, and then are succeeded by the sharp monosyllables that sound like the

crack of a rifle. This is magic 1 None but a supreme lord of language could

have used words with such certainty, such undeviating rightness as Shake-

speare uses his. Are not the very accents of finality in this speech spoken

by Don Pedro in the penultimate scene of Much Ado About Nothing :

—

Good morrow, masters ; put your torches out

:

The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the gentle day.

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dapples the drowsy east witli spots of grey.

And what richer, what exacter, speech could have been said over the body
of Hamlet than that of Horatio ;

—

Now cracks a noble heart. Good-night, sweet prince.

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest.

IV

His work is as varied in character and quality as his people. If farce and
rough-and-tumble comedy is required of him, he'll supply it with The Comedy

of Errors and The Merry Wives of Windsor. If more refined comedy is demanded
of him, he'll give you As Yon Like It, or, if the best sort of comedy is your

demand. Twelfth Night. Historical plays ? A whole group of them. Tragedies ?

Half a dozen, anv one of which would have made a world reputation for a
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dramatist. Melodramas? Why.here's The Mercliant of Venice. Love tragedies ?

You can have your choice of Antony and Cleopatra or Romeo and Juliet. Fairy

plan's, fantastic pieces, bitter pla3-s—they are all in this volume for you to

choose. Do you want a play about war that might have been written by a

modem dramatist on the European War of 1914-1918 ? You'll find it in

Troilus and Cressida, so apt to our own times that it contains a passage that

might have been applied to the Coahtion Government wiiich fell unwept,

uahonoured, and unsung in 1922 :

—

O madness of discourse.

That cause sets up with and agahist itself !

Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt

Without perdition, and loss assume ail reiusoa

Without revolt.

If vou would have an accivant of the horrors of war, as they might be set

out by a pacifist, you will find it in the mouth of Henry the Fifth, for he

was the most various of men, able to satisfy the needs and tastes of all sorts

of people.

Plis life was a short, but very full and busy one. He died when he was

fifty-two years of age. His working life could iiardly have been more than

t^venty years, but in that time he wrote, or had a hand in writing, thirty-

seven plays as well as several books of poems. In addition to this writing,

he took a principal part in the management of a theatre, and occasionally

acted in a play, and took his share in the social meetings of his time. Wliat

industry he had, to be able to write nearly two plays every year, while busily

employed in other matters ! And what plays ! He hved in a great time.

Cervantes was his contemporaiy—they died within ten days of each other.

Milton was a lad of seven when Shakespeare died. Six j-ears after our poet

was buried in Stratford, Moliere was born in France. Greatness walked often

in those days, and genius freely flowered in England, France, and Spaiii. It

is our pride that the very accents of humanity v.'ere most truly reiieuted

in the heart of this great countr\nnan of ours who was born in a siniU

community and returned to it to die. We do not know in what agony
of mmd he spent his final years, but we do know that he recovered his

benignity before his death. If he expressed a disgust with mankind in

Timon of Athens, he did not let it be his last word. In a great and
lovely pea,ce, he left us The Teinpc'st. It has seemed to me at times that

Shakespeare felt that his imagination ... his delicate Ariel . . . was
forsaking him, and that he would never be able to write again. With what
dignity he broke the wan I of Prospero.
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Why, that's my dainty Ariel: I siiall miss thee."

With a wave of his wand he had

bedimm'd

The noontide sim, call'd forth the mutinous wind's,

And 'twixt the green sea and the azured vault

Set roaring war : to the dread rattUng thunder

Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak

With his own bolt : the strong-based promontory

Have I made shake : and by the spurs pluck 'd up

The pine and cedar : graves, at my command.
Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let them forth

By my so potent art.

But the dainty Ariel had begged for release, and he could keep her no longer.

But this rough magic

I here abjure : and, when I have required

Some heavenly music,—which even now I do,—
To work mine end upon their senses, that

This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff.

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth.

And deeper than did ever plummet sound

I'll drown my book.

That is a noble farewell to the world he had so greatly enriched. He made
The Tempest for a final gift to mankind, and then, peacefully and without

complaint, broke his staff and died.

St. John Ervinb.

June, 1923.



THE TEMPEST.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.

Alonso, King of Naple;.
Sebastian, his brother.

Prospero, the rightful Duke of Milatz.

Antonio, his broikey, the usurping Duke of
Milan.

Ferdinand, son to the King of Naples.

GoNZALO, an honest old Counsellor of Naples.
Adrian,

j ^ ^^
Francisco,

\

Caliban, a savage and deformed Slave.

Trinculo, a Jester.

Stephano, a drunken Butler,

Master of a SJiip, Boatswain ^ and Mariners,

Miranda, daughter to Prospero.

Ariel, an airy Spirit.

Iris, "j

Ceres,
j

Juno, \ Spirits.

N'ymphs,
Reapers, J

Ot/ter Spij-its attending on Pp.OSrERO.

Scene,— The Sea, with a Ship: afterwards an uninJiabited Island.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

On a Ship at Sea.—A Storm,
with Thunder and Lightning.

Enter a Shipmaster and a Boatswain.

Master. Boatswain,

—

Boats. Here, master: what cheer ?

Master. Good: Speak to the mariners: fall

to \ yarely, or we run ourselves aground

;

bestir, bestir. \Exit.

Enter Mariners.

Boats. Heigh, my hearts; cheerly, cheerly,

my hearts; yare, yare: take in the top-sail;

'Tend to the master's whistle.—Blow till thou

burst thy wind, if room enough !

Enter Alonso, SEBASTIAN, Antonio,
Ferdinand, Gonzalo, and others.

Alon. Good Boatswain, have care. Where's
Ihe master? Play the men.

Boats. I pray now, keep below.
Ant. Where is the master, Boatswain?
Boats. Do you not hear him? Vou mar

our labour; keep your cabins: you do assist

the storm.

Gon. Nay, good, be patient.

Boats. Wlien the sea is. Hence! What
care these roarers for the name of king? To
cabin: silence: trouble us not.

Gon. Good ; yet remember whom thou hast

aboard.

Boats. None that I more love than myself.

You are a counsellor: if you can command

these elements to silence, and work the peace
of the present, we will not hand a rope more ;

use your authority. If you cannot, give thanks
you have lived so long, and make yourself

ready in your cabin for the mischance of the

hour, if it so hap.—Cheerly, good hearts.

—

Out of our way, I say. {Exit.

Gon. I have great comfort from this feliov/;

methinks he hath no drowning mark upon him ;

his complexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast,

good fate, to his hanging! make the rope of

his destiny our cable, for our own doth little

advantage! If he be not born to be hanged,
our case is miserable. \_Exeunt.

Re-enter Boatswain.

Boats. Down with the top-mast; yare;

lower, lower; bring her to try with main-
course. \A cr)> within.] A plague upon this

howling ! They are louder than the weather,

or our office.

—

iVi"-!?;?/)??- Sebastian, Antonio, andGo^zM.o.

Vet again? what do you here? Shall we give

o'er, and drown? Have you a mind to sink?

Seb. A pox o' your throat! you bawling,

blasphemous, incharitable dog

!

Boats. Work you, then.

Ant. Hang, cur, hang! you whoreson, in-

solent noise-maker, we are less afraid to be
drowned than thou art.

Gon. I '11 warrant him from drowning

;

though the ship were no stronger than a nut-

shell, and as leaky as an unstanch'd wench.
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Boats. Lay her a-hol<i, a-hold: set her two

courses; off to sea again, lay her off.

Ernet Mariners, wel.

Mar. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all

lost

!

[Exeunt.

Boats. What, must our mouths be cokl?

Gon. The king and prince at prayers ! let us

assist them.

For our case is as theirs.

Seb. I am out of patience.

Aiit. We are merely cheated of our lives by

drunkards.

—

This wide - chapp'd rascal ; — Would thou

mightst lie drowning.

The washing of ten tides

!

Gon. lie '11 be hanged yet;

Though every drop of water swear against it,

And gape at wid'st to glut him.

[.4 con/used noise within. ]—Mercy on us ! We
split, wesplit !—Farewell, my wife and cliildren !

Farewell, brother !—We split, we split, we
split !—

Ant. Let 's all sink with the king. \Exit.

Seb. Let 's take leave of him. [Exit.

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs

of sea for an acre of barren ground ; long heath,

brown furze, any thing : The wills above be

done ! l)ut I would fain die a dry death. [Exit.

Scene IL— The Island; before the Cell of
PrOSI'ERO.

Enter Prosi'ERO and Miranda.

Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, you
have

Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them:
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking

pitch.

But that the .sea, mounting to the welkin's
cheek,

Diishcs the fire out. O, I have sufTcr'd

With those that I .saw sufler ! a brave vessel,

W lio had, no doubt, some noble creatures in her,

Diish'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock
Aijainst my very heart ! poor souls ! they

perish'd.

Had I been any god of power, I would
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e'er

It should the good ship so have swallowed, and
The freighting souls within her.

Pro. Be collected

;

Ko more amazement; tell your piteous heart.

There 's no harm done.

Mira. O, woe the day !

Pro. ISi'o harm.

I have done nothing but in care of thee,

(Of thee, my dearonei thee, my daughter !) who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing
Of whence I am ; nor that I am more better

Than Prospero, ma.ster of a full poor cell,

And thy no greater father.

Mira. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Pro. 'Tis time
I .should inform thee further. I^nd thy hand,
And pluck my magic garment from me.—So;

[Lays down his vtanlie.

Lie there my art.—Wipie thou thine eyes ; have
comfort.

The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch'd
The very virtue of compassion in thee,

I have with such provision in mine art

So safely order'd, that there is no scnil

—

No, not so much perdition as an hair,

Betid to any creature in the vessel

Which thdu heard'.st cry, which thou saw'st

sink. Sit down

;

For thou must now know further.

Mira. You have often

Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp'd.

And left me to a bootless inquisition

;

Concluding, Stay, not yet.—
Pro. The hour 's now come

;

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear;

Obey, and be attentive. Canst thou rememlier
.\ time before we came unto this cell.? [not

T do not think thou canst ; for then thou wast
Out three years old.

Mira. Certainly, sir, 1 can.

Pro. By what ? by any other house, or person ?

Of any thing the image tell me, that

Hath kept with thy remembrance.
Mira. 'Tis far off

;

And rather like a dream than an assurance

That my remembrance warrants: Had I not

Four or five women once, that tended me.''

Pro. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda: But
how is it, [else

That this lives in thy mind? What seest thou
In the dark backward and abysm of time?
If thou rcmembcr'st aught, ere thou cam'st here.

How thou cam'st here, thou mayst.
iMira. But that I do not.

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve
years since.

Thy father was the Duke of Milan, and
h. prince of power.

Mira. Sir, are not you my father?

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, aiul

She said—thou wast my daughter ; and thy

father
Was Duke of Milan ; and his only heir

.*\ princess ; no worse issued.
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Mira. O, the heavens !

What foul play had we that we came from thence;

Or blessed was 't, we did ?

Pro. Both, both, my girl ;

By foul play as thou say'st, were we heaved
thence

;

But blessedly holp hither.

Mira. O, my heart bleeds

To think o' the teen that I have turn'd )'ou to,

Which is from my remembrance ! Please, you,

further.

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd

Antonio—

•

I pray thee, mark me,—that a brother should

Be so perfidious !—he whom, next thyself,

Of all the world I loved, and to him put

Tlie manage of my state ; as, at that time.

Through all the signiories it was the first.

And I'rospero the prime duke; being so reputed

In dignity, and, for the liberal arts.

Without a parallel : those being all my study.

The government I cast upon my brother,

And to my stale grew stranger, being transported

And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle—

-

Dost thou attend me ?

Mira. Sir, most heedfully.

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits,

How to deny them ; whom to advance, and
whom

To trash for over-topping ; new created

The creatures that were mine ; I say, or chang'd
them.

Or else new form'd them ; having both the key
Of officer and office, set all hearts

To what tune pleased his ear ; that now he was
The ivy, which had hid my princely trank,

And suck'd my verdure out on 't. — Thou
attend'st not

;

I pray thee, mark me.
Mira. O good sir, I do. [dedicate

PiO. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all

To closeness, and the bettering of my mind
With that, which, but by being so retired,

O'er-prized all popular rate, in my false brother

Awaked an evil nature: and my trust.

Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falsehood, in its contrary as great

As my trust was ; which had, indeed, no limit,

A confidence sans bound. He being thus

lorded,

Not only with what my revenue yielded.

But what my power might ebe exact,— like one.

Who having, unto trath, by telling of it.

Made such a sinner of his memory.
To credit his own lie,—he did believe

He was the duke ; out of the substitution.

And executing the outwa.d face of royalty,

With all prerogative :—Hence his ambition
Growing,—Dost hear ?

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafne<^s»

Pro. To have no screen between this part he
play'd

And him he play'd it for, he needs will be

Absolute Milan : Me, poor man !—my library

Was dukedom large enough ; oftemporal royalties

He thinks me now incapable: confederates

(Sodrj'hewas for sway) with the king of Naples,
To give him annual tribute, do him homage ;

Suliject his coronet to his crown, and bend
The dukedom, yet unbowed, (alas, poor Milan !)

To most ignoble stooping.

Mira. O the heavens !

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event ; then
If this might be a brother. [tell me,
Mira. I should sin

To think but nobly of my grandmother :

t'lOod wombs have borne bad sons.

Pro. Now the condition.

This king of Naples being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit ;

Which was that he in lieu o' the premises,

—

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute,

—

Should presently extirpate me and mine
Out of the dukedom ; and confer .'air Milan,
With all the honours, on my brother : V* hereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open
The gates of Milan. ; and i' the dead of daiicness.

The ministers for the purpose hurried thence
Me, and thy crying self.

Mira. Alack, for pity !

I, not rememb'ring how I cried out tlien,

Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint,

That wrings mine eyes to 't.

Pro. Hear a little further.

And then I "11 bring thee to the present business

Which now's upon us ; without the which, tliis

Were most impertinent. [slu;y

Mira. Wherefore did they not.

That hour, destroy us ?

Pro. Well demanded, wench ;

My tale provokes that cjuestion. Dear, th.

y

durst not ;

(So dear the love my people bore me) nor set

A mark so bloody on the business ; but

With colours fairer painted their foul ends.

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark
;

Bore us some leagues to sea; where they prepar'd

A rotten carc.xss of a boat, not rigg'd.

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats

Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist us.

To ciy to the sea that roar'd to us ; to sigh

T<j the winds, whose pity, sighing back again,

Did us but loving wrong.



THE TEMPEST. [act I.

Mira. Alack ! what trouble

Was I then to you 1

Pro. O ! a cherubim

Thou wast, that did preserve me ! Thou didst

smile,

Infused with a fortitude from heaven,

When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt

;

Under my burden groan'd ; which raised in me
An undergoing stomach, to bear up
Against what should ensue.

Mira. How came we ashore 1

Pro. By Providence divine.

Some food we had, and some fresh water, that

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,

Out of his chanty, (who being then appointed

Master of this design,) did give us; with

Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries.

Which since have steaded much ; so, of his

gentleness.

Knowing I loved my books, he furnish'd me.
From my own library, with volumes that

I prize above my dukedom.
Mira, Would I might

Bvit ever see that man !

Pro. Now I arise :
—

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow.

Here in this island we arrived ; and here

I lave I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit

Than other princes can, that have more time

For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful.

Mira. Heavens thank you for 't ! And now,
I pray you, sir,

(For still 'tis beating in my mind,) your reason

For raising this sea-storm ?

Pro. Know thus far forth.

—

By accident most strange, bountiful fortune,

Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies
Brought to this shore : and by my prescience

I find my zenith doth depend upon
A most auspicious star ; whose influence

If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes

Will ever after droop.—Here cease more ques-

tions.

Thou art inclin'd to sleep ; 'tis a good dulness.

And give it way;— I know thou canst not choose.

[Miranda sleeps.

Come away, servant, come : I am ready now ;

Approach, my Ariel ; come.

Enter Ariel. [come
Ari. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I

1 o answer thy best pleasure ; be 't to fly.

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride

On the curld clouds ; to thy strong bidding, task
Ariel, and all his quality.

Pro. Hast thou, spirit,

rcrform'd to point the tempest that I bade tliee?

Ari. To every article.

I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak,
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,

I flamed amazement : Sometimes, I 'd divide,

And burn in many places ; on the top-mast.

The yards, and bowsprit, would I flame dis-

tinctly.

Then meet and join : Jove's lightnings, the

precursors

O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary
And sight-out-running were not : The fire, and

cracks

Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune
Seem'd to besiege, and make his bold waves
Yea, his dread trident shake. [tremble.

Pro. My brave spirit !

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil

Would not infect his reason ?

Ari. Not a soul,

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd

Some tricks of desperation : All, but mariners;

Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel,

Thenallafirewithme: the king'sson, Ferdinand,
With hair up-staring (then like reeds, not hair),

Was the first man that leap'd ; cried, H II is

And all the devils are here ! {empty.

Pro. ^^Tiy, that 's my spirit !

But was not this nigh shore ?

Ari. Close by, my master.

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe ?

Ari. Not a hair perish'd
;

On their sustaining garments not a blemish.

But fresher than before: and, as thou bad'st me,
In troops I have dispersed them 'bout the isie ;

The king's son have I landed by himself

;

Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs,

In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting.

His arms in this sad knot.

Pro. Of the king's ship,

The mariners, say, how thou hast disposed.

And all the rest o' the fleet ?

Ari. Safely in harbour
Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once
Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew
From the still- vex'dBermoolhcs, there she's hid:

The mariners all under hatches stow'd
;

Whom, wuth a charm join'd to their suffer'd

labour,

I have left asleep : and for the rest o' the fleet,

Which I dispersed, they all have met again ;

And are upon the Mediterranean flote,

Bound sadly home for Naples ;

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd.
And his great person perish.

Pro. Ariel, thy charge
Exactly is performed ; but there's more work:
What is the lime o' the day ?
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Art. Past the mid season.

Fro. At least two glasses : The time 'twixt

six and now
Must by us both be spent most preciously.

Ari. Is there more toil? Since thou dost

give me pains,

Let me remember thee what thou hast promis'd,

Which is not yet perform'd me.
Pro. How now? moody?

What is 't thou canst demand?
Ari. My liberty.

Pro. Before the time be out? No more !

Ari. I pray thee

Remember, I have done thee worthy service

;

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd

Without or grudge or grumblings: thou didst

promise
To bate me a full year.

Pro. Dost thou forget

From what a torment I did free thee?
Ari. No.
P?o. Thou dost ; and ihink'st

It much to tread the ooi^e of the salt deep;
To run upon the sharp wind of the north ;

To do me business in the veins o' the earth,

When it is bak'd with frost.

Ari. I do not, sir.

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast
thou forgot [envy.

The foul witch, Sycorax, who, with age and
Was grown into a hoop? hast thou forgot her?

Ari. No, sir.

Pro. Thou hast : Where was she
born? speak; tell me.

Ari. Sir, in Argier.

Pro. Oh, was she so? I must.
Once in a month, recount what thou hast been,
Which thou forget'st. This damn'd witch,

Sycorax,
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible

To enter human hearing, from Argier,

Thou know'st, was banished; for one thing
she did.

They would not take her life: Is not this true?
Ari. Ay, sir.

Pro. This blear-eyed hag was hither brought
with child, [slave,

And here was left by the sailors: Thou, my
As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant

:

And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate

To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands,
Refusing her grand "bests, she did confine thee,

By help of her more potent ministers,

And in her most unmitigable rage,

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift

Imprison'd, thou didst painfully remain
A dozen years; within which space she died,

And left thee there : where thou didst vent thy
groans,

As fast as mill-wheels strike: Then was this

island,

(Save for the son that she did litter here,
A freckled whelp, hag-born,) not honour'd with
A human shape.

Ari. Yes : Caliban her son.
Pro. Dull thing, I say so; he, that Caliban,

Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'st
What torment I did find thee in : thy groans
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts
Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax
Could not again undo; it was mine art,

WTien I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape
The pine, and let thee out.

Ari. I thank thee, master.
Pro. If thou more murmur'st I will rend an

And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till [oak,
Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters.

Ari. Pardon, master:
I will be correspondent to command.
And do my spriting gently.

Pro. Do so ; and after two days
I will discharge thee.

Ari. That 's my noble master !

What shall I do? say what? what shall I do?
Pro. Go, make thyself like to a nymph o'

the sea

;

Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible

To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape
And hither come in't: hence, with diligence.

[Exit Ariicl.
Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well

;

Awake

!

Mira. The strangeness of your story put
Heaviness in me.

Pro. Shake it off; Come on ;

We '11 visit Caliban, my slave, who never
Yields us kind answer.

Mira. 'Tis a villain, sir,

I do not love to look on.

Pro. But, as 'tis.

We cannot miss him : he does make our fire.

Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices

That profit us. What ho ! slave ! Caliban !

Thou earth, thou ! speak.

Cal. [ Within.^ There 's wood enough within,
Pro. Come forth, I say; there 's other busi-

ness for thee:

Come forth, thou tortoise! when?

Re-enter Ariel, like a water-nymph.

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel,

Hark in thine ear.

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit.
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Pro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil

hiinselt

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth !

Enter Cai.ikan.

Cal. As wicked dew as e'er my mother
brush'd

With raven's feather from unwholesome fen.

Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye.

And blister you all o'er.

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shah
have cramps,

Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up

;

urchins

Shall, for that vast of night that they may work,
All exercise on thee ; thou shalt be pinch'd

As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more
slinging

Than bees that made them.

Cal. I must eat my dinner.

Tliis island 's mine, by Sycorax my mother,
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou

earnest first,

Thou strok'dst me, and mad'st much of me ;

wouldst give me
Water with berries in 'l ; and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less,

That burn by day and night : and then I lov'cl

thee.

And shew'd thee all the qualities o' the isle,

The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and
fertile ;

Cursed be I that did so !—All the charms
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you :

For I am all the suhjc-cts that you have,

Which first was mine own king ; and here you
sty me

In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me
The rest of the island.

Pro. Thou most lying slave.

Whom stripes may move, not kindness : I have
used thee, [thee

Filth as thou art, with human care ; and lodged
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate

The honour of my child.

Cal. O ho, O ho !—would it had been done

!

Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else

This isle with Calibans.

Pro. Abhorred slave ;

A^'hich any print of goodness will not take,

Lc'ing capaiile of all ill ! I pitied thee,

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee

each hour [savage,

One thing or other : when thou didst not,

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble
like

A thing most brutish, I endow'd tliy purposes

With words that made them known : But thy

\'ile race, [good natures

Though thou didst learn, had that in 't which
Could not abide to be with : therefore wast lliou

Deservedly confined into this rock.

Who hadst deserved more than a prison.

Cal. You taught me language ; and my
profit on 't

Is, I know how to curse; the red plague rid you.

For learning me your language !

Pro. Hag-seed, hence !

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best,

To answer other business. Shrug'st thou,

malice?
If thou neglect'fet, or dost unwillingly

What Icommand, I'll rack theewithold cramps;
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar.

That beasts shall tremble at thy dm.
Cal. No, pray thee '.—

I must obey : his art is of such pt^wer, \^Aside.

It would control my dam's god, Sctebos,

And make a vassal of him.

Pro. So, slave ; hence !

\^Exic Caliban.

Re-enter .A.RIEI, invisible, playing andsinging,
VkkdI'SA^U Jollozvitig hi7n.

Ariel's song.

Come unto these yellow sands.

And then take liamis :

Court sled when you have, and kiss'd,

(The wild waves whist,)

Foot it leatly here and there ;

And sweet Sjirites, the burden bear.

Hark, hark !

Bur, Binvg/i, T('<w/jrA, \Dispersedlv.
Tlie watcli-dogs bark :

Bur, Bowgk, rumvgh. \_Dispersedly.

Hark, hark ! I hear
The strain of strutting chanticlere

Cry, Cock-a-duoc le-doo.

Per. Where should this music be ? i' the ait,

or the earth ?

It sounds no more :—and sure it waits upon
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank
Weeping again the king my father's wreck.

This music crept by me upon the waters ;

Allaying both their fury, and my passion,

With its sweet air : thence I have followd it.

Or it hath drawn me rather :—But 'tis gone.

No, it begins again.

Ariel sings.

Full fathom five thy father lie? ;

Oi his bones are coral made

;

Those are pearls ihiit were his eyes:
No'.liing of him that doth fade.

But doth RulTer a sea-chanje
Into something rich snd strange.
Sea-nymplis h .urly ring his knoll :

(Burd n. .Hn^ dong.
Hark ! now I hear them,—ding-doi g bell.
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J
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Fer. The dilty does remember my drown 'd

father :

—

This is no mortal business, nor no sound
That the earth owes :— I hear it now above me.

Pro. Thefringed curtainsof thineeyeadvance,

And say, what thou seest yond'.

Mira. WTiat is 't ? a spirit ?

Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir,

!l carries a brave form :—But 'tis a spirit.

Pro. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps, and
hath such senses [seest,

As we have, such : This gallant, which th(>\i

Was in the wreck: and but he's sonieih'mg

stain'd [call him
With grief, that 's beauty's canker, thou might'st

A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows,

And strays about to find them.
Mira. I might call him

A thing divine ; for nothing natural

1 ever saw so noble.

Pro. It goes on, \A side.

\% my soul prompts it :—Spirit, fine spirit ! I'll

free thee

Within two days for this.

Fer. Most sure the goddess

On whom these airs attend l^Vouchsafe, my
prayer

May know, if you remain upon this island ;

And that you will some good instruction give,

1 low I may bear me here : My prime request.

Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder !

If you be maid or no ?

Mira. No wonder, sir ;

But certainly a maid.

Fer. My language ! heavens !

—

I am the best of them that speak this speech.

Were I but where 'tis spoken.
Pro. How ! the best ?

Whit wert thou, ifthe king of Naples heard thee?

Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders
To hear thee speak of Naples : He does hear me;
And, that he does, I weep : myself am Naples ;

Who with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld

The king my father wreck'd.

Mira. Alack, for mercy !

Fer. N'cs, faith, and all his lords : the Duke of

And his brave son, being twain. [^Tilan,

Pro. The Duke of Milan,
And his more braver daughter, could control

thee, \^.4side.

If now 'twere fit to do't :—At the first sight

Tliey have changed eyes :—Delicate Ariel,

I'll set thee free for this !—A word, good sir ;

I fear you have done yourself some wrong : a

word.
Mira. Wliy speaks my father so ungently ?

Tins

Is the third man that eer I saw ; tiie lirst

That e'er I sigh'd for : pily, move my father

To be inclined my way !

Fer. O, if a virgin.

And your affection not gone forth, I 'li make you
The queen of Naples.

Pro. Soft, sir; one word more.—

-

They are both in cither's pov.ers ; but this swi.'t

business

I must uneasy make, lest too light winning S^Aside.

Make the prize light.—One word more ; I charge

thee.

That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp

The name thou ow'st not ; and hast put thyself

Upon this island, as a spy, to win it

f'rom me, the lord on "t.

Fer. No, as I am a man.
Mira. There 's nothing ill can dwell in such a

If (he ill spirit have so fair an house, [temple:

Good things \'i\\\ strive to dwell with't.

Pro. Follow me. —
[ To Ff.ki).

Speak not you for him ; he 's a traitor.—Come.
I '11 manacle thy neck and feet together :

Sea water shall thou drink ; thy food shall be

The fresh-brook nmscles, wither'd roots, ai.J

husks
Wherein the acorn cradled : lA'Dow.

Fer. No

;

I will resist such entertainment, till

?\Iine enemy has more power. [//( draws,

Mira. O dear fathei,

Make not too ra~h a trial of him, for

He 's gentle, and not fearful.

Pro. What, I sny.

My foot my tutor ! Put thy sword up, trriitor ;

Who makcst a show, but daresl not strike, thy

conscience

Is so possess'd with guilt : come from thy \\;ih1;

For I can here disarm ihee with this slick.

And make thy weapon drop.

Mira. Beseech yon, father !

Pio. Hence ; hang not on my garments.

Mi7-a. Sir, have jiity
;

I '11 be his surety.

Pro. Silence ! one word more
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee.

What !

An advocate lor an impostor ? hush !

Thou ihink'st there are no more such shapes

as he, [wench !

Having seen but him and Caliban: Foolish

To the most of men this is a Caliban,

And they to him are angels.

Mira. My affections

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition

To see a goodlier man.
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Pro. Come on ; obey : [7b Ferd.

Thy nerves are in their infancy again,

And have no vigour in them.

Fcr. So they are

:

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up.

My father's loss, the weakness which I feel.

The wreck of all my friends, or this man's

threats,

To whom I am subdued, are but light to me,

Might I but through my prison once a day

Behold this maid : all corners else o' the earth

Let liberty make use of ; space enough

Have I, in such a prison.

Pro. It works :—Come on.

—

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel !—Follow me.

—

\To Ferd. and Mir.
Hark, what thou else shalt do me. [Ti? Ariel.

Mira. Be of comfort ;

My father 's of a better nature, sir,

Than he appears by speech ; this is unwonted.

Which now came from him.

Pro. Thou shalt be as free

As mountain winds : but then exactly do
All points of my command.
Ari. To the syllable.

Pro. Come, follow : speak not for him.

\Exeunt.

ACT n.

Scene I.

—

A 7iotherpart of the Island.

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio,
GoNZALO, Adrian, Francisco, and others.

Gon. Beseech you, sir, be merry: you have

(So have we all) of joy ; for our escape [cause

Is much beyond our loss : Our hint of woe
Is common ; every day, some sailor's wife,

The masters of some merchant, and the

merchant.
Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle,

I mean our preservation, few in millions

Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh
Our sorrow with our comfort.

Alon. Pr'ythee, peace.

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge.

Ant. The visitor will not give him o'er so.

Seb. Look, he 's winding up the w.tch of his

By and by it will strike. [wit

;

Gon. Sir,

—

Seb. One:—Tell. [ofifer'd,

Gon. When every grief is entertain'd, that 's

Comes to the entertainer

—

Seb. A dollar.

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you
hive spoken truer than you purposed.

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant
you should.

Gon. Therefore, my lord,

—

Ant. Fye, what a spendthrift is he of his

tongue

!

Alon. I pr'ythee spare.

Gon. Well, I have done : But yet

—

Seb. He will be talking.

Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a
good wager, first begins to crow ?

Seb. The old cock.

jint. The cockrel.

Seb. Done : the wager ?

Ant, A laughter.

Seb. A match.

Adr. Though this island seem to be desert,—
Seb. Ha, ha, ha !

Ant. So, you've paid. [siLle,

—

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inacces-

Seb. Yet,—
Adr. Yet,—
Ant. He could not miss it.

Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and
delicate temperance.

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench.
Seb. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most learnedly

delivered. [sweetly.

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most
Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones.

Ant. Or, as 'twere perfumed by a fen.

Gon. Here is everything advantageous to life.

Ant. True ; save means to live.

Seb. Of that there 's none, or little, [green!

Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks ! how
Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny.

Seb. With an eye of green in 't.

Ant. He misses not much.
Seb. No; he doth but mistake the truth totally.

Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed
almost beyond credit)—

Seb. As many vouch'd rarities are.

Gon, That our garments, being, as they were,
drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their

freshness and glosses ; being rather new dyed,
than stained with salt water.

Ant. If t)ut one of his pockets could speak,

would it not say, he lies ?

Seb. hr-j^ or very falsely pocket up his report

Go?i. Methinks, our garments are now at.

fresh as when we put them on first in Africk,

at the marriage of the king's fair daughter

Claribel to the king of Tunis.

Seb. 'Twas a sweet marriage, and wa proS'

per well in our return.

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with

such a paragon to their queen.

Gon. Not since widow Dido's time.

Ant. Widow ? a pox o' that ! How came

that widow in ? Widow Dido i
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Sc/>. What if he had said, widower ^neas
too ? good lord, how you take it !

A(^r. Widow Dido, said you ? you make mr
Study of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis.

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage.

yldr. Carthage ?

Gon. I assure you, Carthage.

An/. His word is more than the miraculous

harp.

Si'6. He hath raised the wall, and houses too.

An/. W^hat impossible matter will he make
easy next ?

Sed. I think he will carry this island home in

his pocket, and give it his son for an apple.

A/!/. And, sowing the kernels of it in the

sea, bring forth more islands.

Gon. Ay ?

An/. Why, in good time.

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments
seem now as fresh as when we were at Tunis at

the marriage ofyour daughter, who is now queen.

An/. And the rarest that e'er came there.

Sed. 'Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido.

An/. O, widow Dido ; ay, widow Dido.

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the

first day I wore it ? I mean, in a sort.

Afi/, That sort was well fish'd for.

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's

marriage ?

Alan. You cram these words into mine ears,

against

The stomach of my sense : Would I had nevei

Married my daughter there .' for, coming thenee.

My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too,

Who is so far from Italy removed,
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir

Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish

Hath made his meal on thee !

Fi-an. Sir, he may live ;

I saw him beat the surges under him.
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water,

Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted

The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold

head
'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar"d

Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke

To the shore, that o'er his wave- worn basis bow 'd.

As stooping to relieve him ; I not doubt
He came alive to land.

Alo7i. No, no, he 's gone.

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this

great loss ; [daughter,

That would not bless our Europe with your

But rather lose her to an African ;

Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye,

Who hath cause to wet the grief on 't.

AloiU Pr'ylhee, peace.

Scb. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd
otherwise

By all of us ; and the fair soul herself

Weigh'd, between lothness and obedience, at

Which end o' the beam she 'd bow. We have
lost your son,

I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have
More widows in them of this business' making,
Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault 's

Your own.
AIo7i. So is the dearest of the loss.

Gon. My lord Sebastian,
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness.

And time to speak it in
; you rub the sore,

\Yhen you should bring the plaster.

Seb. Very well.

An/. And most chirurgeonly.

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir.

When you are cloudy.

Seb. Foul weather ?

Aft/. Very foul.

Gon. Had I a plantationof this isIe,mylord,

—

An/. He 'd sow it with nettle-seed.

Seb. Or docks, or mallows.
Gon. And were the king of it, what would I do?
Seb. 'Scape being drunk, for want of wine.

Gon. V the commonwealth, I would by con-

traries

Execute all things : for no kind of traffic

Would I admit ; no name of magistrate
;

Letters should not be known ; no use of service,

Of riches, or of poverty ; no contracts.

Successions; bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none:
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil :

No occupation ; all men idle, all

;

And women too ; but innocent and pure :

No sovereignty :

—

Seb. And yet he would be king on 't.

An/. The latter end of his commonwealth
forgets the beginning. [duce

Gon. All things in common nature sliould pro-

Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony,

Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine.

Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth,

Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance,
To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying 'mong his subjects ?

An/ None, man; ail idle; whores and knaves.

Gon. I would with such perfection govern, sir^

To excel the golden age.

,Scb. Save his majesty !

An/. Long live Gonzalo !

Gon. And, do you mark me, sir?

—

A-lon. Pr'ythee, no more : thou dost talk

nothing to me.
Gon. I do well believe your highness ; and

did it to minister occasion to these gentlemen,

A2
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who are of such sensible and nimble lungs, ihat

they always use to laugh at nothing.

Ant. 'Twas you we laugh'd at.

Con. WTio, in this kind of merry fooling, am
nothing to you : so you may continue, and
laugli at nothing still.

AiiL What a blow was there given !

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long.

Con. You are gentlemen of brave mettle ;
you

v.'ould lift the moon out of her sphere, if she

would continue in it five weeks without changing.

Enter Ariel invisible, flaying solemn music,

Seb. We \v(5uld so, and then go a bat-fowling

A>il. N.iy, good my lord, be not angry.

Con. No, I warrant you ; I will not adven
ture my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh

me asleep, for I am very heavy ?

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us.

\All sleep but Ai.oN. See. and Ant.
Alon. What, all so soon asleep ! I wish mine

eyes [I find

Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts:
Tiioy arc inclined to do so.

Si'b. Please you, sir.

Do not omit the hea^y offer of it

:

It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth.

It is a comforter.

Ant. We two, my lord,

Wiii guard your person, while you take your rest.

And watch your safety.

Alon. Thank you : wondrous heavy.

—

[Ai.ONso sleej>s. Exit Ariel.
Seb. Wliat a strange drowsiness possesses

them ?

Anf. It is the quality o' the climate.

Seb. \m\y
iJolh it not then our eyelids sink ! I find not

Myself disposed to sleep.

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble.
They fell together all, as by consent

;

They dropp'd, as by a ihunder-stroke. What
might, fmore :

—

Worthy Sebastian ?— 0, what might?—No
A 'id yet, methinks, I see it in thy face,

Vv'h;it thou shouldst be: the occasion speaks
thee ; and

My strong imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

Seb. What, art thou waking ?

A7tt. Do you not hear me spca]< ?

Sed. I do ; and, surely.

It Ls a sleepy language ; and thou speak'st

Out of thy sleep : What is it thou didst say ?

Tills is a strange re{X)se, to be asleep [ing,

^Vith eyes wide open, standing, speaking, mov-
And yet so fast asleep.

Ant. Noble Sebastian, [wink'st

Thou Ictt'st thy fortune sleep— die rather ;

\\Tiiles thou art waking.
Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly ;

There 's meaning in thy snores.

Ant. I am more serious than my custom: yoil

Must be so too, if heed me ; which to do
Trebles thee o'er.

Seb. Well, I am standing water.

Ant. 1 '11 teach you how to flow.

Seb. Do so : to ebb.

Hereditary sloth instructs me.
Ant. O,

i you but knew, how you the purpose cherish,

•.Vhilcs thus you mock it ! how, in stripping ii,

Vou more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed,

Mo.st often do so near the bottom run,

Uy their own fear, or sloth.

Seb. Pr'ythee, say on :

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim

A matter from thee ; and a l^irth, indeed,

Which throes thee much to yield.

Ant. Thus, sir :

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this,

\y\\o shall be of as little memory
When he is eanh'd, hath here almost persuaded

(l""or he 's a spirit of persua.sion only)

The king, his son 's alive : 'tis as im.possible

That he 'b undrown'd as he that sleeps here

Seb. I have no hope [swims.

That he's undrown'd.
A7:i. O, out of that no hope,

\Miat great hope have you ! no hope, that way, is

.Another way so high an hope, that even

Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond,

But doubts discover)' there. Will you grant,

with me,
That Ferdinand is drowTi'd ?

Seb. He 's gone.

Ant. Then, tell me.
Who 's the next heir of Naples ?

Seb. Claribel.

Ant. Shethat is qucenofTunis: shcthatdwells

Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she that from
Naples

Can have no note, unless the sun were post

(The man i' the moon's too slow,) till new-bom
Be rough and razorable ; she, from whom [chins

Wc wore all sea-swallow'd, though some cast

again ;

And, by that, destined to perform an act,

^^^^ereof \\hat 's past is prologue ; what to come.
In yours and my discharge.

Seb. VN'hat stuff is this ?—How say you ?

'Tis true, my brother's daughter'squeen of Tunis;

So is she heir of Naples ; 'twi.xt which regions

There is some space.



SCENF. i.l THE TEMPEST.

Aiil. A space whose every cubit

Seems to cry out, Ho7v shall thai Clarihcl

Alcasure us bcuk to Naphs?—Keep in Tunis,

And let Sebastian wake !— Say, this were death

That now hath seized ihem ; why, they were
no worse

Than now they are: There be, that can rule

Naples,

As well as he that sleeps; lords, thai can prate

As amply and unnecessarily

As tills Gonzalo ; I myself could make
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore

The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this

For your advancement! Do you understand me?
Scb. Melhinks, I do.

Ant. And how does your content

Tender your own good fortune ?

Seb. I remernber.

You did supplant your brother I'rospero.

Ant. Tn:e

:

And, look, how well my garments sit upon me ;

Much fealer than before : My brother's servant^

Were then my fellows, now they are my men.
Seb. But, for your conscience

—

Ant. Ay, sir ; where lies that ? if it were a

kybe,

'Twould put me to my slipper : But I feel not

This deity in my bosom ; twenty consciences,

That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candied be

they, [brother.

And melt, ere they molest ! Here lies youi

No better than the earth he lies upon,
If he were that which now he's like : whom 1,

With this obedient steel, three inches of it,

Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you, doing thus

To the perpetual wink for aye might put

This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest.

They '11 take suggestion, as a cat laps milk ;

They 'II tell the clock to any business that

We say befits the hour.

Scb. Thy case, dear friend,

Shall be my precedent ; as thou gott'st Milan,
I "II come by Naples. Draw thy sword : oni:

stroke [pay'st ;

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou

And I the king sliall love thee.

Ant. Draw to-etlvjr :

And when I rear my hand, do you the like,

To fall it on Gonzalo.
St^b. O, but one word,

[ Ihcy con-ixrse apart.

lintsic. Re-enter Ariki., invisible.

A'/i. My master through his art foresees the

danger [forth,

—

That these his friends, are in ; and sends me

Foi else his project dies,—to keep the living.

{^Sitig^ iTi GoNZALO's ear,

Wliile you here do snoring lie.

Open-eyed conspiracy
HiN time doth take :

If of life you keep a care.

Shake off slumt'Cr, and beware 1

Awake ! Awake !

A7tt. Then let us both be sudden.
Can. Now, good angels, preserve the king !

[ 7'hey awake.
Alon. Why, how now, ho ! awake 1 Why

are you drawn ?

Wherefore this ghastly looking?
Gi>n. What's the rnatter ?

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your
repose,

t^ven now, we heard a hollov,? burst of Ijellow ii.g

Like bulls, or rather lions ; did it not wake )ou?
It struck mine ear most terribly.

Alon. I heard nothiiig.

.-/;//. (), 'twas a din to fright a monster's ear;

To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar

Of a whole herd of lions.

Alon. Heard you this, fionzalc?

Gon. Upon mine nonoui, sir, I heard a
humming, [mc:

And tlial a strange one too, wliich did awake
I shaked you, sir, and cried ; asmineeyesopcn'd,
I saw their weapons drawn :—there was a noise,

That 's verity : 'Best stand u[X)n our guard ;

Or that we quit this place: let's draw our
weapxjns. [further search

Alon. Lead f)lT this ground ; and let 's luaks

For my poor soil.

Con. Heavens keep him from these beasts 1

For he is, sure, i' the island.

Alon. Lead away.

An. Prospero my lord shall know whrt !

have done : [
.-ha-e.

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Exeunt.

ScENi'. H.— AnotJier part of the J'Jand.

Enter Cai.iba.n, with a burden of ivocd.

.-i noise of ihwuier heard.

Cal. All the infections that the sun sucks up
From bog*^, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, ai>d

make him
By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me,

.'Vnd yet I needs must curse. I3at they W nor

pinch, [mire.

Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i' the

Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark

Out of my way, unless he bid them ; but

For every trifle they are set upon me :

Someliin'e like apes, that moe and chatter at \t.'\
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And afier, bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am I

All wound with adders, who, with cloven

tongues,

Do hiss me into madness :—Lo ! now ! lo !

Enter Trinculo.
Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me,
For bringing wood in slowly : FU fall flat

;

Perchance he will not mind me.
Trin. Here's neither bush nor slirub, to bear

cff any weather at all, and another storm brew-
ing ; I hear it sing i' the wind ; yond same
black cloud, yond huge one, looks like a foul

bumbard that would shed his liquor. If it

should thunder, as it did before, I know not

where to hide my head : yond same cloud can-

not choose but fall by pailfuls.—What have we
here ? a man or a fish ? dead or alive ? A fish:

he smells like a fish : a very ancient and fish-

like smell ; a kind of, not of the newest, Poor-

John. A strange fish ! Were I in England
no.v (as once I was), and had but this fish

painted, not a holiday fool there but would give

a piece of silver : there would this monster
make a man'; any strange beast there makes a
man : when they will not give a doit to relieve

a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to see a
dead Indian. Legg"d like a man ! and his fins

like arms ! W'arm, o' my troth ! I do now
let loose my opinion, hold it no longer ; this is

no fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffered

by a thunder-bolt. iThtinder.^ Alas! the
storm is come again : my best way is to creep
under his gaberdine ; there is no other shelter

hereabout : Misery acquaints a man with
strange bedfellows. I will here shroud, till

the dregs of the storm be past.

En/er SxErHANO singing; a bottle in his hand.

Sic. I sh.ill no more to sea, to sen,

Here shall I die ashore ;

—

This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's
funeral : Well, here's my comfort. [Drinks.

The master, the swabber, the lioatswain, and I,

The gunner, and his male,
Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery,

But none of us card for Kate :

For she had a tongue with a tang.
Would cry to a sailor, Go, har-;

She lov'd not the savour of tar nor of pitch,
Yet a tailor might scratch her where'er she did itch :

Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang.

Tnis is a scurvy tune too: But here's my comfort.
Cal. Do not torment me : Oh ! \Drijiks.
Ste. What's the matter? Have we devils

here ? Do you put tricks upon us with savages,
and men of Inde ? Ha 1 I have not 'scaped

drowning, to be afeard now of your four legs ;

for it hath been said, As proper a man as ever
went on four legs cannot make him give ground:
and it shall be said so again, while Stephano
breathes at nostrils.

Cal. The spirit torments me : Oh !

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with
four legs : who hath got, as I take it, an ague

:

WTiere the devil should he learn our language?
I will give him some relief, if it be but for that

:

If I can recover him, and keep him tame, and
get to Naples with him, he 's a present for any
emperor that ever trod on neat's leather.

Cal. Do not torment me, pr'ythee ;

I '11 bring my wood home faster.

Ste. He 's in his fit now ; and does not talk
after the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle

:

if he have never drunk wine afore, it will go
near to remove his fit. If I can recover him,
and keep him tame, I will not take too much
for him : he shall pay for him that hath him,
and that soundly. [wilt

Cal. Thou dost me yet Vjut little hurt ; thou
Anon ; I know it l)y thy trembling

;

Now Prosper works upon thee.

Ste. Come on your ways ; open your mouth:
here is that which will give language to you,
cat ; open yourmouth : this will shake your shak-
ing, I can tell you, and that soundly: you cannot
tell who 's your friend : open your chaps again.

Trin. I should know that voice : It should
be—But he is drowned ; and these are devils

:

Oh ! defend me !

—

Ste. Four legs and two voices ; a most deli-

cate monster ! His forward voice now is to
speak well of his friend ; his backward voice is

to utter foul speeches, and to detract. If all

the wine in my bottle will recover him, I will

help his ague : Come—Amen ! I will pour some
in thy other mouth.

Trin. Stephano,—

•

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy!
mercy ! This is a devil, and no monster : I

will leave him ; I have no long spoon.
Trin. Stephano !—if thou beest Stephano,

touch me, and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo;
— be not afeard,—thy good friend Trinculo.

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth ; I'll

pull thee by the lesser legs : if any be Trinculo's
legs, these are they. I'hou art very Trinculo
indeed : How cam'st thou to be the siege of
this moon-calf? Can he vent Trinculos?

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder-
stroke :—But art thou not drowned, Stephano ?

I hope, now, thou art not drowned. Is the
storm over-blown ? I hid me under the dead
moon-calfs gabeidine for fear of the storm.
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And art thou living, Stephano ? O Stephano,

two Neapolitans 'scaped !

Si'e. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about ; my
stomach is not constant. [sprites,

Ca/. These be fine things, and if they be not

That 's a brave god, and bears celestial liquor :

I will kneel to him.

S^e. How didst thou 'scape? how cam'st

thou hither ? swear by this bottle, how thou

cam'st hither. I escaped upon a butt of sack,

which the sailors heaved overboard, by this

bottle ! which I made of the bark of a tree,

with mine own hands, since I was cast ashore.

Cai. I '11 swear, upon that bottle, to be thy

True subject ; for the liquor is not earthly.

Sfe. Here ; swear then how thou escap'dst.

Trin. Swam ashore, man, like a duck ; I

can swim like a duck, I'll be sworn.

Ste. Here, kiss the book : Though thou

canst swim like a duck, thou art made like a

goose.

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this ?

Ste. The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a

rock by the sea-side, where my wine is hid.

How now, moon-calf? how does thine ague?
Cal. Hast thou not dropped from heaven ?

Ste. Out o' the moon, I do assure thee : I

was the man i' the moon, when time was.

Cal. I have seen thee in her, and I do adore
thee

;

My mistress showed me thee, and thy dog and
bush.

Ste. Come, swear to that ; kiss the book : I

will furnish it anon with new contents : swear.

Tri7t. By this good light, this is a very shal-

low monster :—I afeard of him ? a very weak
monster ;—The man i' the moon !—a most poor

credulous monster : Well drawn, monster, in

good sooth.

Cal. I '11 show thee every fertile inch o' the

island ;

And kiss thy foot : I pr'ythee, be my god.

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and
drunken monster; when his god 's asleep, he '11

rob his bottle.

Cal. I '11 kiss thy foot : I '11 swear myself thy

subject.

Ste. Come on, then ; down, and swear.

Tri7i. I shall laugh myself to death at this

puppy-headed monster : a most scurvy monster J

I could find in my heart to beat him,

—

Ste. Come, ki.ss.

Trin. —but that the poor monster's in drink;

An abominable monster !

Cal. I '11 show thee the best springs ; I '11

pluck thee berries ;

I 'U fish for thee, and get thee wood enough.

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve !

I '11 bear him no more sticks, but follow thee,

Thou wondrous man.
Trin. A most ridiculous monster ! to make

a wonder of a poor drunkard.
Cal. I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where

crabs grow ;

And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts;

Show thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how
To snare the nimble marmozet ; I '11 bring thee
To clust'ring filberts, and sometimes I'll get thee
Young sea-mells from the rock : Wilt thou go

with me ?

Ste. I pr'ythee now lead the way, without
any more talking.—Trinculo, the king and ;,I!

our company else being drowned, we will in-

herit here.—Here ;
[7'<7 Cal.] bear my bottle.

Fellow Trinculo, we '11 fill him by and by again.

Cal. Farewell, tnaster : farewell, farewell.

\Sings drimkenly,

Trin. A howling monster; a drunken monster.

Cal. No more datns I '// 7nakeforfish ;

Norfetch infiritig

At reqttiring.

Nor scrape trencher, nor wash dish j

'Ban 'Ban, Ca— Caliban,

Has a new master— Get a new man.

Preedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom,

hey-day, freedom !

Ste. O brave monster ! lead the way. {^Exeunt.

ACT HI.

Scene I.

—

Before Prospero's Cell.

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log.

Fer. There be some sports are painful, and
their labour

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness

Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters

Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious ; but

The mistress which I serve quickens what 's dead,

And makes my labours pleasures : Oh, she is

Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed;

And he's composed of harshness. I must remove

Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up,

Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress

Weeps when she sees me work ; and says such

baseness

Had never like executor. I forget: [labours ;

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my
Most busy, least when I do it.

Enter Miranda, and Prospero ai a distance.

iMira. Alas, now ! pray you,

Work not so hard : I v/ould the lightning had
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Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin'd to pile

!

Pray, set it down, and restyou : v, hen this burns,

'Twill weep for having wearied you. My father

Is hard at study ;
pray, now, rest yourself;

lie 's safe for these three hours.

Fer. O most dear mistress,

The sun will set before I *all discharge

What I must strive to do.

Mira. If you '11 sit down,
I '11 bear your logs the while : pray, give me that;

I '11 carry it to the pile.

Fer. No, precious creature

:

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back.

Than you should such dishonour undergo.

While I sit lazy by.

Mira. It would become me
As well as it does you : and I should do it

With much more ease ; for my good will is to it.

And yours against.

Pro. [Asz'de.] Poor worm ! thou art infected ;

This visitation shows it.

Mira. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble mistress; 'tis fresh morning
with me

VvTien you arc by at night. I do beseech you,

Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers,

What is your name?
Mira. Miranda:—O my father,

I have broke your 'best to say so !

Fer. Admir'd Miranda!
Indeed the top of admiration ; worth
What 's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady

I have eyed with best regard ; and many a time

The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues

Have I lik'd several women: never any
With so full soul, but some defect in her

Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ov/ed.

And put it to the foil : but you, O you.

So perfect and so peerless, are created

Of every creature's best.

Mira. I do not know-

One of my sex ! no woman's face remember,
S.ive, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen

More that I may call men, than you, good friend,

And my dear father: how features are abroad,

I am skill-less of; but, by my modesty,

—

The jewel in ray dower,—I would not wish

Any companion in the world but you

;

Nor can imagination form a shape,

licsides yourself, to like of. But I prattle

Something too wildly, and my father's precepts

Therein forget.

For. I am, in my condition,

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king,

—

I would, not so !—and would no more endure

This wooden slavery than I would sufier

The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my soul

speak

:

The very instant that I saw you, did

My heart fly to your service; there resides,

To make mo slave to it; and for your sake

Am I this patient log-man.

Mira. Do you love me?
Fei: O heaven, O earth, bear w itness to this

sound.

And crown what I profess with kind event,

If I speak true! if hollowly, invert

What best is boded me to mischief! I,

Beyond all limit of what else i' the world.

Do love, prize, honour you.

]\Iira. I am a fool

To weep at what I am glad o£
Pro. YAside.l Fair encounter

Of Iwo most rare affections ! I leavens rain gract

On that which breeds between them!

Fer. Wherefore weep you?
Mi!-a. Atmineunworthiness, that dare notofier

What I desire to give ; and much less take

What I shall die to want. But this is trifling;

And all the more it seeks to hide itself.

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cun-

ning;

.'VjkI prompt me, plain and holy innocence

!

I am your w ife, if you will many me

;

If not, I '11 die your maid: to be your fellow

Vou may deny me; but I '11 be your servant

Whether you will or no.

Fer. My mistress, dearest.

And I thus humble ever.

Mira. My husband, then ?

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing

As bondage e'er of freedom : here 's my hand.

Mira. And mine, with my heart in 't : and
now farewell

Till half an hour hence.

Fer. A thousand ! thousand

!

[Exeimt Ferd. and Mira.
Pro. So glad of this as they I cannot be.

Who are surprised withal ; but my rejoicing

At nothing can be more. I '11 to my book ;

For yet, ere supper time, must I perform

Much business appertaining. \^ExiL

ScENii II.

—

Another part of ike Island.

Enter Stephano and Trinculo; Caliiian

following with a bottle.

Sfc. Tell not me ;—when the butt is out, we
will drink water; not a drop before: therefore

bear up, and boaid 'em: Servant-monster,

drink to me.
I'rin. Servant-monster! the folly of this

island! They say there's but five upon thia
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is!e : we are three of them ; if the other tvvo be

bruiaed like us, the state totters.

Sle. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee:

thy eyes are almost set in thy head.

Trin. Where should they be set else ? W-

Were a brave monster indeed, if they were sci

in his tail.

Sle. My man -monster hath drowned \\\>

tongue in sack : for my part, the sea cannoi

jruwn me: I swam, ere I could recover the

shore, five-and-thirty leagues, oft' and on, by
this light.—Thou shall be my lieutenant, mon-
ster, or my standard. [standard.

Trin. Your lieutenant, if yon list; he's no
Sle. We '11 not run, monsieur-monster.
Trin. Nor go neither: but you'll lie, like

dogs; and yet say nothing neither.

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou

beest a good moon-caK.
Cal. IIovv does thy honour? Let me lick

thy shoe.

I'll not serve him; he is not valiant.

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster: I

am in case to justle a constable. Why, thou
deboshed fish thou, was there ever a man a
coward that hath drunk so much sack as I to

day? Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being
but half a fish and half a monster?

Cai. Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let

him, my lord?

Trin. Lord, quoth he!— that a monster
should be such a natural

!

Cal. Lo, loagain ! bite himtodeath, I pr'ythee.

Sle. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in youi
head: if you prove a mutineer, thcne.xt tree.

—

The poor monster's my subject, and he shall

not suffer indignity.

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be
pleased to hearken once again to the suit I

Mi.iJe thee?

Sle. Marry will I: kneel and repeat it; I

will stand, and so shall Trinculo.

En/er Ariel, invisible.

Cal. As I told thee before, I am subject to a
tyrant ; a sorcerer, that by liis cunning hath
cheated rae of this island.

Ari. Thou liest.

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ;

I would my valiant master would destroy thee

!

I do not he.

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more
in his tale, by this hand, I will supplant some
oi your teeth.

T^-in. Why, I said nothing.
Sle. Mum,then,andnomore.

—

[TIjCaliban.]
Proceed.

Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle

;

From me he got it. If thy greatness will

Revenge it on him^for I know thou dar'st.

But this thing dare not.

Ste. That 's most certain.

Cal. Thou shah be lord ofit , and I '11 serve thee.
Ste. How now shall this be compassed?

Canst thou bring me to the party? [asleep,
Cal. Yea, yea my lord ; I 11 yield him thee

Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head.
Ari. Thou liest ; thou canst not.

Cal. What a pied ninny 's this? Thou scurfy
patch !

—

I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows.
And take his bottle from him : when that 's gone
lie shall drink nought but brine; for I '11 not

show him
Where the quick freshes are.

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger;
interrupt the monster one word further, and,
by this hand, I '11 turn my mercy out of doors,
and make a stock-fish of thee.

7>7«, Why, what did I? I did nothing.
I '11 go further off.

Ste. Didst thou not say, he lied?

Ari. Thou liest.

Sle. Do I so? take thou that. {Strikes kin* ]

As you like this, give me the lie another time.

Trijt. I did not give the lie.—Out o' your
wits and hearing too? A pox o' your bottle !

this can sack and drinking do.—A murrain on
your monster, and the devil take your fingers!

Cal. Ha, ha, ha !

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Pr'ythee,
stand further off.

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time,

1 '11 beat him too.

Ste. Stand further.—Come, proceed.

Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tis a custom with him
r the afternoon to sleep: there thou mayst brain

him,
Having first seized his books; or with a log
Baiter his skull, or paunch him wilh a slake,

ijr cut his wezand wilh thy knife. Remember,
First to possess his books; for without them
He's but a sot, as I am, nor hath not
One spirit to command : they all do hate him
As rootedly as L Burn but his books.
He has brave utensils,—for so he calls them,

—

Which, when he has a house, he '11 deck Ytfithal.

And that most deeply to consider is

The beauty of his daughter; he himself

Calls her a nonpareil ; I never saw woman.
But only Sycorax my dam and she

;

But she as far surpasseth Sycorax,
As great'st does least.

Sle, Is it so brave a lass?
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Cal. Ay, lord; she will become thy bed, I war-

rant,

And bring thee forth brave brood.

Ste. Monster, I will kill this man : his

daughter and I will be king and queen ;—save

our graces !—and Trinculo and thyself shall be

viceroys.— Dost thou like the plot, Trinculo?
Trin. Excellent.

Ste. Give me thy hand ; I am sorry I beat

thee : but while thou livest, keep a good tongue

in thy head.

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep;

Wilt thou destroy him then ?

Ste. Ay, on mine honour.
Ari. This will I tell my master.

Cal. Thou mak'st me merry : I am full of

pleasure
;

Let us be jocund : will you troll the catch

You taught me but while-ere ?

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason,

any reason. Come on, Trinculo, let us sing.

\_Sings.

Flout 'em, unci scout 'ew; and scoitt 'em andflout' em;
Thought is/rt'c.

Cal. That 's not the tune.

\^A.v.\]S,l. plays the tune on a tabor andpipe.

Ste. What is this same ?

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played

by the picture of Nobody.
Ste. If thou beest a man, show thyself in thy

likeness : if thou beest a devil, take 't as thou

list.

Trin. O, forgive me my sins !

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts : I defy

thee :—Mercy upon us !

Cal. Art thou afeard ?

Ste. No, monster, not I.

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises,

Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight and
hurt not.

Sometimes a thousand Iwangling instruments
Will humabout mineears; and sometimes voices,

That, if I then had waked after long sleep.

Will make me sleep again ; and then, in

dreaming, [riches

The clouds, methought, would open and show
Ready to drop upon me : that, when I waked,
I cried to dream again.

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me,
where I shall have my music for nothing.

Cal. WTien Prospero is destroyed.
Ste. That shall be by and by : I remember

the story.

Trin. The sound is going away: let 's follow

it, and after, do our work.
Ste. Lead, monster, we '11 follow.— I would

I could see this laborer : he lays it on.

Trin. Wilt come ? I '11 follow, Stephano.

\_Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

Another part of the Island.

Enter Alo.nso, Sebastian, Antonio,
GoNZALO, Adrian, Francisco, and others.

Con. By'r lakin, I can go no further, sir ;

My old bones ache : here 's a maze trod, indeed,

Through forth-rights and meanders ! by your

I needs must rest me. [patience.

Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee,

\^^^o am myself attach'd with weariness,

To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest.

Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it

No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd
Whom thus we stray to find : and the sea mocks
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go.

Ant. I am right glad that he 's so out of hope.

[Aside to Seb.
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose

That you resolved to effect.

Seb. The next advantage

Will we take thoroughly. [Aside to Ant.
Ant. [Aside to See.] Let it be to-night ;

For, now they are oppress'd w-ith travel, they

Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance.

As when they are fresh.

Seb. [Aside to Ant.] I say to-night ; no more.

Solemn and strange music; and Prosi'ERO
above, invisible. Enter several strange

Shapes, bringing in a banquet ; they dance

about it with gentle actions of salutation,

and inviting the King, ^c, to cat, they

depart.

Alon. What harmony is this ? My good
friends hark !

Gon. Marvellous sweet music!

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What
were these ?

Seb. A living drollery : now I will believe,

That there are unicorns ; that, in Arabia

There is one tree, the phcenix' throne ; one
At this hour reigning there. [phoenix

Ant. I'll believe both ;

And what does else want credit, come to me,
.\ndl'n besworn'tistrue: travellersne'erdid lie.

Though fools at home condemn them.
Gon. If in Naples

I should report this now, would they believe me?
If I should say, I saw such islanders,

—

For, certes, these are people of the island,

—

Wlio, though they are of monstrous shape, yet,

note.

Their manners are more gentle-kind that)

Our human generation you shall find

Many, nay, almost any.
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Pro. Honest lord,

Thou hast said well; for some of you there

present

Are worse than devils. \Aside.

Aloit. I cannot too much muse,
Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound,

expressing,

—

Although they want the use of tongue,—a kind
Of excellent dumb discourse.

Pro. Praise in departing. \Aside.

Fran. They vanislvd strangely.

Seh. No matter, since

They have left their viands behind ; for wc have
stomachs,

—

Will 't please you taste of what is here?
A Ion. Not I.

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When
we were boys, [eers,

Who would believe that there were momitain-
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hang-

ing at them
Wallets of flesh? or that there were such men,
Whose heads stood in their breasts? which now

we find,

Each putter-out of one for five, will bring us
Good warrant of.

Aloti. I will stand to, and feed,

Although my last : no matter, since I feel.

The best is past :—Brother, my lord the duke,
Stand to, and do as we.

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariei, like a
harpy; claps his wings upon the table., and
with a quaint device the banquet vanislies.

A ri. You are threemen ofsin , whom destiny,—
That hath to instrument this lower world,
And what is in 't,—the never-surfeited sea
Hath caused to belch up ; and on this island

Where man doth not inhabit ; you 'mongst men
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ;

And even with such like valour, men hang and
Their proper selves. [drown

[Axon., Seb. S^fc, dra'iv their swords.
You fools ! I and my fellows

Are ministers of fate ; the elements.

Of whom your svvords are temper'd, may as well

Wound the loud winds, or with 1 >emock'd-at stabs

Kill the still-closing v.aters, as diminish
One dowle that's in my plume; my fellow-

ministers

Are like invulnerable; if you could hurt,

Yoursw^ordsare now too massy for your strengths.

And will not be uplifted. But, remember,

—

For that 's my business to you,—that you three

From Milan did supplant good Prospero

;

Expop'd unto the sea, which hath requit it,

liim,and his innocent child : for which foul deed

The powers, delaying, not forgetting have
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the

creatures.

Against your peace : Thee, of thy son, Alonso,
They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me,
Ling'ring perdition,—worse than any death
Can be at once,—shall step by step attend

You and your ways; whose wraths to guard
you from,

—

Which here, in this most desolate isle; else falls

Upon your heads,—isnolhing but heart'ssorrovv,

And a clear life ensuing.

He vanishes in thzinder: then, to soft ?misic,

enter the Shapes again, and dance with mops
and mows, and carry out the table.

Pro. [Aside.'l Bravely the figure of this harpy
hast thou

Perform 'd, my Ariel ; a grace it had devouring:
Of my instruction hast ihou nothing 'bated.

In what thou hadst to say: so, with good life,

And observation strange, my meaner ministers

Their several kinds have done : my high charms
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up [work,

In their distractions : they now are in my power

;

And in these fits I leave them, whilst I visit

Young Ferdinand,—who they suppose is

And his and my loved darling. [drown'd,

—

\^Exit Prospero /ri?;;/ above.

Gon. V the name of something holy, sir, \\ hy
In this strange stare? [stand you

Alon. O, it is monstrous! monstrous!
Methought the billows spoke, and told me of it

;

The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder.
That deep and dread''ul organ-pipe, pronounced
The name of Prosper ; it did bass my trespass.

Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded ; and
I '11 seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded.
And with him there lie mudded. \Exit.

Seb. But one fiend at a time,

I '11 fight their legions o'er.

Ant. I '11 be thy second.

{^Exeunt Seb. and A'ht.

Gon. All three of them are desperate ; their

great guilt,

Like poison given to work a great time after.

Now 'gins to bite the spirits :—I do beseech you
That are of suppler joints, follow them swidiy,

And hinder them from what this ecstacy

May now piovoke them to.

Adr. Follow, I pray you. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene \.—Before Prospero's Cell.

Enter Frospeko, Ferdinand, ^WMiranda.

Pro. If I have too austerely punished you.
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Your compensation makes amends ; for I

1 lave given you here a thread of mine own life,

Or that for which I Uve ; who once again

I lender to thy hand : all thy vexations

Were but my trials of thy love, and thou

1 last strangely stood the test: here, afore Heaven,
I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand,

Do not smile at me, that 1 boast her off,

For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise.

And niiike it hall behind her.

Per. I do believe it,

Ajiinst an oracle.

Fro. Then, as my gift, and thine own
acquisition

Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter: But
If thou dost break her virgin knot before

AH sanctimonious ceremonies may
With full and holy rile be minister'd,

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall

To make tliis contract grow : but barren hate,

Sour-eyed disdain, and discord, sliall bestrew

The union of your bed with weeds so loathly,

Tliat you shall hate it both : therefore, take

As Hymen's lamps shall light you. [heed,

Fer. As I hope
F )r quiet days, fair issue, and long life.

With such love as 'tis now ; the murkiest den,

Tne most opportune place, the strong'st sugges-

O ir worser Genius can, shall never melt [lion

Mine honour into lust ; to take away
Tlie edge of that day's celebration, [founder'd,

Wnen I shall think, or Phcebus' steeds are

Or night kept chain'd below.

Fro. Fairly spoke

:

Sit, then, and talk with her, she is thine ov.'n.

—

What, Ariel ; my industrious servant, Ariel

!

Etiter Ariel.

Ari. What would my potent master? here
I am. [service

Fro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last

Did worthily perform ; and I must use you
111 such another trick : go, bring the rabble.

O'er whom I give thee power, here, to this place:

Incite them to quick motion ; for I must
Bestow upon t!ie eyes of this young couple
Some vanity of mine art ; it is my promise,
A;id they expect it from me.

Ari. Presently?

Pro. Ay, witli a twink.

Ari. B.'fore you can say, Come and go^

And breathe twice; and cry, so^ so;

Y. \c\\ one, tripping on his toe,

\\ ill be here with mop and mow :

Do you love me, master? no? [approach
f^ro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not

Till thou dost hear me call.

Ail. Well I conceive, [/i'a//.

Fro. Look thou be true: do not give dalliance

Too much the rein: the strongest oaths are straw

To the fire i' the blood : be more abstemious,
Or else, good night your vow !

Fer. I warrant you, sir.

The while cold virgin snow upon my heart

Abates the ardour of my liver.

Fro. Well.—
Now come, my Ariel : bring a corollary,

Rather than want a spirit : appear, and pertly.

—

No tongue ; all eyes ; be silent. \JioJi music.

A Masque. Enter Ikis.

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas

Of wheal, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ;

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep.

And flat meads thatch'd with stover, themtokeep;
Thy banks with peonicd and lilied brims,

Wliich spongy April at thy 'best betriir.s.

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy

broom groves,

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves.

Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard ;

And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard,

Where thou thyselfdost air: The queen o' the sky.

Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I,

Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign

grace,

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place,

To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain;
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain.

Enter CeRES.

Cer. Hail, many-colour'd messenger, that

ne'er

Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ;

Who, with thy saffron wings, upon my flowers

Diffusest honey drops, refreshing showers ;

And wilh each end of thy blue bow dost crown
My bosky acres, and my iinshrubb'd down,
I^ch scarf to my proud earth ;—why hath thy

queen
Summon'd me hither, to this short-grass'd green?

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate ;

And some donation freely to estate

On the bless'd lovers.

Cer. Tell me, heavenlj' bow.

If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know.
Do now attend the queen? since they did plot

The means, that dusky Dis my daughter g •!,

Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company
I have forsworn.

Iris. Of her society

Be not afraid. I met her deity

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and tier son

Dove-drawn with her ; here thought they to have

done
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Some wanton charm upon this man and maid,

Whose vows are that no bed-rite shall be paid

Till Hymen's torch be lighted ; but in vain
;

Mars' hot minion is return'd again

;

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows,

Swears he will shoot no more, but play with

And be a boy right out. [sparrows,

Cer. Highest queen of state,

Great Juno comes ; I know her by her gait.

Enter J UNO.

/an. How does my bounteous sister? Go
with me.

To IjIcss this twain, that they may prosperous be,

And honour'd in their issue.

SONG.

fun.— Honour, riches, marriage-t'lessing,

Long continuance, and increasing,

Hourly joys be still upon you !

Juno sings her blessings on you.

Cer.—Earth's increase, and foison plenty.

Bams and garners ne\er empty ;

Vines, wiih clust'ring bunches growing ;

Plants, with goodly burden bowing ;

Spring cume to yuu, at the farthest.

In the very end of harvest \

Scarcity and want shall shun j-ou

Ceres' blessing so is on you.

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold

To ihink these spirits?

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art

i have from their confines called to enact

My present fancies.

Fer. Let me live here ever

;

So rare a wonder'd father, and a wise,

Makes this place Paradise.

[Juno and Ceres whisfer, and
send Iris on employment.

Pro. Sweet now, silence ;

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously;

There 'ssomethingelsetodo ; hush,andbemutc,
Or else our spell is marr'd.

Iris. You nymphs, calTd Naiads, of the

wind'ring brooks, [looks,

With your sedged crowns, and ever harmless

Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land

Answer your summons : Juno does command.
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate

A contract of true love ; be not loo late.

Enter certain Nymphs.

You sun-burn'd sicklemen, of August weary.

Come hither from the furrow, and be merry

;

Make holiday : your rye-straw hats put on,

And these fresh nymphs encounter every one
In country footing.

Enter ceriahi Reapers, properly habited ; they
join with the Nymphs in a graceful dance;
towards the end tvlicreof Pkospero starts

suddenly, a?id speaks; after which, to a
strattge, hollow, and confused noise, they
heavily vanish.

Pro. [Aside.] I had forgot that foul conspiracy

Of the beast Calib,an and his confederates

Against my life ; the minute of their plot

Is almost come.—[ To the Spirits. ] Weil done

;

—avoid ;—no more. [passion

Fer. This is strange : yoiu: father 's in some
That works him strongly.

Mira. Never till this day.

Saw I him touch'd v/ilh anger so distemper'd.

Pro. You do look, my son, in a moved sort.

As if you were dismayd: be cheerful, sir:

Our revels now are ended : these our actors.

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and
Are melted into air, into thin air:

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve.

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,

Leave not a rack behind : We are such stuff

As dreams are made of, and our little lite

Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir, I am vex'd

;

Bear with my weakness ; myold brain istroubled,

Be not dislurb'd with my infirmity;

If you lie pleased, retire into my cell,

And there repose ; a turn or two I '11 walk,

To still my beating mind.
Per. j\lira. We wish your peace.

[Exeunt.
Pro. Come, with a thought:— I thank you;

—Ariel, come.

E'liter Ariel.

Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to: What's thy

pleasure ?

Pro. Spirit,

We must prepare to meet with Caliban.

Ari. Ay, my commander ; when I presented

Ceres,

I thought to have told thee of it; but I fear'd

Lest I might anger thee. [varlets?

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these

Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with

drinking:

So full of valour that they smote the air

For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground
For kissing of their feet; yet always bending
Towards their project: Then I beat my tabor,

At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their

ears.

Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses,
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As they smelt music; so I charm'd their ears,

That, calf-Hkc, they my lowing follow'd through

Toolh'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and
thorns,

Which enter'd their frail shins: at last I left them
r the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell,

There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake

O erslunk their feet.

Pro. This was well done, my bird ;

Thy shape invisible retain thou still

:

The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither,

For stale to catch these thieves.

Ari. I go, I go. [Exit.

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature

Nurture can never stick; on whom my pains,

Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost:

And as, with age, his body uglier grows,
So his mind cankers: I will plague them all,

Pe-enter A'B.iKl., loaden with glistering

apparel, <SrV,

Even to roaring :—Come, hang them on this line.

Prospero awr/Ariel remain invisible. Enter
Caliban, Stethano, a«a'TRI^M:uLO, all wet.

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind

mole may not

Hear a footfall : we now are near his cell.

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which you say is a

harmless fairy, has done little better than

played the Jack with us.

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at

which my nose is in great indignation.

Stc. So is mine. Do you hear, monster ? If I

should takeadispleasureagainstyou; lookyou,—
Tritt. Thou wert but a lost monster.

Cal. Good, my lord, give me thy favour still :

Be patient, for the prize I '11 bring thee to

Shall hood-wink this mischance : therefore speak
All 's hush'd as midnight yet. [softly,

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool

—

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dis-

honour in that, monster, but an infinite loss.

Trin. That 's more to me than my wetting :

yet this is your harmless fairy monster.
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be

o'er ears for my labour. [here,

Cal. Pr 'ythee, my king, be quiet : Seest thou
This is the mouth o' the cell : no noise, and enter.

Do that good mischief, which may make this

island

Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban,

For aye thy foot-licker.

Ste. Give me thy hand : I do begin to have
bloody thoughts.

Trin. O king Stephano ! O peer ! O worthy
Stephano ! look, what a wardrobe here is for thee.

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash.

Trin. O, ho, monster ; we know what be-

longs to a frippery.—O king Stephano !

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this

hand, I '11 have that gown.
Trin. Thy grace shall have it. [mean,
Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you

To dote thus on such luggage ? Let 's along.
And do the murder first : if he awalce.
From toe to crown he '11 fill oui skins with

pinches
;

Make us strange stuff.

Ste. Be you quiet, monster.—Mistress line,

is not this my jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under
the line : now, jerkin, you are like to lose your
hair, and prove a bald jerkin.

Trin. Do, do : We steal by line and level,

ain't like your grace.

Ste. I thank thee for that jest : here 's a
garment for't: wit shall not go unrewarded
while I am king of this country : Steal by line

and level, is an excellent pass of pate ; there's

another garment for 't.

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon
your fingers, and away with the rest. [time,

Cal. 1 will have none on 't : we shall lose our
And all be turned to barnacles, or to apes
With foreheads villanous low.

Ste. Monster, lay to your fingers ; helptobear
this away where my hogshead of wine is, or I '11

turn you out of my kingdom : go to, carry this.

IVin. And this.

Stc. Ay, and this.

A noise of hunters heard. Enter di'i'ers Spirits,

in shape of hounds, and hunt the?!t about.

Prospero aJid Ariel setting them on.

Pro. Hey, Mountain , hey !

Ari. Silver ! there it goes, Silver! [hark !

Pro. Fury, Fury! there, Tyrant, there ! hark,

[Cal., Ste., and Tv-iti. are driven out.

Go, charge mygoblins that they grind their joints

With diy convulsions ; shorten up their sinews
Withaged cramps: and more pinch-spotted make
Than paid or cat o' mountain. [them,

Ari. Hark, they roar.

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly : At this

Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : [hour
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou

Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little

Follow, and do me service. \Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene 1.

—

Before the Cell of Prospkro.

J5'«/<?r Prospero «« his magic robes ; a«a?Ariel.

Pro. Now does my project gather to a head

:
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My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time

Goes upright with his carriage. I low 's the day?
Ari. On the sixth hour ; at which time, my

You said our work should cease. [lord,

Pro. I did say so.

When hr:^t I raised the tempest. Say, my spirit,

] low fares the king and 's followers ?

Art. Confin'd together

In the same fashion as you gave in charge ;

]\\A as you left them, sir ; all prisoners

In tlie lime-grove which weather-fends your cell;

Tl.^y cannot budge till your release. The king,

Ili.^ brother, and yours, abide all three distracted;

Ahd the remainder mourning over them,

Brimful of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly

Him you termed, sir. ThegoodoM /ord Gonzalo;

His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops

From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly

works them,

That if you now beheld them, your affections

Would become tender.

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit?

Ari. Mine would, sir, were I human.
Pro. And mine shall.

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling

Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself.

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply

Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art?

Though with their high wrongs I am struck to

the quick,

Yet, with my nobler reason, 'gainst my fury

Do I take part : the rarer action is

In virtue than in vengeance: they being penitent,

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend

Not a frown further. Go, release them, Ariel

;

My charms I '11 break, their senses I '11 restore,

And they shall be themselves.

Ari. I '11 fetcii them, sir. [Exit.

Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes,

and groves ;

And ye that on the sands with printless foot

LKj chase the ebbing Neptune, and do lly him
\Mien he comes back

;
you demi-puppets that

P>y moonshine do the green sour ringlets make,
Whereofthe ewe not bites ; and you w hose pastime

Is to make midnigh.t mushrooms, that rejoice

To hear the solemn curfevv ; by whose aid,

—

Weak masters though ye be,— I have bedimm'd
The noontide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds.
And 'twixt the green sea and the iizured vault

Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder

Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak
With his own l)olt : the strong-based promontory
Have I made shake : and by the spurs pluck'd up
The pine and cedar : graves, at my command,
Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let ihem

forth

By my so pcjtent art. But this rough magic
I here abjure : and, when I have required

Some heavenly music,—which even now I do,

—

To work mine end upon their senses, that

This airy charm is for, I '11 break my staff.

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth.

And deeper than did ever plummet sound
I '11 drow n my book. [Solenni music.

Re-enter Ariel : after him Alonso, ivitli a

franticgesture, attended by GoNZALO; Sebas-
tian andANTON Io in lilceman fier, attended by

Adrian and Fra.nctsco : they all C7tter t/ie

circle iviiieh ProsI'ERO had made, and there

stand cluirmed ; which Frosi'TLRO oiserving,

s/>eal's.

A solemn air, and the best comforter

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, [stand,

Now useless, boifd within thy skull ! There
For you are spell-stopp'd.

—

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man.
Mine eyes, even socialile to the sliow of thine,

Fall fellowly drops.—The charm dissolves apace;

And as the morning steals upon the night.

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle

Their clearer reason.—O good Gonzalo,

My true preserver, and a loyal sir

To him thou foUow'st ; I will pay thy graces

Flome, both in word and deed.— Most cruelly

Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter

:

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ;

—

Thou 'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebastian, flesh and
blood.

—

You brother mine, that entertain ambition,

Expell'd remorse and nature; who, with Sebas-

tian,

—

[strong,—

-

Whose inward pinches therefore are most
Would here have kill'd your king ; I do forgive

thee, [ing

Unnatural though thou art.—Their understand-

Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide

Will shortly fill the reasonable shore

That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them
That yet lookson me,orwouldkno\vme.—.\riel.

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell
;

[Exit .\riel.

I will disease me, and myself present

As I was sometime Milan : quickly, spirit

;

Thou shah ere long be free.

.•\.rii:l re-enters, singing, and Iielps to attirs

Prosi'ERO.

Ari. Where tlie bee suck^, there suck I ;

In the cowslip's bell 1 lie :

There I coucfi when owls do cry.

On the 1 at'a back I do fly

After summer merrily :

Merrily, mern'y shall I live now.
Under the blossom that hangs on the bot:^!!.
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Pro. Why, that 's my dainty Ariel : I shall

miss ihee;

But yet thou shalt have freedom: so, so, so.

—

To ihe king's ship, invisible as thou art:

There sha!t thou find the mariners asleep

Under Iheliatches ; the masterand the boatswain

Being awake, enforce them to this place ;

And prcsenily, I pr'ylhee.

Ari. I drink the air before me, and return

Or e'er your pulse twice beat. ^Exit Akiel.
Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and

amazement
Inhal)its here. Some heavenly power guide us

Out of this fearful country !

/';?. Behold, sir king,

The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero:

For more assurance that a living prince

Does now speak to thee, I emlirace thy body;
And to thee and thy company I bid

A hearty welcome.
A/on. Whether thou beest he or no.

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me,
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse

Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw
thee,

The affliction of my mind amends, with which,
I fear, a madness held me: this must crave,

—

An if this be at all,—a most strange story.

Thy dukedom I resign ; and do entreat

Thou pardon me my wrongs.—But how should
Prospero

Be living and be here?
/'ro. First, noble friend,

Let me embrace thine age, whose honour cannot
Be measured or confined.

Gon. WTiether this be
Or be not, I '11 not swear.

Pro. You do yet taste

Some subtilties o' the isle, that will not let you
Believe things certain.—Welcome, my friends,

all:

—

[Aside to Seb. and Ky.i:.

But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded,
I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you,
And justify you traitors; at this time
I '11 tell no tales.

S,-b. The devil speaks in him. [Aside.

Pro.
_ _

No:
For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother
W(^ald even infect my mouth, I do forgive

Thy rankest fault,—all of them; and require

My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know
Thou must restore.

.-lion. If thou beest Prospero,
Give us particulars of thy preservation:
1 ! )\v thou hast met ushere, who three hourssince
Were wreck'd upon this shore; where I have

lost—

How sharp the point of this remembrance is !

—

My dear son Ferdinand.
Pro. 1 am woe for 't, sir.

Aloii. Irreparable is the loss ; and patience
Says it is past her cure.

Pro. I rather think
You havenotscughtherheip; of whose softgrace
For the like less I have her sovereign aid^

And rest mysf.lf content.

A!o!i. You the like loss?

Pro. As great to me as late ; and, supportaiMe
To make the dear loss, have I meansmuch weaker
Than you may call to comfort you ; for I

Have lost my daughter.
Alon. A daughter

!

heavens, that they were living both in Naples,
The king and queen there 1 that they were, 1 u ish

Myself were mudded in that oozy bed
W'here my son lies. When did you lose ) our

daughter? [lords

Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive these

At this encounter do so much admire
That they devour their reason, and scarce think
Their eyes do offices of truth, their wortls

Are natural breath : but, howsoe'er you have
Been justled from your senses, know for certain

That I am Prospero, and that very duke
W'hich was thrust forth of Milan; who most

strangely [landed.

Upon this shore, where you were wreck'd, v,as

To be the lord on 't. No more yet of this;

For 'tis a chronicle of day by day.

Not a relation for a breakfast, nor
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir

;

This cell 's my court : here have I few attendants.

And subjects none abroad: pray you, look in.

My dukedom since you have given me again,

1 will requite you with as good a thing

:

At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye
As much as me my dukedom.

The entrance of the Cell opens, a7id discovers

Ferdinand and Miranda playing at chess.

Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false.

Fcr. Is'o, my dearest love,

I would not for the world.

Mira. Ves, for a score ofkingdoms you shou !d

wrangle,

And I would call it fair play.

Alon. If this prove

A vision of the island, one dear son

Shall I twice lose.

Seb. A most high miracle !

Per. Though the seas threaten, they are merci-

ful :

I have cursed them without cause.

[Ferd. hiei.is io Alon.
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A Ion. Now all the blessings

Ofii glad father compass thee ahmut I

Arise ;ind say how thou cam'st here.

Mira. O, wonder

!

IIow many goodly creatures are there here !

How l>c:iateous mankind is! O brave new world,

Th.U hath such people in 't !

Pro. 'Tis new to thee.

Alon. WTiat is this maid, \sith whom thou

wast at play ?

Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours:

Is she the goddess that haih sever'd u%
And brought us thus together?

Fer. Sir, she 's mortal ;

13, It by immortal providence she's mine ;

I chose her when I could not ask my father

For his advice, nor thought I had one : she
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan,
Of w horn so often I have heard renown
But never saw before ; of whom I have
Received a second life ; and second father

This lady makes him to me.
Aloii. I am hers

;

But O, how oddly will it sound that I

Must ask my child forgiveness !

Pro. There, sir, stop ;

Let us not buiden our rcmembiances
With a hcavmess that 's gone.

Con. I have inly wept.
Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, ) uu

gods,

And on this couple drop a blessed crown

;

Vol it is you that have chalk'd forth the way
Which brought us hither !

Alon. I say, Amen, Gonzalo !

Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his

issue

Should liecome kings of Naples? O, rejoice

Beyond a common joy ; and set it do\s n
With gold on lasting pillars : in one vo)age
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis

;

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife

\\ licre he himself \\'as lost; Prospero hisduke-
In a poor isle ; and all of us ourselves [dom
When no man was his own.

.-lion. Give me your hands ;

\^To Ferd. ffw^MiR.
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart
That doth not wish you joy !

Gon. Be 't so ! Amen !

Re-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boat-
swain ainazcdlyfollowing.

look, sir, look, sir ; here are more of us !

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land,
Tiais fellow could not drown. Now, blasphemy,

That swear'st grace o'erboard, not an oath en
shore?

1 last thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ?

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely

found
Our king and company : the next, our ship,—

•

Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split,

Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as v\ hen
We first put out to sea.

Ari. Sir, all this ser\-ice"l

Have I done since I went. > A aide.

Pro. My tricksy spirit !

)

A/on. These are not natural events ; they
strengthen [hither ?

From strange to stranger :—Say, how came you
Boats. If I did think, sir, I %\ere well awake,

I 'd strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep.

And,—how, we know not,—^all clapp'd under
hatches, [noises

Where, but even now, with strange and several

Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains,

And more diversity of sounds, ail horrible,

We were awaked ; straightway, at liberty :

Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld
Our royal, good, and gallant ship; our master
Capering to eye her : on a trice, so please you,
Even in a dream, were we divided from tlieni,

And were brought moping hither.

An. Was 't well done ?"j

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou V Aside.

shalt be free. J

Alon. Thisis as strangeamaze as e'ermen trod:

And there is in this business more than nature

Was ever conduct of : some oracle

Must rectify our knowledge.
Pro. Sir, my liege,

Do not infest your mind with beating on
Thestrangenessof this business: atpick'd leisure.

Which shall be shortly, single I '11 resolve you,^
W'hich to you shall seem probable,—of every

These happen'd accidents: till when, be cheeriu!,

And think of each thing well.—Come hither,

spirit

;

[Aside.

.Set Caliban and his companions free:

Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel.] How fares

my gracious sir?

There are yet missing of your company
Some few odd lads that you remember not.

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Ste-
rilANO, and Trinculo, in their stolen

apparel.

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let

no man take care for himself; for all is but for-

tune :—Coragio, bully-monster, coragio !

Tri)i. If these be true spies which I wear ia

my head, here 's a goodly sight.
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Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spirits indeed

!

How fine my master is ! I am afraid

He will chastise me.
Seb. Ha, ha

;

What things are these, my lord Antonio

!

Will money buy them ?

Ant. Very like ; one of them
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable.

Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my
lords, [knave,

Then say if they be true.— This mis-shapen
His mother was a witch ; and one so strong

'

That could control the moon, make flows and
ebbs,

And deal in her command, without her power:
These three have robb'd me: and this demi-

devil,

—

For he 's a bastard one,—had plotted with them
To take my life : two of these fellows you
Must know and own ; this thing of darkness I

Acknowledge mine.

Cal. I shall be pinch'd to death.

Alon. IsnottliisSlephano, my drunken butler?

Seb. He is drunk now : where had he wine?
Alon. And Trinculo is reeling ripe: where

should they

Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them?

—

How cam'sl thou in this pickle?

Trin. I have been in such a pickle since I

saw you last that, I fear me, will never out of

my bones : I shall not fear fly-blowing.

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano?
Ste. O, touch me not ; I am not Stephano,

but a cramp.
Pro. You'd be king of the isle, sirrah !

Ste. I should have been a sore one then.

Alon. T'.iis is as strange a thing as e'er I

look'd on. ^Pointing to Caliban.
Pro. He is as disproportioned in his manners

As in his shape.—Go, sirrah, to my cell

;

Take with you your companions ; as you look

To have my pardon, trim it handsomely.
Cal. Ay, that I will ; and I '11 be wise here-

after.

And seek for grace, ^^^^at a thrice-double ass

Was I to take this drunkard for a god.

And worship this dull fool !

Pro. Go to ; away

!

Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage
where you found it.

Seb. Or stole it, rather.

yExeunt Cal., Ste., a^t/TRiN.
Pro. Sir, I invite your highness and your train

To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest

For this one night ; which (part of it) I'll waste
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall

make it

Go quick away,—the story of my life,

And the particular accidents gone by
Since I came to this isle : and in the morn
I '11 bring you to your ship, and so tu Naples,
Where I have hope to see the nuptial

Of these our dear-beloved solemniz'd ;

And thence retire nie to my Milan, where
Every third thought shall be my grave.

Alon. I long

To hear the story of your life, which must
Take the ear strangely.

Pro. I '11 deliver all

;

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales,

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch

Your royal fleet afar off.—My Ariel,—chick,

—

That is thy charge : then to the elements
Be free, and fare thou well !

—

[Aside.] Please

you, draw near. [£xeuHt.

EPILOGUE.

SPOKEN BY PROSPERO.

Now my charms are all o'erthrown,

And what strength I have's mine own,

—

Which is most faint : now 'tis true,

I must be here confined by you,

Or sent to Naples. Let me not,

Since I have my dukedom got,

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell

In this bare island by your spell
;

But release me from my bands
With the help of your good hands.

Gentle breath of yours my sails

Must fill, or else my project fails.

Which was to please. Now I want
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant

;

And my ending is despair

Unless I be relieved by prayer

;

Which pierces so, that it assaults

Mercy itself, and frees all faults.

As you from crimes would pardon'd be.

Let your indulgence set me free.
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Scene,—Sometimes in Verona ; sometimes in Milan ; and on the frontiers ^'Mantua.

ACT I.

Scene 1.

—

An open place in Verona.

Enter Valentine and Proteus.

Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus ;

Jlome-keeping youth have ever homely \s iia ;

Wer 't not affection chains thy tender da}s

To the sweet glances of thy honour"d love,

I rather would entreat thy company
To see the wonders of the world abroad,

Than, living dully sluggardiz'd at home.
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness.

But since thoulov'st, lovestin,and thrivetherein,

Even as I would, when I to love begin, [adieu !

Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine,

Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply secst

Some rare noteworthy object in thy travel

:

Wish me partaker in thy happiness

When thou dost meet good hap : and in thy

danger.

If ever danger do environ thee.

Commend thy grievance to my holy praj'ers,

For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine.

I'al. .^nd on a love-book pray for my success.

Pro. Upon some book I love I '11 pray for thee.

Val. That 'sonsomeshallowstoryofdeep love,

How young Leander cross'd the Hellespont.
Pro. That 's a deep story of a deeper love ;

F.i.he was more than over shoes in love.

/ 'al. 'Tis true ; for you are over boots in love.

And yet you never swam the Hellespont.
I'ro. Over the boots ! nay, give me r.oi the

boots.

^'al. No, I will not, for it boots thee not.

Pro. What ?

Val. To V)e in love, where scorn is bought
with groans

;

Coy looks wiih heart-sore sighs ; one fading

moment's mirth

With twenty watchful, weaiy, tedious nights:

If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ;

If lost, why then a grievous labour \snn ;

However, but a folly bought with wii,

Or else a wit by folly vanquished. [fool.

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me
Val. So, by your circumstance, I feai ^ouli

prove.

Pro. 'Tis love you cavil at ; 1 am not Love.

Val. Love is your master, for lic masters }'ou

:

Vnd he that is so yoked by a fool,

Methinks should not be chronicled for wise.

Pro. Yet writers say, As in the sweetest bud
The eating canker dw ells, so eating love

Inhabits in the finest wits of all. [bud

Val. And writers say, As the most forssan.!

Is eaten by the canker ere it blow.

Even so by love the young and tender wit

Is turn'd to folly ; blasting in the bud,

Losing his verdure even in the prime.

And all the fair effects of future hopes.

But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee

That art a votary to fond desire ?

Once more adieu : my father at the road

Exyjects my coming, there to see me shipp'd.

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.

Val. Sweet Proteus, no; now let us take oui

leave.

At Milan let me hear from thee by letters

Of thy success in love, and what ne\\ s else

Betideth here in absence of thy friend ;

And I likevisc will visit thee with mine.

Pro. All hr.ppiness bechance to thee in Milan !

I'al. As much to you at home ! and so fare-

well. \Exit \'ai.entine.

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love ;
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He leaves his friends to dignify them more ;

I leave myself, my friends, and all for love.

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos'd me ;

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time.

War with yood counsel, set the world at nought

:

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with

thought.

Eiifcr Steed.

Sfeed. Sir Proteus, save you. Saw you uiy

master P

Tro. But now he parted hence, to embark for'

Milan.

Speed. Twenty to one, then, he is shijip'd

already ;

And I have play'd the sheep in losing him.

Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stray

An if the shepherd be awhile away.
Speed, You coiclude that my master is a

shepherd, then, and I a sheen ?

Pro. I do.

Speed. \Vhy, then, my horns are his horns

whether I wake or sleep.

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep.

Speed. This proves me still a sheep.

Pro. True ; and thy master a shepherd.

Speed. Nay ; that I can deny by a circum-

stance.

Pro. It shall go hard but I '11 prove it by

another.

Sl'ced. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not

the slieep the shepherd ; but I seek my master,

and my master seeks not me : therefore, I am
no sheep.

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shep-

herd, the shepherd for food follows not the

slieep ; thou for wages followest thy master,

tliy master for wages follows not thee: there-

fore, thou art a sheep.

Speed. Such another proo-f will make me cry

baa.

Pro. But dost thou hear? gav'st thou my
letter to Julia?

Speed. Ay, sir ; I, a lost mutton, gave your

letter to her, a laced mutton ; and she, a laced

mutton, gas'e me, a lost mutton, nothing for

my labour !

Pro. Here's too small a pnsture for such a

store of muttons.

Speed. If the ground he overcharged you
were best stick her ?

/V&. Nay ; in that you are astray ; 'twere

best pound you.

Speed. Nay, sir ; less than a pound shall

serve me for carrying your letter.

Pro. You mistake ; I mean the pound, a

piniold.

Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it oxer
and over, [your lover.

Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to

Pro. But what said she ? did she nod ?

Speed. [A'oddiiii;. ] Ay.
Pio. Nod—Ay—why, that 's noddy.
.Speed. You mistook, sir : I say she did nod :

and you ask me if she did nod ; and I say, Ay.
Pro. And tliat set together is—noddy.
Speed. Now )-ou have taken the pains to set

it together, take it for your pains.

Pro. No, no ; you shall have it for bearint;

the letter.

Speed. Well, I perceive I must be fain to

bear with yon.

Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ?

Speed. .Marry, sir, the letter very ordeily :

having nothing but the word noddy for my
pains.

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit.

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake )our slow

purse.

Pro. Come, come ; open the matter in brief:

what said she ?

Speed. Open your purse, thjt the money and
the matter may be both at once delivered.

Pro. \\'ell, sir, here is for your pains : what
said she ?

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you'll hardly win
her.

Pro. ^^^^y, couldst thou perceive so much
from her?

Speed. Sir, I covdd perceive nothing at al!

from her ; no, not so much as a ducat for de-

livering your letter : and being so hard to me
that brought your mind, I fear she'll prove as

hard to you in telling her mind. Give her no
token but stones ; for she 's as hard as steel.

P7-0. What! said she nothing?
Speed. No, not so much as

—

Take thisfor thy

pains. To testify your bounty, I thank j'ou,

you have testern'd me ; in requital whereof,

henceforth carry your letters yourself: and so,

sir, I '11 commend you to my master. [wreck.

Pro. Go, go ; begone, to save your ship from
Which cannot perish, having thee aboard.

Being destined to a drier death on shore.

I must go send some better messenger

:

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines.

Receiving them from such a worthless post.

[Exeunt

ScE.NE II.— The same. Garden of] vi.i a's

Hoitse.

Enter JULIA end LUCETTA.
fuL But say, Lucetta, now we are alone,

Wouldst thou then counsel me to fall in lo\e?
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rii

Sir

Lite. Ay, madam ; so j'ou stumble not un
heedluUy.

_////. Of al! the fair resort of gentlemen

That every day with parle encounter me,

In thy opinion which is worthiest love ?

Liu. I'lease you, repeat their names ;

show my inind

According to my shallow simple skill.

/ii/. What think'st thou ol the fair

Eglamour ? [fine ;

Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat, and
But, were I you, he never should be mine.

y«/. Wiiat think'st thou of the rich IVIercatio?

Luc. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so so.

/u/. What think'st thou of the gentle Proteus?

Lite. Lord, lord ! to see what folly reigns

in us !

/it/. Mow now ! what means this pa.ssion at

his name? [shame
Li(f. Pardon, dear madam ; 'tis a fiassing

That I, tinworthy l)ody as I am,
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen.
/n/. VSTiy not on Proteus, as of all the rest ?

Lite. Then thus: ofmany good I think him best.

/it/. Your reason ?

A«<r. I have no other but a woman's rea.son ;

I think him so, because I think him so.

/li/. And wouldst thou have me cast my love

on him ? [away.

Lter. Ay, if you thought your love not cast

_/«/. Why, he of all the rest hath never

moved me. [loves ye.

Zw. Yet he of all the rest, I think, be-.t

_/«/. His little speaking shows his love but

smalt.

L/tc. Fire that is closest keptburnsmost of all.

y«/. They do not love that do not siiow their

love. [their love.

Lite. O, they love lea.st that let men know
////. I would I knew his mind.
Lite. Penise this fjaper, madam.

[Gives a letter.

Jul. [reads'] ' To /ttlia,'— Say, from whom ?

Ltte. That the contents will show.
/id. Say, say ; who gave it thee ?

L»c. Sir Valentine's page; and sent, I thinl<.

from Proteus : [the wa\,
He would have given it you ; but I, being in

Did in your name receive it ;
pardon the fault.

I pray.

/til. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker I

Dare you presume to harbour v.anton line:^ ?

To whisper and conspire against my youth ?

Now, tnist me, 'tis an office of great vort!i,

And yon an officer fit for the place.

There, take the paper ; see it be rctiTrn'd
;

Or else return no more into my s:gh',.

Luc. To plead for love deserves more fee

/ui. Will you be gone.? [than hate.
Luc. That you may ruminate. [Exit.
/id. And yet, 1 would I had o"erlook"d the

It were a shame to call her Ijack again, [letter

And pray her to a fault lor which I chid her.

What fool is she, that knows I am a maid,
And would not force the letter to my view.?
Since m;uds, in modesty, say No to that
Which they would have the profferer conslnie ^_;.-.

Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish Icve,

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the r.Lirse,

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod I

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence,
When willingly I would have had her here !

II(iw angrily I taught my brow to frown,
When inward joy enforced my heart to smile !

My penance is to call Lucetta back.
And ask remission for my folly p^ist :

—

What, ho ! Lucetta?

Ke-enter Lucf.tta.

Luc. What would your ladyship?
/ul. Is it near dinner time ?

Lac. I would it were :

That you might kill your stomach on your m at,

And not upon your maid.

/ul. What is't you took up
So gingerly ?

Luc. Nothing.
/ul. \\ hy didst thou .stoop then ?

Lixc. To take a paper up that I let fall.

/ill. And is that paper nothing?
L.nc. Nothing concerning me.
/ul. Then let it lie for those that it concerns.

L^itc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns,

Unless it have a false interpreter.

/ill. Some love of yours hath writ to you in

rhyme.
l^iu. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune :

Give me a note : your ladyship ain set.

/ul. As little by such toys as may be possible ;

Best sing it to the tune o^ L.ight d" love.

Luc. It is t(W heavy for so light a tune.

/:d. Heavy! beiike it hath some burden, then.

Z?.r. Ay ; and melodious were it, v. ould yoii

sing it.

/ul. And why not you ?

Luc. I cannot reach so high.
/ul. Let 's see your song. — How now,

minion ? [it out

:

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing

And yet methinks I do not like rhis ""une

/d. You do net ?

Lmc. No, madam ; it is too sharp,

/ul. You, minion, are too saucy.

Luc. Nay, now you are loo fli't,
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And mar the concord with too harsh a descant

;

There wanteth but a mean to fill your song.

Jul. The mean is drown'd with your unruly

base.

Ltu. Indeed, I bid the b.ise for Proteus, [me.

JuL This babble shall not henceforth trouble

Here is a coil with protestation !

—

\'rears tke letter.

Go, get you gone ; and let the papers lie

:

You would be fingering them, to anger me.

Luc. She makes it strange; but she would
be best pleased

To be so anger'd with another letter. \^Exit.

Jul. Nay, would I were so anger'd with the

same !

hateful hands, to tear such loving words !

Injurious wasps ! to feed on such sweet honey.

And kill the bees that yield it^ with your slings!

1 '11 kiss each several paper for amends.

And here is writ

—

kindJulia ;—unkind Julia!

As in revenge of thy ingratitude,

I throw thy name against the bruising stones,

Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain.

Look, here is writ

—

love-wounded Proteus

:

—
Poor wounded name ! my bosom, as a bed,

Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly

heard

;

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss.

But twice or thrice was Proteus written down :

Bj calm, good wind, blow not a word away
Till I have found each letter in the letter, [bear

Except mine own name ; that some whirlwind

Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock.

And throw it thence into the raging sea!

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,

—

Poorforlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus,

To the sweet Julia; tliit I '11 tear away;
And yet I will not, sith so prettily

He couples it to his complaining names.

Thus will I fold them one upon another ;

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will.

Re-enter Lucetta.
[stays

Luc. Madam, dinner 's ready, and your father

Jul. Well, let us go.

Luc. What ! shall these papers lie like tell-

tales here? [up.

Jul. If you respect them, best to take them
Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them

down ;

Yet here they shall not lie for catching cold.

Jul. I see you have a month's mind to them.

Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights

you see

;

I sec things too, although you judge I wink.

Jul. Come, come ; wilt please you go ?

\_Exeunt.

Scene III.— The same. A Room in

Antonio's House.

Enter Antonio aiui Panthino.

Ant. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was
that

Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister?

Pan. 'Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son.

Ant, Why, what of liim?

Pan. He wonder'd that your lordship

Would suffer him to spend his youth at home,
While other men, of slender reputation.

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out

:

Some to the wars, to try their fortune there;

Some to discover islands far away ;

Some to the studious universities.

For any, or for all these exercises,

He said that Proteus, your son, was meet

;

And did re uest me to importune you

To let him spend his time no more at home,
Which would be great impeachment to his age,

In having known no travel in his youth, [that

Ant. Nor need'st thou much importune me to

Whereon this month I have been hammering.
I have consider'd well his loss of time,

.\nd how he cannot be a perfect man,
Not being tried andtutor'd in the world :

Experience is by industry achieved.

And perfected by the swift course of time :

Then tell me, whither were I best to send him?
Pan. I think your lordship is not ignorant

How his companion, youthful Valentine,

Attends the en>peror in his royal court.

Ant. I know it well. [him thither :

Pan. 'Tweregood, I think, your lordship sent

There shall he practise tilts and tournaments,

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen,

And be in eye of every exercise

Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth.

Ant. I like thy counsel; well hast thouadvised:

And that thou may'st perceive how well I like it,

The execution of it shall make known ;

Even with the speediest execution

I will dispatch him to the emperor' court.

Pan. To-morrow, may it please you, Don Al-

Wiihother gentlemen of good esteem, [phonso.

Are journeying to salute the emperor.

And to commend their service to his will.

Ant. Good company ; with them shall Pro-

teus go. [him.

And— in good time ;—now will we break with

Enter Proteus.

Pro. Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life !

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart

;

Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn:
O thai our fathers would applaud our loves,
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To seal our happiness with their consents !

heavenly Julia ! [there ?

A>it. How now? what letter are you reading

Pro. May 't please your lordship, 'lis a word or

Of commendation sent from Valentine, [two

Deliver'd by a friend that came from him.

Ant. Lend me the letter; let me see what news.

Pro. There is no news, my lord ; but that he

writes

How happily he lives, how well -beloved

And daily graced by the emperor
;

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune.

Attt. And how stand you affected to his wish?

Pro. As one relying on your lordship's will,

And not depending on his friendly wish.

Ant. My will is something sorted with his wish.

Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ;

For what I will, I will, and there an end.

1 am resolved that thou shalt spend some time

With Valentinus in the emperor's court

;

What maintenance he from his friends receives,

Like exhibition shalt thou have from me.
To-morrow be in readiness to go :

E-xcuse it not, for I am peremptory.

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided;

Please you, deliberate a day or two. [after thee:

Attt. Look, what thou want'st shall be sent

No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go.

—

Come on, Panthino
; you shall be employ'd

To hasten on his expedition.

[Exeunt Ant. and Pan.
Pro. Thus have I shunn'd the fire, for fear of

burning, [drown'd :

And drench'd me in the sea, where I am
I fear'd to show my father Julia's letter,

Lest he should take exceptions to my love

;

And with the vantage of mine own excuse
Hath he excepted most against my love.

O, how this spring of love resembleth
The uncertain glory of an April day ;

WTiich now shows all the beauty of the sun,

And by and by a cloud takes all away !

Re-enter Panthino.

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you ;

He is in haste ; therefore, I pray you, go.

Pro. Why, this it is! my heart accords thereto;

And yet a thousand times it answers no.

\Exeunt.

ACT n.

Scene L—Milan. An apartment in the

Duke's Palace.

Enter Valentine and Speed.

Speed. [Picking up a glove.l Sir, your glove.

Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on.

Speed. Why, then, this may be yours; for this

is but one. [mine :

—

Val. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me ; it 's

Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine !

Ah, Silvia ! Silvia ! [Silvia !

Speed. [Ca//ing.] Madam Silvia ! Madam
I'a/. How now, sirrah ?

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir.

I'a/. Why, sir, who bade you call her?
Speed. Your worship, sir; or else I mistook.
I'al. Well, you '11 still be too forward.
Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being too

slow. [Silvia ?

]'al. Go to, sir; tell me, do you know Madam
Speed. She that your worship loves ?

I'al. Why, how know you that I am in love?
Speed. Marry, by these special marks : first

you have learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreath your
arms like a mal-content ; to relish a love-song,
like a robin redbreast ; to walk alone, like one
that had the pestilence; to sigh, like a school-boy
that had lost his A B C ; to weep, like a young
wench that had bui-ied her grandam ; to fast, like

one that takes diet; to watch, like one that fears

robbing ; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hal-
lowmas. You w ere wont, \shen you laughed, to

crow like a cock ; when you walked, to walk like

oneof the lions; when you fasted, it was presently
after dinner ; when you looked sadly, it was for

want of money: and now you are metamorphosed
with a mistress, that, when I look on you, I can
hardly think you my master.

Val. Are all these things perceived in me?
Speed. They are all perceived without you.
I 'al. Without me ? they cannot.

Speed. Without you ? nay, that 's certain ; for,

without you were so simple, none else would: but
you are so without these follies, that these follies

are within you, and shine through you like the
water in a urinal ; that not an eye that sees you
but is a physician to comment on your malady.

Val. But tell me, dost thoH know my lady
Silvia ?

Speed. She that you gaze on so, as she sits at

supper ?

Val. Hast thou observed that? even she I mean.
Speed. Why, sir, I know her not.

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on
her, and yet knowest her not?

Speed. Is she not hard favoured, sir?

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well favoured.

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough.
I 'al. What dost thou know ?

Speed. That she is not so fair as (of you) well

favoured.

Val. I mean that her beauty is exquisite, but
her favour infinite.
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speed. That 's because the one is painted and

(he other out of all count.

Val. How painted ? and how out of count ?

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her

fair, that no man counts of her beauty.

Val. How esteemesl thou me? I account of

her beauty.

Speed. You never saw her since she was de-

formed.

Val. How long halh she been deformed?
Speed. Ever since you loved her.

Val. I have loved her ever since I saw her ;

and still I see her beautiful.

Speed. \i you love her, you cannot see her.

Val. Why?
Speed. Because love is blind. O that you had

mine eyes; or your own eyes had the liijhts they

were wont to have when you chid at Sir Pro-

teus for going ungartered !

Val. What should I see then ?

Speed. Your own present folly and her pass-

ing deformity ; for he, being in love, could not

see to garter his hose ; and you, being in love,

cannot see to put on your hose.

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love: for last

morning you couid not see to wipe my shoes.

Speed. True, sir; I was in love with my bed ;

I thank you, you swinged me for my love, which
makes me the bolder to chide you for yours.

Val. In conclusion, I stand affected to her.

Speed. I would you were set ; so your affec-

tion would cease.

I'al. Last night she enjoined ma to write

some lines to one she loves.

Speed. And have you ?

Val. I have.

Speed. Are they not lamely writ ?

Val. No, boy, but as well as I can do them ;

—

Peace ; here she comes.

Speed. O excellent motion ! O exceeding

Duppel ! now will he interpret to her.

Enter Si I.VIA.

Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-
morrows.

Speed. O, give you good even !—Here 's a

million of maimers. \^.-iside.

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two
thousand.

Speed. He should give her interest, and she
gives it him. [Aside.

Val. As you enjoin'd me, I havewrit your letter

Unto the secret nameless friend of yours ;

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in

But for my duty to your ladyship.

SIL Ilhankyou,genlleservant; 'tis very clerkly

done.

/ 'al. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off;

For, being ignorant to whom it goes
I writ at random, very doubtfully. [pains?

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so much
Val. No, madam; so it stead you, I will write.

Please you command, a thousand times as much:
And yet ;

—

Sil. A pretty period ! W' ell, I guess the sequel

;

And yet I will not nameit:—and yet Icare not;

—

And yet take this again ;—and yet I thank you

;

Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.
Speed. And yet you will; and yet another yet.

[Aside.

Val. What means your ladyship? do you not

like it?

Sil. Yes, yes; the lines are verj' quaintly writ:

But since unwillingly, take them again ;

Nay, take them. [Gives baek the letter.

I al. Madam, they are for you.

Sil. Ay, ay, you writ them, sir, al my request;

But I will none of them ; they are for you :

I would have had them writ more movingly.
/ al. Please you, I Ml write your ladyship

another. [over

;

Sil. And when it 's writ, for my sake read it

And if it please you, so ; if not, why, so.

/ al. If it please me, madam ! what then ?

Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your
labour.

And so good morrow, servant. [Exit Silvia.
Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible,

As a nose on a man's face, or a wealher-cock on
a steeple !

My master sues to her ; and she liath taught her

suitor,

He being her pupil, to become her tutor.

O excellentdevice! wasthereever heard a better?

That my master, being scribe, to himself should
write the letter?

J'al. How now, sir? what are you reasoning

with yourself?

Speed. Nay, I was rhyming: 'tis }'ou that have
the reason.

Val. To do what ?

Speed. To be a spokesman from Madam Silvia?

Val. To whom ?

Speed. To yourself: why, she woos you by a

figure.

Val. WTiat figure ?

Speed. By a letter, I should say.

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me?
Speed. What need she when she halh made

you'write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive

Val. No, believe me. [the jest?

Speed. No beliexang you indeed, sir. But did

you perceive her earnest ?

\ 'al. She gave me none except an aii;;r) vs ord.
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Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter.

/ \il. That 's the letter I writ to her friend.

.S>vi/. And that letter hath she deiiver'd,

and iliere an end.

Val. I would it were no worse.

Spr:eJ. I '11 warrant you 'tis as well.

Fjr often yoit have writ to ket ; and she, in

modesty.

Or else for ivaiit of idle time, could not again
reply;

Or fearing else some messenger that might her

mind discover, [her lover.—
Herselfhath taught her love hiu ..elfto ivriteunto

All this I speak in print, for in print I found it.

—

Why muse you, sir ? 'tis dinner time.

I'al. I have dined.

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir ; though the

cameleon Love can feed on the air, I am one that

am nourished by my victuals, and would fain

have meat ; O, be not like your mistress ; be
moved, be moved. [Exeunt.

Scene IL—Vero.na. A Room in Julia's
House.

Enter Proteus and Julia.

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia.

Jul. I must, where is no remedy.
Pro. When possibly I can I will return.

Jul. Ifyou turn not you will return the sooner:

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's sake.

[Giving a ring.

Pro. Why, then, we '11 make exchange ; here,

take you this.

////. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss.

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy;
And when that hour o'erslips me in the day
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake,

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance
T<}rment me for my love's forgetfulness !

My father stays my coming ; answer not

:

The tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears
;

That tide will stay me longer than I should :

[£^7'/ Julia.
J'llia, farewell.—What ! gone without a word?
Ay ; so true love should do : it cannot speak ;

For truth hath betterdeeds than words tograceit.

Enter PANTHiNO.

Pan. Sir Proteus, you are stay'd for.

/Va (jO ; I come, I come :
—

Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb.
[Exeu>!t.

SCKNE ni.— The same. A Street.

Enter Launce, leading a dog.

Laun. Nay, 'twill be this hour ere I have done
weeping ; all the kind of the Launces have thi..

very fault: I have received my proportion, like

the prodigious son, and am going with Sir Pro-

teus to the Imperial's court. I think Crab my
dog be the sourest-natured dog that lives : my
motlier weeping, my father waiiing, my sister

crying, our maid howling, our cat wiinging her

hands, and all our house in a great perplexity;

yet did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one tear:

he is a stone, a verj' pebble stone, and has no
more pity in him than a dog: a Jew would have
wept to have seen our parting ; why, my grand-
am having no eyes, look you, wept herself blind

at my parting. Nay, I '11 show you the manner
of it : this shoe is my father ;—no, this left shoe
is my father;—no, no, this left shoe is my
mother; nay, that cannot be so neither; yes, it

is so, it is so ; it hath the w^orser sole. This sIk e

with the hole in it is my mother, and this my
father. A vengeance on 't ! there 'lis. Now,
sir, this staff is my sister ; for, look you, she is

as white as a lily and as small as a wand ; this

hat is Nan our maid ; I am the dog :—no, the
dog is himself, and I am the dog,—O, the dog
is me, and I am myself ; ay, so, so. Now con -.e

I to my father; Father, your blessing

;

—now
should not the shoe speak a word for weeping

;

now should I kiss my father ; well, he weeps on :

—now come I to my mother (O, that she could
speak now I) like a wood woman ;—well, I kiss

her :—why there 'tis ; here 's my mother's breath
up and down ; now come I to my sister ; marlc

the moan she makes : now the dog all this while
sheds not a tear, nor speaks a word ; but see

how I lay the dust with my tears.

Enter Panthino.

Pan. Launce, away, away aboard ; thy mas-
ter is shipped, and thou art to post after with
oars. What's the matter! why weep'st thou,

man ? Away, ass ; you will lose the tide if you
tarry any longer.

Laun. It is no matter if the tied were lost

;

for it is the unkindest tied that ever man tied.

Pan. What 's the unkindest tide? [dog.

Laun. ^^^ly, he that's tied here: Crab, my
Pan. Tut, man ; I mean thou 'It lose the flood :

and, in losing the flood, lose thy voyage ; and, iii

losing thy voyage, lose thy master ; and in los-

ing thy master, lose thy service ; and, in losing

thy service,—Why dost thou stop my mouth ?

Laun. For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue.

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue ?

Laun. In thy tale.

Pan. In thy tail ?

LMun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the

master, and the service? The tide! ^A'i;y,

man, if the river were dry, I am aljle to fill it
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wilh my tears ; if the wind were down, I could

drive the boat with my sighs.

Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent

to call thee.

I.aiin. Sir, call n.e what thou daresL

Pan. Wilt thou go ?

Laun. Well, I will go. [ExeunL

Scene IV.

—

Milan. An Apartmenl in the

Duke's Palace.

Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and
Speed.

Sil. Servant

—

Val. Mistress?

Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you.

Val. Ay, boy, it 's for love.

Speed. Not of you.

Val. Of my mistress, then.

Speed. 'Tvvere good j'ou knocked him.

Sil. Servant, you are sad.

Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so.

77iu. Seem you that you are not ?

Val. Haply I do.

Thu. So do counterfeits.

I'al. So do you.

Thu. What seem I that I am not ?

Val. Wise.
Thu. What instance of the contrary?

Val. Your folly.

Thu. And how quote you my folly ?

I'al. I quote it in your jerkin.

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet.

I'al. Well, then, I '11 double your folly.

7^hu. How?
Sil. What, angry. Sir Thurio? do you change

colour?

/ 'al. Give him leave, madam : he is a kind of

camcleon.
Phil. That hath more mind to feed on your

blood than live in your air.

Val. Vou have said, sir.

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time.

Val. I know it well, sir ; you always end ere

yoa begin. [quickly shot off.

Sil. .\ fine volley of words, gentlemen, and
Val. 'Tis indeed, madam ; welhank the giver.

.9/7. Who is that, servant ?

Val. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the

fire. Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your
ladyship's looks, and spends what he borrows
kindly in your company.

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with

me, I shall make your wit bankrupt.

Val. I know it well, sir; you have an ex-

chequer of words, and, I think, no other trea-

sure '.ogive your followers; for it appears by their

bare liveries that they live by your bare words.

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more ; here

comes my father.

Enter DUKE.

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard
beset.

Sir Valentine, your father 's in good health

:

What say you to a letter from your friends

Of much good news ?

Val. My lord, I will be thanklul

To any happy messenger from thence.

Duke, Knowyou Don Antonio, your country-

man ? [man
I'al. Ay, my good lord ; I know the gentle-

To be of worth, and worthy estimation,

And not without desert so well reputed.

Duke. Hath he not a son ? [serves

/ 'a!. Ay, my good lord ; a son that well de-

The honour and regard of such a father.

Duke. You know him well ?

Val. I knew him as myself; for from our infancy

Wehaveconversed and spent our hours together;

.\nd though myself have been an idle truant,

Omitting the sweet benefit of time

To clothe mine age v^dth angel-like perfection.

Yet hath Sir Proteus—for that 's his name

—

Made use and fair advantage of his days ;

His years but young, but his experience old
;

His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe
;

And, in a word,—for far behind his worth
Come all the praises that I now bestow,

—

He is complete in feature and in mind.
With all good grace to grace a gentleman.

Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this

He is as worthy for an empress' love [good.

As meet to be an emperor's counsellor.

Well,, sir ; this gentleman is come to me.
With commendation from great potentates ;

And here he means to spend his time awhile:

I think 'tis no unwelcome news to you. [he.

Val. Should I have wished a thing it had been
Duke. Welcome him, then, according to his

worth
;

Silvia, I speak to you ; and you, Sir Thurio:-

For Valentine, I need not 'cite him to it

:

I '11 send him hither to you presently.

[Exit Duke.
Val. Thisisthegentleman I told your ladyship

Had come along with me, but that his mistress

Did hold his eyes lock'd in her crystal looks.

Sil. Belike that now she hath enfranchised

Upon some other pawn for fealty. [them
Val. Nay, sure, I think she holds them

prisoners still. [blind,

Sil. Nay, then, he should be blind; and, being
How could he see his way to seek out you ?

Val. Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes.
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Thii. They say that love hath not an eye at all.

Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself

;

Upon a homely object love can wink.

Enter Proteus.

Sil. Have done, have done ; here comes the

gentleman. [seech you

Val. Welcome, dear Proteus!—Mistress, I be-

bnfirm his welcome with some special favour.

Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome
hither,

If this be he you oft have wish'd to hear from.

Val. Mistress, it is: sweet lady, entertain him

To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship.

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant.

Pro. Not so, sweet lady; but toomeanaservant

To have a look of such a worthy mistress.

Val. Leave off discourse of disability:^

Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant.

Pro. My duty will I boast of, nothing else.

Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed.

Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress.

Pro. I '11 die on him that says so but yourself.

Sil. That you are welcome 1

Pro. No ; that you are worthless.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, my lord your father would speak

ivilh you.

Sil. I '11 wait upon his pleasure. [i?.r// Servant.

Come, Sir Thurio,

Go with me.—Once more, new servant, welcome.

I '11 leave you to confer of home affairs ;

When you have done we look to hear from you.

Pro. We '11 both attend upon your ladyship.

[Exeunt SiL., Thu., aW Speed.
Val, Now, tell me, how do all from whence

you came ? [much commended.
Pro. ^'our friends are well, and have them
Val. And how do yours ?

Pro. I left them all in health.

Val. How does your lady ? and how thrives

your love ?

Pro. Aly tales of love were wont to weary you

;

I know you joy not in a love-discourse.

Val. Ay, Proteus; but that life is alter'd now:
I have done penance for contemning love ;

Whosehighimperiouslhoughtshave punish'd me
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans,

With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs ;

For, in revenge of my contempt of love,

Love hath chased sleep from my enthralled eyes,

And made Ihem watchers of mine own heart's

sorrow.

O, gentle Proteus, love's a mighty lord ;

And hath so humbled me, as I confess,

There is no woe to his correction,

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth !

Now no discourse, except it be of love ;

Now can 1 break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep.

Upon the very naked name of love.

Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye:

Was this the idol that you worship so?
Val. Even .she; and isshenotaheavenlysaiiU?
Pro. No ; but she is an earthly paragon.

Val. Call her divine.

Pro. I will not flatter her.

Val. O, flatter me; forlove delights in praises.

Pro. When I was sick you gave me bitter jjiiis.

And I must minister the like to you.

Val. Thenspeakthetruthbyher; if notdivi::e,

\ct let her be a principality.

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth.

Pro. Except my mistress.

Val. Sweet, except not ary ;

Except thou wilt except against my love.

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine owr?
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her t'i<.

:

She shall be dignified with this high honour- -

To bear my lady's train, lest the base earth

Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss.

And, of so great a favour growing proud.

Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower,

And make rough winter everlastingly. [th!s ?

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is

Val. Pardon me, Proteus: all I can is nothing

To her whose worth makes other worthies

She is alone. [nothing ;

Pro. Then let her alone. [o\\ n ;

/ 'a/. Not for the world; why, man, she is mine
And I as rich in having such a jewel

.'\s twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl,

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold.

Forgive me that I do not dream on thee

Because thou seest me dote ujjon my love.

My foolish rival, that her father likes

Only for his possessions are so huge.

Is gone with her along ; and I must after.

For love, thou know'st is full of jealousy.

Pro. But she loves you ?

Val. Ay, we are beiirotb.VJ :

Nay, more ; our marriage hour.

With all the cunning manner of our flight,

Determined of : how I must climb her window.
The ladder made of cords; and all the means
Plotted and 'greed on for my happiness.

Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber,

In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel.

P7-0. Go on before ; I .shall inquire you forth:

I must unto the road to disembark

Some necessaries that I needs must use ;

And then I'll presently attend you.

Val. Will you make haste i

Pro. I will.— [Exit Val.
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Even as one heat aaother heat expels.

Or as one nail by strength drives out another,

So the remembrance of my former love

Is by a newer object quite forgotten.

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus' praise,

Iljr true f)erfection, or my false lran<^ression,

That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus ?

She's fair; and so is Julia that I love,—

Thai I (lid love, for now my love is lliaw'd ;

Which like a waxen image 'gainst a tire

B:.\rs no impression of the thing it was.

M --thinks my zeal to Valentine is cold.

Ami that I love him not as i was wont :

! but I love liis lady too, too much ;

And that 's the reason I love him so little.

II jw shall I dote on her with more advice.

That thus without advice begin to love her ?

'Tis but her picture I have yet beheld.

And that hath dazzled my reason's light ;

B It when I look on her perfections,

There is no reason but I shall be blind.

If I can check my erring love, I will :

If not, to compass her I '11 use my skill. [Exii.

SCE.VE V.— The sanu. A Street.

Enter Speed and Launce.

Sf>xd. Latmce ! by mine honesty, welcome
to Milan.

Laun. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth ; for

1 iin not welcome. I reckon this always—that

a man is never undone till he be harjged ; nor
never welcome to a place till some certain shot

be paid and the hostess say, welcome.
S/^eed. Come on, you madcap ; I "11 to the

ale house with you presently; where, for one
shot of fivepence, thou shalt have five thou-

sand welcomes. But, sin-ah, how did thy
master part with Madam Julia ?

Laun. Marry, after they closed in earnest

th^y parted very fairly in jest.

Speed. But shall she marry him ?

Laun. No.
Speed. How, then ? shall he marry her ?

Laun. No, neither.

Speed. WHiat ! are they broken ?

Laun. No; they are both as whole as a fish.

Speed. Why, then, how stands the matter
wi.h them ?

Latin. Marry, thus ; when it stands well
Wi.h him it stands well with her.

Speed. What an ass art thou ? I understand
thie not.

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou
canst not 1 My staff understands rne.

Speed. What thou say'st ?

Laun. Ay, and wh.at I do, too : look thee,

I'll but lean, and my staff understands me.

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed. [one.

Laun. Why, stand under and understand is all

Speed. But tell me true, wiii't be a match i

Laun. Ask my dog: if he say ay, it will ; if

he say no, it will ; if he shake his tail and say
nothing, it will.

Speed. The conclusion is, then, that it will.

Laun. Thou shalt never get such a secret

fi-om me but by a parable.

Speed. 'Tis well that I get it so. But,

Launce, how say'st thou—that my master is

become a notable lover?

Laun. I never knew him otherwise.

Speed. Than how?
Laun. A notable lubber as thou rcportest

him to be.

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mis-

takest me.
Laun. VVhy, fool, I meant not thee, I meant

thy master.

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a
hot lover.

Laun. Why, I tell thee I care not though he
burn himself in love. If thou wilt go with me
to the ale-house, so ; if not, thou art an Hebrew,
a lew, and not worth the name of a Christian.

'speed. Why?
Laun. Because thou hast not so much charity

in thee as to go to the ale with a Christian.

Wilt thou go ?

speed. At thy service. [E.xeunt.

ScEXE VI.

—

Tlie saute. An Apartment in

the Palace.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. To leave my Jnlia, shall I be forsworn

;

To love fair Sihna shall I be forsworn ;

To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn;

And even that power which gave me first my oaih

Provokes me to this threefold perjury.

Love bade me swear, and love bids me forswear \

sweet-suggesting love, if thou hast sinn'd,

Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it.

At first I did adore a twinkling star.

But now I worshrp a celestial sun.

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken ;

And he wants wit that wants resolved will

To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better.^
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her Ird,

Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr'd

With twenty-thousand-soul-confirming oaths.

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do ;

But there I leave to love where I should love.

Julia I lose, and \'alentine I lose:

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself;
If I lose them, thus find I hy their loss.

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia.
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I to myself am dearer than a friend :

For iove is slill more precious in itself: [fair !

—

And SiK'ia—witness heaven, that made her
Shows J«Ha but a swarthy Elhio[)e.

I will for|;et that Julia is alive,

Iveniemb'ring that my love to her is dead ;

And Valentine I 11 hold an enemy,
Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend.

1 cannot now prove constant to myself

Without some treachery used to Valentine :—
This night he meaneth ^^^th a corded ladder

To climb celestial Silvia's chamber-window

—

Myself in counsel, his competitor :

Now presently I '11 give her father notice

Of their disguising and pretended flight

;

Who, all enraged, will banish Valentine ;

I"or Thnrio, he intends, shall wed his daughter

:

Hut, Valentine, being gone, I '11 quickly cross,

By some sly trick, blunt Thurio'sdull proceeding.

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swiit.

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift ! [Exit.

Scene VII.

—

Verona. A Room in Juli.\'s

House.

Enter Julia a>iti Lucetta.

Jul. Counsel, Lucetta ! gentle girl, assist me !

And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee,

—

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts

Are visibly character'd and engraved,

—

To lesson me ; and tell me somi- good mean,
I low, ^^^th my honour, I may undertake
A journey to my loving Proteus.

Liic. Alas ' the vvay is wearisome and long.

/,'//. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ;

Much less shall she that hath love's wings to fly,

And \-. hen the flight is made to one so dear,

Of such di\'ine perfection, as Sir Proteus.

I IK. Better forbear till Proteus make return.

/ui. O, know'st thou not his looks are my
sonl's food ?

Pity the dearth that I have pined in

I'.y longing for ''; • 'ood so long a time.

Didst thou but i^.:u.v the inly touch of love,

Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow
.Vs seek to quench the tire of love \v\\\\ words.

Luc. I do not seek to quench your love's hot

But qualify the fire's extreme rage, [fire
;

Lest it should barn above the bounds of reason.

Jul. The more thou damm'st it up, the more
it bums ;

The current that with gentle murmur glides.

Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth
Tage;

But when his fair course is not hindered,
He makes sweet music with theenamell'd stones.

Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge

lie overtaketh in his pilgrimage ;

.And so by many winding nooks lie strays,
With willing sport, to the wild ocean.
Then let me go, and hinder not my course

:

I 'II be as patient as a gentle stream.
And make a pastime of each weary step,
I'iil the last step have brought me to my love ;

And there I'll rest a.s, after much turmoil,
A blessed soul doth in Elysium.

Luc. But in \\hal habit will you go along ?

JuL Not like a woman; for I would pic\ent
The loose encounters of hiscivious men ;

Oentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds
As may boseein some well-reputed page. [hair.

Luc. Why, then, your ladyship must cut yuur
_////. No, girl ; I'll knit it up in silken strings.

With twenty odd-conceited tnie-love knots :

To lie fantastic may become a }'outh

Of greater time than 1 shall show to be.

Lu(. What fashion, madam, shall I make
your breeches ? [lord,

JuL That fits as well as
—"Tell me, good iry

What compass will you wear your farthingale?"
Why, even that fashion thou best lik'st, Lucctia.

Luc. \'ou must needs have them with a cod-

piece, madam.
/?//. Out, out, Lucetta! Ihatwillbeill-favoui'iL

Liu. A round hose, madam, now "s not wo: \\\

a pin,

Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on.

JuL Lucetta, as thou lov'st me, let me have
What thou think'st meet, and is most mannerly:
Rut tell me, wench, how will the world repute me
For undertaking so unstaid a journey ?

I Icar me it will make me scandaliz'd. [go ik t.

Luc. If you think so, then stay at home, and
////. Nay, that I will not.

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go.

If Proteus like your journey when you come,
No matter who 's displeas'd when you are gor.e:

I fear me he will scarce be pleased withal.

JhL That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear :

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears,

.\nd instances as infinite of love,

V\ arrant me welcome to my Proteus.

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful mn.
/ul. Base men, that use them to so base efiVji

!

But truer stars did govern Proteus' birth :

1 lis words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ;

I lis love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ;

His tears pure messengers sent from his heart ;

His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth.

Luc. Pray heaven he prove so when you
come to him ! [wroi g,

Jul. Now, as thou lov'st me, do him not that

To bear a hard opinion of his truth ;

Only deserv^e my love by loving him,
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And presently go with me to my chanibei,

To take a note of what I stand in iiecil of

Vo furnish me upon my longing journey.

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose,

My goods, my lands, my reputation ;

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence :

Come, answer not, but to it presently
;

I am impatient of my tarriance. \_Exeuul.

ACT III.

ScENK I.

—

Milan. Ah Ante-rcom in ikf

Duke's Palace.

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus.

Duke. Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile;

We have some secrets to confer about.

\Exit TiiUKiO.

Kow, tell me, Proteus, what's your will with

me ? [discover.

Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would
The law of friendship bids me to conceal ;

But, when I call to mind your gracious favours

Done to me, undeserving as I am.
My duty pricks me on to utter that [ le.

Which else no worldly good should draw from

Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend,

This night intends to steal away your daughter

;

Myself am one made privy to the plot.

I know you have determined to bestow her

On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates ;

And should she thus be stolen away from you,

It would be much ve.xation to your age.

Thus, for my duty's sake, I rather chose

To cross my friend in his intended drift,

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head

A pack of sorrows, which would press you down,
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave.

Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest

care ;

Which to re(iuite, command me while I live.

This love of theirs myself have often seen,

Ilaply when they have judged me fast asleep ;

And oftentimes have purposed to forbid

Sir Valentine her company and my court :

But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err,

And so, unworthily, disgrace the man,

—

A rashness that I ever yet have shunn'd,

—

I gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find

TIi.it which thyself hast now disclos'd to me.
And, that thou may'sl perceive my fear of this,

Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested,

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower.

The key whereof myself have ever kept ;

And thence she cannot be conveyed away, [mean
Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devised a

How he her chamber-window will ascend,
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ;

for which the youthful lover now is gone,
/\nd this way comes he with it presently ;

W'here, if it please you, you may intercept hinu
Rut, good my lord, do it so cunningly.
That my discovery be not aimed at ;

lot love of you, not hate unto my friend.

Hath made me publisher of this pretence.

Duke. Upon mine honour, he shall never know
That I had any light from thee of this.

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; Sir Valentine is com-
ing. {Exit.

Enter VaLE.N'TI.ne.

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast ?

Val. Please it your grace, there is a messenger
That stays to bear my letters to my friends.

And I am going to deliver them.

Duke. Be they of much import ?

Val. The tenor of them doth but signify

My health and happy being at your court.

Duke. Na)', then, no matter; stay with me
av. hile;

I am to break with thee of some affairs

That touch me near, \\ herein thou must be secret.

'Tis not unknown to thee that 1 have sought
To match my friend, Sir Thurio, to my daughter.

Val. I know it well, my lord; and, sure, the

match [man
Were rich and honourable; besides, the gentle-

Is full of virtue, bounty, wonh, and qualities

Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter :

Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ?

Duke. No, trust me; she is peevish, sullen,

froward.
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty ;

Neither regarding that she is my child

Nor fearing me as if I were her father

:

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers.

Upon advice, hath drawn my lo\e from her ;

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age

Should have been cherished by her child-like

duty,

I am now full resolved to take a wie,
.\nd turn her out to who will take her in :

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower ;

I-\)r me and my possession she esteems not.

Val. What wouid your grace have me to do
in this ?

Duke. There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here,

Whom I affect ; but she is nice, and coy.

And nought esteems my aged eloquence

:

Now, therefore, would I have thee to my tutor,

—

For long agone I have forgot to court

:

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang'd ;

—

How and which way I may bestow myself.

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye.

/^d/- VVin her with gifts, ifshe respect not words;
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Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind,

More than quick words do move a woman's mind.

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent

her. [contents her :

Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best

Send her another ; never give her o'er ;

For scorn at first makes after-love the more.

If she do frown, 'tis not in hate of you,

But rather to beget more love in you :

If she do chide, 'tis not to have you gone ;

For why, the fools are mad if left alone.

Take no repulse whatever she doth say :

For, gt't yoH gone, she doth not mean away
Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces

;

Though ne'er so black, say they have angels' faces.

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man,
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.

Duke. But she I mean is promised by her

friends

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth ;

And kept severely from resort of men,
That no man hath access by day to her.

Val. Why, then, I would resort to her bynight.

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd, and keys
kept safe.

That no man hath recourse to her by night.

Val, What lets but one may enter at her

window ? [ground :

Duke. Iler chamber is aloft, far from the
And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it

Without apparent hazard of his life. [cords,

Val. Why, then, a ladder, quaintly made of

To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks,

Would serve to scale another Hero's tower.

So bold Leander would adventure it.

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood,

.\dvise me where I may have such a ladder.

I'al. When would you use it? pray, sir, tell me
that.

Duke. This very night ; for love is like a child,

That longs for everything that he can come by.

Val. By seven o'clock I 'II get you such a ladder.

Duke. But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone;

Mow shall I best convey the ladder thither ?

Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may
bear it

Under a cloak that is of any length. [turn.

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the

Val. Ay, my good lord.

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak :

I 'H get me one of such another length, [lord.

Val. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my
Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a

cloak ?

—

I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.

—

What letter is this same ? What 's here ?— To
Silvia ?

And here an engine fit for my procetrding !

I '11 be so bold to break the seal for once. [J\eaJs.

J/r thoughti do harbour with my Silvia nightly ;
Andslaves they areto ?i:e, that sendtheru/lying.

O, could their master come and go as lightly.

Himself %1'ould lodge where senseless they are
lying.

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosorn rest them,
While J, their king, that thither tkevi impor-

tune,

Do curse the grace that with such grace hath
bless\l them,

Because myself do want my sei-vants''fortune:
1 curse myself, for they are sent by me,
fliai they should harbour where their laid

should be.

What's here ?

Silvia, this night 7 will eiifranchise thee

:

'Tis so ; and here '3 the ladder for the purpose.
Why, Phaeton,—for thou art Merops' son,—
Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car,

.'\nd with thy daring folly burn the world ?

Wilt thou reach stars because they shine on thcc?

Go, base intruder ! over-weening slave !

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates
;

And think my patience, more than thy desert,

[3 privilege for thy departure hence :

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours
Which, all loo much, I have bestow'd on thee.

But if thou linger in my territories

Longer than swiftest expedition

Will give thee time to leave our royal court,

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love
I ever bore my daughter or thyself.

Begone, I will not hear thy vain excuse.

But, as thou lov'st thy life, make speed from
hence. {Exit Di;ke.

Val. And why not death, rather than liviiig

torment ?

To die is to be banish'd from myself

;

And Silvia is myself: banish'd from her

Is self from self: a deadly banishment !

VMiat light is light if Silvia be not seen ?

What joy is joy if Silvia be not by ?

Unless it be to think that she is by.

And feed upon the shadow of perfection.

Except I be by Silvia in the night

There is no music in the nightingale
;

Unless I look on Silvia in the day
There is no day for me to look upon :

She is my essence ; and I leave to be,

If I be not by her fair infli.ence

Foster'd, illumined, cherish'd, kept alive.

I fly not death to fly his deadly doom

:

Tarr)' I here I but attend on death
;

But fly I hence I fly away from life.
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EtUer Proteus and Launce.

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out.

Lann. So-ho ! so-ho !

Pro. What seest thou ?

Laitn. Him we go t(j lind: there's not a hair

on s head but 'tis a Valentine.

Pro. Valentine ?

Val. No.
Pro. Who then ? his spirit ?

Val. Neither.

I'ro. What then ?

I'al. Nothing. [strike"?

Laitn. Can nothing speak ? master, shall I

Pro. Whom wouldst thou strike?
Laun. Nothing.
Pro. Villain, forbear. [you,

—

Latin. Why, sir, I'll strike nothing: I pray
Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear : Friend Valentine,

a word. [good news,
Val. My ears are stopp'd, and cannot hear

S > much of bad already hath possess'd them.
Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine,

Fur they are harsh, untuneable, and bad.
Val. Is Silvia dead ?

Pro. No, Valentine.
Val. No Valentine, indeed, forsacred Silvia!

—

Hath she forsworn me?
Pro. No, Valentine. [me !

—

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn
What is your news ?

Laun. Sir, there's a proclamation that you
are vanish'd. [news

;

Pro. That thou art banished ; O, that 's the
From rtence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend.

Val. O, I have fed upon this woe already,
And now excess of it will make me surfeit.

Doth Silvia know that I am banished ?

Pro. Ay, ay ; and she hath offer'd to the
doom,

—

Which, unreversed, stands hi effectual force,

—

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears :

Those at her father's churlish feet she tender'd
With them, upon her knees, her humble self;
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became

them.
As if but now they waxed pale for woe :

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up,
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears,
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire ;

Bit Valentine, if he be ta'en, must die.
Besides, her intercession chafed him so,

When she for thy repeal was suppliant.
That to close prison he commanded her.
With many bitter threats of 'biding there.

/ 'al. No more ; unless the next word that

thou speak'st
Have some malignant power upon my life

:

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear.
As ending anthem of my endless dolour, [hcl p,

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst nut
And study help for that which thou lament'st.
Time is the nurse and breeder of all good.
Here if thou stay thou canst not see thy love

;

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life.

Hope is a lover's staff; walk hence with that,
And manage it against despairing thoughts.
Thy letters may be here though thou art hence
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver'd
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love.

The time now serves MOt to exposlulale :

Come, I 'II convey tiiee through the city gate ;

-A.nd, ere I part with thee, confer at large
Of all that may concern thy love affairs :

As thou lov'st Silvia, though not for thyself,

Regard thy danger, and along with me.
Val. I pray thee, Launce, an if thou seest

my boy, [gate.
Bid him make haste and meet me at the north

Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out. Come,
Valentine.

Val. O my dear Silvia, hapless Valentine !

^Exeunt Vai.. and Pro.
Laun. I am but fool, look you ; and yet I

have the wit to think my master is a kind of
knave: but that 'sail one if he be but one knave.
He lives not now that knows me to be in love :

yet I am in love ; but a team of horse shall nut
pluck that from me ; nor who 'tis I love, and
yet 'tis a woman : but what woman I will not
tell myself; and yet 'tis a milkmaid

; j^et 'tis

not a maid, for she hath had gossips : yet 'tis a
maid, for she is her master's maid, and serves
for wages. She hath more qualities than a
water-spaniel,—which is much in a bare Chris-
tian, ilere is the cat-log {^Pullingoiit a paper^
of her conditions. Imprimis, She can feUh'and
carry. Why, a horse can do no more : nay, a
horse cannot fetch, but only carr)- ; therefore is

she better than a jade. Item, She can milk ;
look you, a sweet virtue in a maid with clean
hands.

Enter Speed.

Speed. IIov,' now, Siguior Launce? what news
with your mastership ?

Latin. With my master's ship? why, it is at sea.

Speed, Well, your old vice still; mistake the
word.

What news, then, in your paper ? [heard'st.

Latin. The blackest news that ever thou
Sj'ecd. Why, man, how black ?

Latin. Wliy, as black as ink.

Speed. Let me read them. [read.

Latin. Fie on thee, jclthead; thou canst not
Speed. Thou liest, I can.
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Laun. I will try thee : Tell me this : Who
begot thee ?

Speed, Marry, the son of my grandfather.

Laun. O illiterate loiterer ! it was the son of

thy grandmother : this proves that thou canst

not read.

Speed. Come, fool, come: try me in thy paper.

Laun. There ; and St. Nicholas be thy speed !

Speed. Imprimis, She can milk.

Laun. Ay, that she can.

Speed. Item, She brews good ale.

Laun. And thereof comes the proverb,

—

Blessing of your heart, you brew good ale.

Speed. Item, She can sew.

Laun. That 's as much as to say, can she so?

Speed. Item, She can knit.

Laun. What need a man care for a stock

w th a wench, when she can knit him a stock.

Speed. Item, She can wash and scour.

Laun. A special \-irtue ; for then she need
not be washed and scoured.

Speed. Item, She cin spin.

Laun. Then may I set the world on wheels,

when she can spin for her living.

Speed. Item, She hath ma7iy nameless virtues.

Laun. That 's as much as to say, bastard

virtues ; that, indeed, know not their fathers,

and therefore have no names.
Speed. Here follow her vices.

Laun, Close at the heels of her virtues.

Speed. Item, She is not to be kissed fasting,

in respect of her breath.

Laun. VVell, that fault may be mended with

a breakfast. Read on.

Speed. Item, She hath a s'aieet mouth.
LauTu That makes amends for her sour breath.

Speed. Item, She doth talk in her sleep.

Lain. It's no matter for that, so she sleep

not :n her talk.

Speed. Item, She is slow in words.

Laun. O villain, that set this down among
her vices ! To be slow in words is a woman's
only virtue: I pray thee, out with't; and place

il for her chief virtue.

Speed. Item, She is proud.
Laun. Out with that too ; it was Eve's

legacy, and cannot be ta'en from her.

Speed. Item, She hath no teeth.

Laun. I care not for that neither, because I

love crusts.

Speed. Item, She is curst.

Laun. Well ; the best is, she hath no teeth to

bite.

Speed. Item, She will often praise her liquor.

Laun. If her liquor be good, she shall : if

she will not, I will ; for good things should be

pialicd.^

Spted. Item, She is too liberal.

Laun. Of her tongue she cannot ; for thai 's

writ down she is slow of: of her purse she
shall not ; for that I '11 keep shut : now of an-
other thing she may ; and that I cannot help.

Well, proceed.

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than ivit,

and wore faults than hairs, and inore wealth
thati faults.

Laun. Stop there ; I '11 have her : she « as

mine, and not mine, twice or thrice in that last

article. Rehearse that once more.

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit,^
Laun. More hair than wit,—it may be ; I 'II

prove it : The cover of the salt hides the salt,

and therefore it is more than the salt ; the hair

that covers the wit is more than the wit ; for the

greater hides the less. What 's next ?

Speed.—And more faults than hairs,—
Laun. That 's monstrous ; O, that that were

out !

Speed.—And more wealth than faults.

Laun. \N hy, that word makes the fault?

gracious, \\ell, I '11 have her : and if it be a

match, as nothing is impossible.

Speed. What then ?

Laun. Why, then will I tell thee,—that thy

master stays for thee at the north gate.

Speed. For me ?

Lamt. For thee? ay: who art thou? he hath

stay'd for a better man than thee.

Speed. And must I go to him ?

Laun. Thou must run to him, for thou hast

stay'd so long that going will scarce serve theturn.

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner ? 'pox

of your love-letters ! {Exit.

Laun. Now M'ill he be swinged for reading

my letter. An unmannerly slave that will thrust

himself into secrets !— I '11 after, to rejoice in the

boy's correction. \_Exit.

Scene II.— The same. A Room in the

Duke's Palace.

Enter DUKE and Thurio ; Proteus behind.

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will

love you
Now Valentine is banish'd from her sight.

Thzt. Since his exile she halh despised me
most.

Forsworn my company and rail'd at me,
That I am desperate of obtaining her.

Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure

Trenched in ice ; which with an hour's heat

Dissolves to water and doth lose his form.

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts,

And worthless Valentine shall bw forgot. •—
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How now, Sir Proteus ? Is your countryman,

A.:cording to our proclamation, gone ?

/^ro. Gone, my good lord.

Duke. Mydaughler takeshis going grievously.

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief.

Dide. Solbelieve; butThuriothinksnotso.

—

Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee.

—

For thou hast shown some sign of good desert,

—

Makes me the better to confer with thee.

Fro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace,

Let me not live to look upon your grace, [effect

Duke. Thou know'st, how willingly I woukl
The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter.

Pro. I do, my lord.

Duke. And also I think, thou art not ignorant

How she opposes her against my will.

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was
here.

Duke. Ay, and perversely she persevers so.

What might we do to make the girl forget

The love of Valentine and love Sir Thurio ?

Pro. The best w.ay is to slander Valentine

With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent
;

Three things that women highly hold in hate.

Duke. Ay, but she '11 think that it is spoke in

hate.

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it

:

There'bre it must, with circumstance, be spoken

By one whom she esteemeth as his friend, [him.

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander

Pro. And that, my lord, I shall be loth to do:

'Tis an ill office for a gentleman ;

Especially against his very friend. [tage him
Duke. Where your good word cannot advan-

Your slander never can endamage him
;

Therefore, the office is indifferent.

Being entreated to it by your friend. [it

Pro. You have prevail'd, my lord : if I can do
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise.

She shall not long continue love to him.

But say this weed her love from Valentine,

It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio.

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love

from him.

Lest it should ravel, and be good to none,

You must provide to bottom it on me :

WHiich must be done by praising me as much
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine.

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in

this kind
;

Because we know, on Valentine's report.

You are already love's firm votary.

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind.

U{X)n this warrant shall you have access

Where you with Silvia may confer at large ;

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy,

And, for your friend's sake, will be glad of you ;

Wiiere you may temper her by your persuasion

To hate young Valentine and love my friend.

Pro. As much as I can do I will effect :

—

But you. Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ;

You must lay lime to tangle her desires

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows.

Duke. Ay, much the force of heaven-bred

poesy.

Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty

You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart;

Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears

Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line

That may discover such integrity :

For Orpheus' lute was strung with poets' sinews;

Whose golden touch could soften steel and
stones.

Make tigers tame and huge leviathans

F'orsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands,

After your dire lamenting elegies,

Visit by night your lady's chamber-window
With some sweet concert: to their instruments

Tune a deploring dump ; the night's dead silence

Will well become such sweet complaining griev-

ance.

This, or else nothing, will inherit her.

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been

in love. [practice :

Tku. And thy advice this night I '11 put in

Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver,

Let us into the city presently

To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in music

:

I have a sonnet that will serve the turn

To give the onset to thy good advice.

Duke. About it, gentlemen, [supper :

Pro. We '11 wait upon your giace till after

And afterward detennine our proceedings.

Duke. Even now about it; I will pardon you.

\_Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCE.NE I.

—

A Forest near iSlANTUA.

Enter cer/ahi Outlaws.

1 Oul. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger.

2 Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down
with 'em.

Enter VALENTINE and Speed.

3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you
have about you

;

If not, we '11 make you sit, and rifle you.

Speed. Sir, we are undone ! these are the

villains

That all the travellers do fear so much.
J 'al. My friends,

—

1 Out. That's not so, sir; we areyour enemies.

2 Out. Peace ; we'll hear him.
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3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we ;

For he 's a proper man. [lose ;

Val. Then know that I have little wealth to

A man I am crossed with adversity

;

My riches are these poor habiliments,

Of which if you should here disfurnish me,
You take the sum and substance that I have.

2 Out. Whither travel you ?

Val. To Verona.

I Out. Whence came you ?

I 'a/. From Milan.

3 Out. Have you long sojourn'd there ?

/ a/. Some sixteen months ; and longer might
have stay'd

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me.
1 Out. What ! were you banish'd thence ?

Vai. I was.

2 Oitt. For what offence ? [hearse ;

I'al. For that which now torments me to re-

I kill'd a man, whose death I much repent

;

But yet I slew him manfully in fight,

Without false vantage or base treachery.

1 Out. Why, ne'er repent it, if it were done so.

But were you banish'd for so small a fault ?

/ 'al. I was, and held me glad t-f such a doom.
2 Out. ITave you the tongues ? [happy ;

I'at. My youthful travel therein made me
Or else I often had been miserable. [friar,

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Kobin Hood's fat

This fellow were a king for our wild faction.

1 Out. We '11 have hin.i ; sirs, a word.

Speed. Master, be one of them ;

It is an honourable kind of thievery.

Val. Peace, villain ! [take to ?

2 Out. Tell us this. Have you anything to

Val. Nothing but my fortune. [men ;

3 Out. Know, then, that someofusare gentle-

Such as the fury of ungovern'd youth
Thrust from the company of awful men :

Myself was from Verona banish'd

For practising to steal away a lady,

An heir, and near allied unto the duke.
2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman.

Whom, in my mood, I stabb'd unto the heart.

1 Out. And Hor such like petty crimesas these.

But to the purpose,— for we cite our faults

That they may hold excused our lawless lives,

—

And, partly, seeing you are beautified

With goodly shape, and by your own report

A linguist, and a man of such perfection

As we do in our quality much want ;

—

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a banish'd

man.
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you.

Are you content to be our general ?

To make a virtue of necessity,

And live, as we do, in this wilderness ?

3 Out. What say'st thou ? v;ilt thou be of our
consort ?

Say ay, and be the captain of us all

:

We'll do thee homage, and be ruled by thee,

Love thee as our connnander and our king.

1 Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy thou

diest. [have ofifer'd.

2 Out. Thou shalt not live to brag what we
Val. I take your offer, and will live witli you.

Provided that you do no outrages
On silly women or poor passengers.

3 Out. No; we detest such vile base practices.

Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews,
And show thee all the treasure we have got ;

Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose.

lExcuut.

Scene II.

—

Milan. Court of the Palace.

Enter Proteus.

Fro. Already have I been false to \'alentine.

And now I must be as unjust to Thurio.

Under the colour of commending him
I have access my own love to prefer ;

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy.

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts.

When I protest true loyalty to her

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend :

When to her beauty I commend my vows
She bids me think how I have been forsworn

In breaking faith with Julia whom I loved :

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips,

The least whereof would quell a lover's hope,

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love

The more it grows, and fawneth on her still.

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her

window,
And give some evening music to her ear.

Enter TllURlO and Musicians.

Tku. How now. Sir Proteus? are you crept

before us ? [love

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for you know that

Will creep in service where it cannot go. [here.

'J'hu. Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not

J'ro. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence.

7'hu. Whom ? Silvia ?

Pro. Ay, Silvia—for your sake. [men,

Tkti. I thank you for your own. Nov/, gentle-

Let 's tune, and to it lustily awhile.

Enter Host, at a distance ; aiul^XiXAk, in

boys clothes.

Host. Now, my young guest !_ inethinks

you're allycholly ; I pray you, why is it ?

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be

merry.

Host. Come, we '11 have you merry : I'll bring

R 2
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you where you shall hear music, and see the

gcuUcman that you ask'd for.

Jul. But shall I hear him speak ?

Host. Ay, that you shall.

Jul. That will be music. [Music plays.

Host. Hark ! hark !

fttl. Is he among these ?

Host. Ay ; but peace, let's hear 'em.

SONG.
Who is Silvia ? what is she,

Thnt all our swains commend her?
Holy, fair, and wise is sl;e,

Ttie heavens such erace did lend her,

That she might admired be.

Is vhe l;ind as she is fair ?

F>jr beauty li\es with kindness t

Love doth t.) her eyes repair.

To help him of his blindness;
And, being help'd, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia, let us sing,

That Silvia is excelling ;

She excels each mortal thing
Upon the dull t-arth dwelling .

To her let us garlands bring.

Host. How now ? are you sadder than you
were before ?

How do you, man ! the music likes you not.

Jul. You mistake ; the musician likes me not.

Host. Why, my pretty youth ?

Jul. He plays false, father.

Host. How ! out of tune on the strings ?

/ill. Not so ; but yet so false that he grieves

my verj' heart-strings.

Host. You have a quick ear.

ful. Ay, I would I were deaf ! it makes me
have a slow heart.

Host. I perceive you delight not in music.

/ril. Not a whit, when it jars so.

Host. Hark, what fine change is in the music.

Jul. Ay ; that cliange is the spite.

Host. You would have them always play but

one thing ? [thing.

Jul. I would always have one play but one
But, host, doth this Sir Proteus, that we talk

on, often resort unto this gentlewoman }

Host. I '11 tell you what, Launce, his man,
told me he loved her out of all nick.

Jul. Where is Launce ?

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-

moirow, by his master's command, he must
carry for a present to liis lady.

Jul. Peace ! stand aside ! the company parts.

Pro. Sir Thurio, tear not you ! I will so plead
That you shall say my cunning drift excels.

Thu. Where meet we ?

Pro. At Saint Gregory's well.

TJiu. Farewell.

[Exeunt Thurio and Musicians.

Sn.viA appears above, at her window.

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship.

Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen

:

Who is that that spake ? [truth.

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart's

You'd quickly learn to know him by his voice.

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it. [vant.

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your ser-

Sil. What is your will .?

Pro. That I may compass yours.

Sil. You have your wish; my will is even this,

—

That presently you hie you home to bed,

Thou subtle, perjured, false, disloyal man !

Think'st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless.

To be seduced by thy flatter)'.

That hast deceived so many with thy vows ?

Return, return, and make thy love amends.
For lue,—by this pale queen of night I sweav
I am so far from granting thy request

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit,

And by and by intend to chide myself
Even for this time I spend in talking to thee.

Pro. I grant , sweet love, that I did lovea lady

;

But she is dead.

Jitl. 'Twere false if I should speak it

;

For I am sure she is not buried. [Aside.

Sil. Say that she be; yet Valentine, thy friend.

Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness,

I am betrothed. And art thou not ashamed
To wrong him with thy impwrtunacy ?

Pro. I likewise hear that \'alentine is dead.

Sil. And so suppose am I ; for in his grave

Assure thyself my love is br.ried.

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth.

Sil. Go to thy lady's grave, and call hers ihenco

;

Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine.

Jul. He heard not that. [Aside.

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate.

Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love ;

The picture that is hanging in your chaml)er

;

To that I '11 speak, to that I '11 sigh and weep

:

For, since the substance of your perfect self

Is else devoted, I am but a shadow :

And to your shadow I will make true love.

Jul. If 'twere a substance, you would, sure,

deceive it.

And make it but a shadow, as I am. [Aside.

Sil. I am very loth to be your idol, sir ;

But, since your falsehood shall become you well

To worship shadows and adore false shapes,

Send to me in the morning, and I '11 send it

:

And so, good rest.

Pro. As wretches have o'er-night,

That wait for execution in the mom.
[Exeunt Pro. ; ajui SiL. , from above

Jul. Host, will you go ?
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Host. By my hallidom, I was fast asleep.

Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus ?

Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me, I

think 'tis almost day.

Jul. Not so ; but it hath been the longest night

That e'er I watch'd, and the most heaviest.

\_Exeunt.

Scene III.— The same.

Enter Eglamour.

Eg'. This is the hour that Madam Silvia

Entreated me to call and know her mind ;

There'ssome great matter she'd employ me in.

—

Madam, madam !

Silvia appears above, at her window.

Sil. Who calls ?

Egl. Your servant and your friend ;

One that attends your ladyship's command.
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good

morrow.
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself.

According to your ladyship's impose,

1 am thus early come to know what service

It is your pleasure to command me in.

Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, —

Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not,

—

Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish'd.

Thou art not ignorant what dea; good will

I bear unto the banish'd Valentine ;

Nor how my father would enforce me marry
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr'd.

Thyself hast loved ; and I have heard thee say

No grief did ever come .^c neai thy heart

As when thy lady and thy true love died,

Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity.

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine,

To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode ;

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass,

I do desire thy worthy company.
Upon whose faith and honour I repose.

Urge not my father's anger, Eglamour,
But think upon my grief, a lady's grief;

And on the justice of my flying hence,
To keep me from a most unholy match,
Which heaven and fortune still reward with

I do desire thee, even from a heart [plagues.

As full of sorrows as the sea of sands.

To bear me company, and go with me :

If not, to hide what I have said to thee,

Tliat I may venture to depart alone.

Egl. Madam, I pity much youi grievances ;

Which, since I know they virtuously are placed,

I give consent to go along with you ;

Recking as little what betideih me
A . much I wish all good befortune you.

When will you go?

Sil. This evening coming.
Egl. Where shall I meet you ?

Sil.
_

At Friar Patrick's cell,

Where I intend holy confession.

Egl. I will not fail your ladyship :

Good morrow, gentle lady.

Sil. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour.
\Exev.nL

Scene IV.— 77/^ same.

Enter Launce, with his dog.

Laitn. When a man's servant shall play the
cur with him, look you, it goes hard : one that
I brought up of a puppy: one that I saved
from drowning, when three or four of his L.lii.d

brothers and sisters went to it ! I have taught
him—even as one would say precisely, Thi;s I

would teach a dog. I was sent to deliver l.im

as a present to Mistress Silvia h'om my master
;

and I came no sooner into the dining-chanil;er
but he steps me to her trencher and steals her
capon's leg. O, 'tis a foul thing when a cut
cannot keep hmiself in all companies! I would
have, as orw.- should say, one that takes up<_,n

liim to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a (!og

at all things. If I had not had more wit tlian

he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I lliii.k

verily he had been hang'd for't ; sure as I hve
lie had suffer'd for't; you shall judge. He
thrusts me himself into the company of three

or four gentlcman-like dogs under the duke's
table ; he had not been there— bless the maik
—a pissing while, but all the chamber siuult

him. Out with the dog, says one ; H'hat c::l

is that ? says another ; IVhip him out, saj s a
third ; Hang him tip, says the duke. I, hav-

ing been acquainted with the smell before,

knew it was Crab ; and goes me to the fellow

that whips the dogs : Efietid, quoth I, yni
mean to whip the dog? Ay, 7/iarr}' do I, qui'th

he. You do him the more wroni;, quoili I ;

'twas I did the thing yon wot of. lie makes
me no more ado, but whips me out of the

chamber. How many masters would do lliis

for their servant ? Nay, I '11 be sworn, I have
sat in the stocks for puddings he hath stolen,

otherwise he had been executed : I have sto<jd

on the pillory for geese he hath killed, other-

wise he had suffer'd for't: thou thinkest not of

this now !—Nay, I remember the trick j'ou

served me when I took my leave of Madam
Silvia; did not I bid thee still mark me and do
as I do ? When didst thou see me heave up
my leg and make water against a gentle-

woman's farthingale ? didst thou ever sec uie

do such a trick ?
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Etiter Proteus aitd]\i\AK.

fro. Sebastian is thyname? 1 like thee well,

And will employ thee in some service presently.

Jitl. In what you please;— I will do what I can.

Iho. Ihojx: thou will.— I low now, you whore-
son i)easant? {To Launce.

Where have you been these two days loitering.''

Ldiui. Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia

the dog you bade me.
Pro. And what says she to my little jewel?

Latin. Marry, she says your dog was a cur ;,

and tells you currish thanks is good enough for

sucli a present.

Pro. Rut she received my dog?
L.aun. No, indeed, she did not; here have I

brought him back again.

Pro. What ! didst thou offer her this from me?
Laiin. Ay, sir ; the other squirrel was stolen

from me by the hangman's boys in the market-
place: and then I offcr'd her mine own; wlio

is a dog as big as ten of yours, and llierefore

the gift the greater.

Pro. Gcijget thechenceandfmdmydogagain,
Or ne'er return again into my sight.

Away, I say. Stay'st thou to vex me here?

A slave, that still an end turns me to shame.
[Exii Launce.

Sebastian, I have entertain'd thee,

Partly that I have need of such a youth
Tliat can with some discretion do my business.

For 'tis no trusting to yond foolish lout;

But, chicfiy, for thy face and thy behaviour.
Which—if my augury deceive me not

—

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth :

Therefore, know thou, for this I entertain thee.

Go presently, and take this ring with thee,

Deliver it to Madam Silvia;

She loved me well deliver'd it to me.
111/. It seems you loved not her, to leave hi;r

token

:

She's dead, belike.

Pro. Not so: I think she lives.

/7(l. Alas!
Pro. Why dost thou cry, Alas !

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her.

Pro. Wherefore shouldst thou pity her?

/hI. Because, methinks, that she loved you
as well

As you do love your lady Silvia

:

She dreams on him that has forgot her love ;

You dote on her that cares not for your love.

'Tis pity love should be so contrary;

And thinking on it makes me cry, Alas!
Pro. Well, give her ihat ring, and therewithal

This lelter ;—that's her chamber.—Tellmy lady

I clann the promise for her heavenly picture.

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber,
Where thou shall find me sad and solitary.

[Exit Proteus.
////. How ..lany women would do such a

message?
.'.

, poor Proteus! thou hast entertain'd

A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs;
Alas, poor fool! why do I pity him
That with his very heart despiseth me?
Because he loves her, he despiseth me

;

Because I love him, I must pity him.

This ring I gave him, when he parted from me,
To bind him to remember my good will

:

.\nd now am I—unhappy messenger

—

To plead for that which I would not obtain ;

To carry that which I would have refused

;

To praise his faith, whicn I would have dispraised.

I am my master's true confirmed love.

Hut cannot tie true servant to my master

Unless I prove false traitor to myself.

\'et will I woo for him; but yet so coldly

As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed.

Enter SiLViA, at/ended.

Gentlewoman, good day ! I prayyou, bemy mean
To bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia.

Sil. What would you with her if that I be she?

/ill. If you be she I do entreat your patiencis

To hear me speak the message I am sent on.

Su. From whom?
JttL From my master. Sir Proteus, madam.
.S7/. Oh !—he sends you for a picture ?

Jul. Ay, madam.
Si'i. Ursula, bring my picture there.

{Picture h)-ought.

Go, give your master this: tell him from me,
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget,

Would better fit his chamber than this shadow.

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter.

Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvised

Delivered you a paper that I should not.

This is the letter to your ladyship.

Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again.

Jul. It may not be
;
good madam, pardon mc.

St'l. There, hold.

I will not look upon your master's lines:

I know they are stuff'd with protestations,

And full of new-found oaths; which he will break

As easily as I do tear his paper. [ririg-

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this

Sil. The more shame for him that he sends

it me

;

For I have heard him say a thousand times

His Julia gave it him at his departure:

Though his false finger have profaned the ring,

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong

////. She thanks you.
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StI. \Vhal say'st thou ?

Jill. I thank you, madam, thai you tender her :

Poor gentlewoman ! mymasterwrongsherniuch.
.9//. Dost thou know her ?

Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself

:

To think upon her woes, I do protest,

That I have wept an hundred several times.

^7/. Belike she thinks that Proteus hatli for-

sook her. [sorrow.

Jul. I think she doth, and that 'sher cause of

SiL Is she not passing fair }

Jul. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is

:

When she did think my master loved her well,

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you ;

But since she did neglect her looking-glass.

And threw her sun-expelling mask away.
The air hath starv'd the roses in her cheeks,

And pinchd the lily-tincture of her face.

That now she is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was she ?

Jttl. About my stature : for at Pentecost,

When all our pageants of delight were pkiy'd,

Our youth got me to play the woman's part.

And I was trimm'd in Madam Julia's gown ;

Which serv'd me as fit, by all men's judgment,
As if the garment had been made for me :

Therefore, I know she is about my height.

And at that time I made her weep agood.
For I did play a lamentable part ;

Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioning

For Theseus' perjury and unjust flight ;

Which I so lively acted with my tears

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal,

Wept bitterly; and would I might be dead
If I in thought fell not her very sorrow !

SiL She is beholden to thee, gentle youth !

—

Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left !—
1 weep myself, to think upon thy words.
I lere, youth, there is my purse : I give thee this

I or thy sweet mistress' sake, because thou lov'st

her.

Farewell. [Exif Silvia.

Jul. And she shall thank you for 't if e'er you
know her.

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful.

I hope my master's suit will be but cold.

Since she respects my mistress' love so much.
Alas, how love can tritle with itself !

Here is her picture. Let me see ; I think,

If I had such a tire, this face of mine
Were full as lovely as is this of hers :

And yet the painter flatter'd her a httle.

Unless I flatter with myself too nuich.

Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow :

If that be all the difference in his love,

I '11 get me such a colour'd periwig.

Her eyes are ^rey as glass ; and so are mine :

Ay, but her forehead 's low, and mine 's as high.
\Vhat should it be that he respects in her
But I can make respective in myself,
If this fond love were not a blinded god ?

Come, shadow, come, and take ihi.s shadow up.
For 'tis thy rival. O thou senseless form,
Thou shalt be vvorshipp'd, kiss'd, lov'd, and

ador'd ;

And were there sense in his idolatry

My substance should be status in thy stead.
I '11 use thee kindly for thy mistress' sake,
That used me so ; or else, by Jove I vow,
I should have scratch'd out your unseeing ej-es,

io make my master out of love with thee.

[Exil.

ACT V.

SCEXE I.— The same. An Abbey.

Enter Eglamoi'r.

Egl. The sun begins to gild the western sky :

And now it is about the verj- hour
That Silvia at Patrick's cell should meet me.
She will not fail ; for lovers break not hours,
Unless it be to come before their time ;

So much they spur their expedition.

Enter Sll.viA.

See where she comes ; Lady, a happy evening"
Sil. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglamour !

Out at the postern by the abbey wall ;

I fear 1 am attended by some spies. [off

Egl. Fear not : the forest is not three leagues

li we recover that, we are sure enough.

[ Exeunt.

Scene II.— The same. Att Apartment tn the

Duke's TaUue.

Enter Thurio, Proteus, and Julia.

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says .Silvia to my suit ?

Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was ;

And yet she takes exceptions at your person.

Thu. WTiat ! that my leg is too long ?

Pro. No ; that it is too little. [rounder.

Thu. I '11 wear a boot to make it somewhat
Pro. But love will not be spurred to what it

loaths.

7hu. What says she to my face ?

Pro. She says it is a fair one. [black.

Thu. Nay, then, the wanton lies ; my face is

Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is,

Black men are pearls in 'oeauteous ladies' eyes.

Jul. 'Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies'

eyes ;

For I had rather wink than look on them.
\^Aside.
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/7;//. IIow likes she my discourse?

/'ro. Ill -when you talk of war. [peace?

77/u. But well when I discourse of love and

//.'/. But belter, indeed, when you hold your

peace. [As/rie.

Thu. What says she to my valour?

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that.

Jul. She needs not, when she knows it

cowardice. \ Aside.

Thu. What says she to my birth ?

Pro. That you are well derived.

Jul. True; fromagcntlemantoafool. \Aside.

Thu. Considers she my possessions?

Pro. O, ay ; and pities ihem.

Thu. Wherefore ?

Jul. Thatsuchanassshouldijwelhcm. \Aside.

Pro. That they are out l)y lease.

Jul. Here comes the Duke.

Enter DuKE.

Duke. How now. Sir Proteus? how now,
Thurio ?

Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late ?

Thu. Not I.

J'ro. Nor 1.

Duke. Saw you my daughter ?

Pro. Neither.

Duke. Why, then she 's fled unto that peasant

Valentine ;

And Eglamour is in her company.
'Tis true ; for Fri.ir f^awrence met ihem both.

As he in penance wander'd through llie forest :

llim he knew well, and guess'd that it was she;

Bui, being mask'd, he was not sure of it :

Besides, she did intend confession

At Patrick's cell this even ; and there she was not

:

These likelihoods confirm her (light from hence

:

Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse,

But mount you presently ; and meet with me
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot
Thatleads towards Mantua, whither theyare fled.

Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. \_Exil.

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl,

That flies her fortune when it follows her :

I '11 after ; more to be revenged on Eglamour
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. YE.xil.

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia's love
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. {Exit.

Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love
Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. [Exit.

Scene HI.—Frortlierso/M^-htuh. The Forest.

Enter Silvia, and Outlaws.

1 Out. Come, come ;

Be patient ; we must bring you to our captain.

Sil. A thousand more mischnncesthan this one
II.1VC icoiii d me how lo brook this patiently.

2 Out. Come, bring her away.
1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was with

her ? [us,

2 Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath out-run

But Moyses and X'alerius follow him.
Go thou with her to the west end of the wood ;

There is our captain : we'll foUowhim that's fled.

The thicket is beset ; he cannot 'scape.

1 Old. Come, I must bring you to our caf»-

tain's cave ;

!'"oar not ; he bears an honourable mind,
And will not use a woman l.iwJessly.

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee.

\Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

AimIher part of the Forest.

Enter Valenti.\e.

Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man {

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods,
I belter brook than flourishing peopled tov\Tis

;

Here can I sil alone, unseen of any,

.'\nd to the nightingale's complaining notes

I'unc my distresses and record my woes.

thou that dost inhabit in my breast.

Leave not tlie mansion so long tenantlcss.

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall,

.Vnd leave no memory of what it vvas !

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ;

Thou gentle nymph, cherish Ihy forlorn swain !

—

What halloing and what stir is this lo-day ! [ law.

These are my mates, that make their wills their

1 lave some unhappy passenger in chase :

They love me well ; yet I have much to do
To keep them from uncivil outrage.s.

Withdraw thee, Valentine; who's this comes
here ? \_SteJs aside.

Enfer Proteus, Silvia, and Julia.

Pro. Mudam, this service I have done for

you,

—

[doth,

—

Though yim respect not aught your servant

To hazard life, and rescue 3'ou from him [love.

That would have forced your honour and your

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look ;

A smaller Ixxjn than this I cannot beg,

.Vnd less tlian this, I am sure, you cannot give.

Val. I low like a dream is ihis I see and hear

!

Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile.

[Aside,

SiL O miserable, unhappy that I am !

Pro. l^nhappy were you, madam,erel came;
But, by my coming, I have made you happy.

Sil. By thy approach thou makest me most
unhappy.

Jul. .\nd me, when he approacheth to your

presence. \Asidi.

Sil. Had 1 Lieen seized by a hungry lion.
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i would have been a breakfast to the be:ist,

Kither than have false Proteus rescue me.
O, heaven be judge how I love Valentine,

Whose life 's as tender to me as my soul ;

And fall as much,—for more there cannot be,

—

I do detest false, perjured Proteus :

Therefore begone : sohcit me no more.
Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to

death.

Would I not undergo for one calm look?
O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approved,
When women cannot love where they 're L

loved. [belovcL
Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he -

Read over Juliet's heart, thy first best love,

For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith

Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths

Descended into perjury, to love me. [tw'o.

Thou hast no faith left now, miless thou hadst
And that's far worse than none ; better have none
Than plural faith, which is too much by one :

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend !

I'i'o. In love,

Who respects friends ?

Sil. All men but Proteus.

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving wo.d'
Can no way change you to a milder form.
I '11 woo you like a soldier, at arms' end ; [you.

And love you 'gainst the nature of lovt —forct

Sil. O heaven !

Pro. I '11 force thee yield o my desire.

Veil. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch ;

Thou friend of an ill fashion !

Pro. V.ilentine !

Val. Thou common friend, that 's without
faith or love,—

For such is a friend now ;—treacherous man !

Tirou hast beguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine
eye

Could have persuaded me. Now I dare not say
I have one friend alive ; thou wouldst disprove

me. [hand
Who shouUl be trusted now, when one's right

I^ perjured to the bosom? Proteus,

I am sorry I must never trust thee more.
But count the w-orld a stranger for thy sake.

The private wound is deepest: Otimc, most curst!

'Mongstall foes, that afriend should bclheworst.
Pro. My shame and guilt confound me.

—

Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow
Be a sufficient ransom for offence,

1 tender it here ; I do as truly suffer

As e'er I did commit.
Val. Then I am paid :

And once again I do receive thee honest.

—

Who by repentance is not satisfied

Is noi ol heaven nor earth ; for these are pleased;

By penitence the Eternal's wrath 's appeas'd :

—

And, that my love may appear plain and free.

All that was mine in Silvia I give thee.

Jul. O, me, unhappy ! {Faints.
Pro. Look to the boy. [is the matter ?

Val. VvTiy, boy ! why, wag ! how now? what
Look up ; speak.

Jul. O good sir, my master charged me
To deliver a ring to Madam Silvia

;

\\ hich, out of my neglect, was never done.
Pro. \\Tiere is that ring, lioy?

J''!- Here 'tis: this is it.

\(jives a ring.
Pro. How ! let me see :

A hy, this is the ring I gave to Julia.

Jul. O, ciy you mercy, sir, I have mistook ;

This is the ring you sent to Silvia.

[Shews avotJier ring.

Pro. But how earnest thou by this ring ? at

my depart

I gave this unto Julia.

Jul. And Julia herself did give it me ;

And Julia herself hath brought it hither.

Pro. How ! Julia !

Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths.

And entertain'd them deeply in her heart

:

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root?

O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush !

Be thou asham'd that I have took upon me
Such an immodest raiment ; if shame live

In a disguise of love :

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds, [minds.

Women to change their shapes, than men their

Pro. Than men their minds ! 'tis true ; O
heaven ! were man

But constant, he were perfect : that one error

Fills him with faults ; makes him run through

all th' sins :

Inconstancy falls off ere it begins :

What is in Silvia's face but I may spy

More fresh in Julia's with a constant eye ?

Val. Come, come, a hand from either :

Let me be blest to make this happy close :

'Twere pity tw^o such friends should be long foe s.

Piv. Bear witness, Heaven, I have my w ibh

for ever.

Jul. And I have mine.

Enter Outlav/s, with DuKE a7id Thurio.

Out. A prize, a prize, a prize !

Val. Forbear, I say; it is my lord the duke.

Your grace is welcome to a man disgrac'd,

Banished Valentine.

Duke. Sir Valentine !

7'hu. Vonder is Silvia ; and Silvia's mire,

Val. Thurio, give back, or else embrace tny

death

;



48 TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. [ACT V, ,

Come not within the measure of my wrath :

Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again,

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands,

Take but possession of her with a touch ;

—

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love.

—

7'/i!e. Sir \'alentine, I care not for her, I ;

I hold him but a fool that will endanger
His body for a girl that loves him not

:

I claim her not, and therefore she is thine.

Duke. The more degencrateand base art thou,

To make such means for her as thou hast done.

And leave her on such slight conditions.

—

Now, by the honour of my ancestry,

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine,

And think thee worthy of an empress' love.

Know then, I here forget all former griefs.

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.

—

Plead a new state in thy unrivall'd merit.

To which I thus subscribe,—Sir Valentine,

Thou art a gentleman, and well derived ;

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv'd her.

/ 'al. I thank your grace : the gift hath made
me happy.

I now beseech you, for your daughter's sake.

To grant one boon that I shall ask of you.
Duke. I grant it for thine own, whate'er it be.

Val. These banish'd men, that I have V.C'^;-

withal,

Are men endued with worthy cjualities ;

Forgive them what they have committed here,

And let them be recall'd from their exile :

They are reform'd, civil, full of good.
And fit for great employment, worthy lord.

Duke. Thou hast prevail'd ; I pardon them,
and thee

;

Dispose of them as thou know'st their deserts.

Come, let us go ; we will include all jars

With triumiihs, mirth, and rare solemnity.

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold

With our discourse to make your grace to smiie:

What think you of this page, my lord ?

Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him ; he
blushes. [than boy.

Val. I warrant you, my lord ; more grace

Duke. What mean you by that saying ?

Val. Please you, I'll tell you, as we passalong,

That you will wonder what hath fortuned.

—

Come, Proteus : 'tis your penance, but to her.r

The story of your loves discovered :

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours ;

One feast, one house, one mutual happiness.
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Scene,—W^INDSOR ; and the farts adjannt.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Windsor. Before Page's House.

Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir
Hugh Evans.

Shal. Sir Hugh, persuade me not ; I will

make a Star-chamber matter of it ; if he were
twenty Sir John Falstaffs he shall not abuse
Robert Shallow, esquire.

Slen. In the county of Closter, justice of

peace, and coram.
Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and Custaloyuiii.

Slen. Ay, and Ratolorunt too ; and a gentle-

man born, master parson ; who writes himself
Arntigero ; in any bill, warrant, quittance, or

obligation,

—

Armigero !

Shal. Ay, that we do; and have done any-

time these three hundred years.

.Slen. All his successors, gone before him,
have done't; and all his ancestors, that come
after him, may: they may give the dozen white
luces in tlieir coat.

Shal. It is an old coat.

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an
old coat well ; it agrees well, passant : it is a
familiar beast to man, and signifies— love.

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish

is an old coat.

Slen. I may quarter, coz?
Shal. You may, by marrying.
Eva. It is marrying indeed, if he quarter it.

Shal. Not a whit.

1^-a. Yes, py'r lady ; if he has a quarter of
',

. coat, there is but three skirts for yourself.

in my simple conjectures: but this is all one.
If Sir John Falsiaft have committed disparage-
ments unto you, I am of the church, and will

be glad to do my benevolence to make atone-
ments and compromises between you.

Shal. The Council shall hear it : it is a riot.

Eva. It is not meet the Council hear a riot

;

there is no fear of Got in a riot ; the Council, look
you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and not

to hear a riot; take your vizaments in that.

Shal. Ha ! o' my life, if I were young again,

the sword should end it.

Eva. It is petter that friends is the sword,
and end it: and there is also another device in

my prain, which, peradventure, prings goot dis-

cretions with it. There is Anne Page, which
is daughter to Master George Page, whicli is

pretty virginity.

Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown
hair, and speaks small like a woman.

Eva. It is that fery person for all the 'orld,

as just as you will desire; and seven hundred
pounds of monies, and gold, and silver, is her

grandsire, upon his death's bed, (Got deliver to

a joyful resurrection !) give, when she is able

to overtake seventeen years old : it were a goot
motion if we leave our pribbles and prabbles
and desire a marriage between Master Abraham
and Mistress Anne Page.

Shal. Did her grandsire leave her seven
hundred pound? [penny.

Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter

Shal. I know the young gentlewoman ; she

has good gifts.
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Eva. Seven hundred pounds, and possibili-

ties, is goot gifts.

ShaL Well, let us see honest Master Page.

Is Falstaff there ?

Eva. Shall I teli you a lie ? I do despise a
liar as I do despise one that is false ; or, as I

despise one that is not true. The knight. Sir

John, is there ; and, I beseech you, be ruled

by your well-willers. I will peat the door
[knocks^ for Master Page. What, boa 1 Got
picss your house here !

Enter Page.

Page. ^Vlio's there ?

Eva, I lere is Got's plessing, and your friend

,

and Justice Shallow: and here young Master
Slender; that, peradventures, shall teli you
another tale, if matters grow to your likings.

Page. lam glad to see your worships well:

I thank you for my venison. Master Shallow.
ShaL Master Page, I am glad to see you

;

much good do it your good heart ! I vjished
your venison better ; it was ill killed:—How
doih good Mistress Page?—and I love you
always with my heart, la ; with my heart.

Page. Sir, I thank you.

Skal. Sir I thank you ; by yea and no, I do.

Page. I am glad to see you, good Master
Slender.

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, sir ?

I heard say he was outrun on Cotsale.

Page. It could not be judged, sir.

Slen. You '11 not confess ; you '11 not confess.

Ska!. That he will not;
—

'tis your fault; 'tis

your fault :
—

'Tis a good dog.

Page. A cur, sir.

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog.
Can there be more said ? he is good, and fair.

Is Sir John Falstaff here ?

Page. Sir, he is within; and I would I could
do a good office between you.

Eva. It isspokeasa Christians ought tospeak.
Shal. He hath wronged me. Master Page.
Page, Sir, he doth in some sort confess it.

Skai. If it be confessed, it is not redressed;

is not that so. Master P^ige? He hath wronged
me; indeed he hath;—at a w^ord he hath;

—

believe me ; Robert Shallow, esquire, saiih he
is wronged.

Page. Here comes Sir John.

Enter S/r John Falstaff, Bardolph, Nym,
a/!(J Pistol.

Fal. Now, Master Shallow ; you 11 complain
of me to the king ?

Sha/, Knight, you havebeaten my men, killed

my deer, and broke open my lodge.

Fat, But not kissed your keeper's daughter ?
S/uzi. Tut, a pin ! this shall be answered.
Fa/. I will answer it straight ;— 1 have done

all this:—That is now answered.
Shal. The Council shall know this.

Fal, 'Twere belter for you if it were kno\yn
in counsel ; you '11 be laughed at

Eva. Panca verba. Sir John, goot worts.
Fal. Good worts ! good cabbage.—Slender,

I broke your head ; what matter have you
against me ?

Slen, Marry, sir, I have matter in my head
against you ; and against your coney-catching
rascals, Bardolph, Nym, and Pistol. They
carried me to the tavern, and made me drunk,
and afterwards picked my pocket.

Bard. You Banbury cheese !

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Pist. How now, Mcphostopliilus?

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Nym. Slice, I s^y\ J>auca,paHca; slice* that's
my humour. [tell, cousin ?

.S7t'«. Where's Simple, my man?—can you
E2'a. Peace: I pray you! Now let us under-

stand. There is three umpires in this matter,
as I understand: that is— Master Vat^ejjidelicitf

Master Page; and there i- myseU,/ideliell, my-
self; and the three party is, lastly and finally,

mine host of the Garter. [tween them.
Page. We three to hear it, and end it Le-

Eva. Fer\' goot. I will make a prief of it in

my note-book ; and we will afterwards 'ork u poa
the cause, with as great discreetly as we can.

Fal. Pistol,

—

Pisi. He hears with ears.

Eva. The fevil and his tarn ! what phrase is

this, He hears vjith ear ? Why, it is affectations.

Fal. Pistol, did you pick Master Slender's

purse ?

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would
I might never come in mine own great chamber
again else,) of seven groats in mill-sixpencLS,

and tv.'o Edward shovel-boards, that cost me
two shilling and two pence a-piece of Yead
Miller, by these gloves.

Fal. Is this true, Pistol ?

Eva. No; it is false, if it is a pick-purse.

Pist. Ha, thou mountain - foreigner ! — Sir

John, and master mine,
I combat challenge of this lalten bilbo:

Word of denial in thy labras here

;

Word of denial : froih and scum, thou liest.

Slen. By these gloves, then, 'twas he.

Nym. Be advised, sir, and pass good humours:
I v.ill say, many trap, with you, if you run the

nuthook's humour on me : tliat is the very aote
of it.
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Skn. liy this hat, then, he in the red face

had it: for 'iiough I cannot remember what [

did when you made me drunk, yet I am not

alloj^ether an ass.

FaL What say you, Scarlet and John ?

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say the gentle-

rnan had drunk himself out of his five sentences.

Eva. It is his five senses ; fie, what the igno

ranee is !

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say,

cashiered; andsoconclusions passed ihe careires.

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but 'tis

no matter: 1 '11 ne'er be drunk whilst I live again,

brt in honest, civil, godly company, for tliis trick.

If i be drunk, I '11 be drunk with those that have
the fear of God, and not with drunken knaves.

Eva. So Got 'udge me, that is avirtuousmind.
Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gentle -

men ; you hear it.

Enter Mrs. ANNE PAGE with wine , Mrs.
FOKU and Airs. Page foHowing.

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; we'll

drink within. [Exit ANNE Page.
Skn. O heaven ! this is Mistress Anne Page.
Page. How now. Mistress Ford ?

Fal. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very

well met: by your leave, good mistress.

[Kisu'n^ her.

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome ;

—

Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner ;

come, gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down
all unkind uess.

[Exeunt all hit Shai,., Slen.,
and Evans.

Skn. I h.ad rather tiian forty shillings I had
my Book of Songs and Sonnets here.—

Enter Simple.

How now. Simple .' WTiere have you been ? I

must wait on myself, must I ? You have not The
Book of Riddiet about you, have you ?

Sim. Book of Riddles ! why, did you not lend
it to Alice Shortcake upon All-hallowmas last, a
fortnight afore Mk-haelmas?

Shal. Come, co2 ; come, coz ; we stay for j'ou.

A word with you, coz; marry this, coz; there is,

as 'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar

olil by Sir Hugh here.—Do you understand me?
Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable; if

it be so, I shall do that that is reason.

Shal. Nay, but understand me.
Slen. So I do, sir.

Eva. Give ear to his motions, Master Slender

:

I will description the matter to you, if you be
capacity of it.

Sun. Nay, I willdoas mycousin Shallow says

:

I pray you, pardon me; he's a justice of peace
in his country, simple though I stand here.

Eva. But this is not the question ; the question
is concerning your marriage.

Shal, Ay, there's the point, sir.

Eva. Marry is it ; the very point of it ; \o
Mistress Anne Page.

Slen. Wh)-, if it be so, I will marry her upon
any reasonable demands.

Eva. But can you affection the 'oman ? Let ns
connnand to know that of your mouth, or of your
lips ; for divers philosophers hold that the lips
IS parcel of the mouth,—Therefore, precisely,
can you carry your good will to the maid ?

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love
her?

Slen. I hope, sir,— I will do as it shall be-
come one tliat wi'uld do reason.

Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you
must speak possiiable it you can carry her your
desires towards her.

Shal, That you must. Will you, upon good
dowry, marry her f

Skn. I will do a greater thing than that upon
your request, cousin, in any reason.

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet
coz ; what I do is to pleasure you, coz. Can
you love the maid ?

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but
if there be no great love in the beginning, yet

1 leaven may decrease it upon better acquaint-

ance, when we are married, and have more oc-

casion to know one another. I hope, upon
familiarity will grow more contempt : but if you
say, viarry her., I will marry her, that I am Ireely

dissolved, and dissolutely.

Eva. It is a fery discretion answer ; save, the

faul' is in the 'ort dissolutely : the 'ort is, accord-

ing to our meaning, resolutely ;—his meaning is

good.
Shal, Ay, I think my cousin meant well. [la.

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged,

Re-enler Anne Page.

Shal. Herecomes fair l^listress Anne.—Would
I were young for your sake, Mistress Anne !

Anne. The dinner is on the table ; my father

desires your worships' company.
Shal. I will wait on him, fair Mistress Anne.
Eva. Od's plessed will ! I will not be absence

at the grace.

[Exeunt Shal. and Sir H. Evans.
Anne Will 't please your worship to come in,

sir ? [am very well.

Skn. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; I

Anne. The dinner attends you, sir.

SUju I am nota-hungry, I tliank you, forsooth.
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Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon

my cousin Shallow. [^jrzVSlMl'i.E. ] Ajuslice

of peace somelime may be beholden to his

friend for a man.— I keep but three men and a

boy yet, till my mother be dead : but what

though? yet 1 live like a poor gentleman born.

Anne. I may not go in without your worship ;

they will not sit till you come.

Slen. r faith, I'll eat nothing; I thank you

as much as though I did.

Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in.

Slen. 1 had rather walk here, I thank you ; I

bruised my shin the other day with playing at

sword and dagger with a master of fence, three

veneys for a dish of stewed prunes ; and, by my
troth, I cannot abide the smell of hot meat since.

Why do your dogs bark so? be there bears i'

the town ? [talked of.

Anne. I think there are, sir ; I heard them
S/en. I love the sport well ; but I shall as soon

quarrel at it as any man in England :— You are

afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not?

Anm. Ay, indeed, sir.

Slen. That'smealanddrinktomenow. I have

seen Sackerson loose twenty times ; and have

taken him by the chain : but, I warrant you, the

women have so cried and shrieked at it that it

passed:—but women, indeed, cannot abide 'em ;

they are very ill-favoured rough things.

Re-enter Page.

Page. Come, gentle Master Slendei, come ;

we stay for you.

Slen. I '11 eat nothing, I thank you, sir.

Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose,

sir: come, come.
Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way.

Page. Come on, sir.

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first.

Anne. Not I, sir ; pray you, keep on.

Slen. Truly, I will not go first ; truly, la : I

will not do you that wrong.
Anne. I pray you, sir.

Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly than trouble-

some : you do yourself wrong indeed, la.

\Exeunt.
Scene II.— The same.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple.
Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius'

house which is the way: and there dwells one
Mistress Quickly, which is in the manner of his

nurse, or his dry nurse, or his cook, or his

taundry, his washer, and his wringer.
Sintp. Well, sir.

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet:—give her this

letter; for it is a 'oman that altogether 's acquain-
tance with Mistiess Anne Page : and the letter

is, lodesire and require hei to solicit your master's

desires to Mistress Anne Page : I pray you, he-

gone ; I will make an end o( my dinner ; theie 's

pippins and cheese to come. \Exennt.

Scene III. —^ Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falsiaff, Host, BAKnoLiii, Nym,
Pistol, and Robin.

Fal. Mine host of the Garter,

—

Hoit. What says my bully-rook? Speak
scholarly and wisely,

Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some
of my followers.

Host. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : let

them wag ; tiot, tiot.

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a-week.
Host. Thou'rl an emperor, Csesar, Keisar,and

Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he shall

draw, he shall tap : said I well, bully Hector ?

Fal. Do so, good mine host.

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow. Let me
see thee froth and lime : I am at a word : follow,

{Exit Host.
Fal. Bardolph, follow him : a tapster is a good

trade : an old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a
withered servingman a fresh tapster. Go ; adieu.

Bard. It is a life that I have desired ; I will

thrive. \_Exit Bardolph.
Pist. O base Gongarian wight ! wilt thou

the spigot wield ?

Nym. He was gotten in drink : is not the

humour conceited? His mind is not heroic,

and thcie's the humour of it.

Pal. I am glad I am so acquit of this tinder-

box ; his thefts were loo open ; his filching was
like an unskilful singer ; he kept not time.

Nym. The good humour is, to steal at a
minute's rest.

Pist. Convey, the wise it call : Steal ! foh; a
fico for the phrase !

Fal. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels,

Pist. Why, then, let kibes ensue.

Fal. There is no remedy ; I must coney-

catch ; I must shift.

Pist. Young ravens must have food.

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town?

, Pist. I ken the wight ; he is of substance good.

Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I

^m about.

Pist. Two yards, and more.

Fal, No quips now, Pistol. Indeed T am in

the waist two yards about ; but I am now about

no waste ; I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean
to make love to Ford's wife ; I spy entertainment

in her ; she discourses, she carves, .she gives the

leer of invitation : I can construe the action of
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her familiar style ; and the hardest voice of her

behaviour, to be English'd rightly, is, I am Sit

John Fa/siaff's.

Put. He Tiuth studied her well, and translated

bet well ; out of honesty into English, [pass.?

Nyin. The anchor is deep: will that humour
Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule

ofher husband's purse; she hath legionsofangels.

Pist. As many devils entertain ; and, To her,

boy, say I.

Nym. The humour rises; it is good : humour
me the angels.

Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her : and

bete another to Page's wife ; who even now gave

me good eyes too, examined my parts with most

judicious eyliads : sometimes the beam of her

view gilded my foot, sometimes my portly belly.

Pisl. Then did the sun on dunghill shine.

Nym. 1 thank ihee for that humour.

I'Lil. O, she did so course o'er my exteriors

with such a greedy intention, that the appetite

of her eye did seem to scorch me up like a burn-

ing-glass! Here's another letter to her: she

bears the purse loo; she is a region in Guiana,

all gold and bounty. I will be cheater to them
both, and they shall be exchequers to me; they

shall be my East and West Indies, and I will

trade to them both. Go, bear thou this letlei

to Mistress Page ; and thou this to Mistres-

Ford; we will thrive, lads, we will thrive.

Pist. Shall I Sir Pandariis of Troy become,
And by my side wear steel? then, Luciier lake all!

Nym. I will run no base humour : here, take

the humour letter ; I will keep the 'haviour of

reputation. [letters tightly
;

Fal. Hold, sirrah, {to RoB. ,] bear you these

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores.

—

Rogues, hence, avaunt ! vanish like hailstones,

go

;

[pack !

Trudge, plod, away, o' the hoof; seek shelter

F;dslaff will learn the humour of this age,

French thrift, you rogues ; myself, and skirted

page. {Exeunt Yw.. and\\ov~.

Pist, Let vultures gripe thy guts ! for gourd

and fullam holds,

And high and low beguile the rich and pool;

Tester 1 '11 have in pouch when thou shalt lack,

Base Phrygian Tuik !

N'ym. I have operations in my head, which

be humours of revenge.

Pist. Wilt thou revenge ?

Nym. By welkin, and her star 1

Pist. With wit or steel ?

Nym. With both the humours, I

:

i will discuss the humour of this love to Page.

Pist, And I to Ford shall eke unfold,

How Falstaff, varlet vile,

His dove will prove, his gold will hold.

And his soft couch defile.

Nym. My humour shall not cool: I will in-

cense Page to deal with poison ; I will possess

him with yellowness, for the revolt of mien is

dangerous : that is my true humour.
Pist. Thou art the Mars of malcontents I

second thee ; troop on, \_E.\cuni.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Dr. Caius's Hou^e.

Enter Mrs. QuicKLY, Simple, a«(jr Rugdy.

Quick. WTrat: JohnRugby!—I praythee goto

the casement and see if you can see my master.

Master Doctor Caius, coming: if he do, i' faith,

and find anybody in the house, here will be an
old abusing of God's patience and the king's

English.

Rug. I '11 go watch. {Exit Rugby.
Quick. Go ; and we'll have a posset for't soon

at night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal

fire. An honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever

servant shall come in house withal ; and I war-

rant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed-bate : his

worst fault is that he is given to piayer ; be is

something peevish that way ; but nobody but

has his fault ;— but let that pass. Peter Simple,

you say your name is ?

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better.

Quick. And Master Slender 'c your master?

^SVw. Ay, forsooth.

Quick. Does he not wear agreat round beaid,

like a glover's paring-knife?

Sim. No, forsooth, hehath butalittleweefare,

with a lit lie yellow beard ; a Cain-colouiedbeaid.

Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not ?

Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of

his hands as any is between this and his head ; he

hath fought with a warrener.

Quick. How say you ?— O, Ishould remember
him. Does he not hold up his head, as it were?

and strut in his gait ?

Sim. Yes, indeed does he.

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Pagenoworse
fortune! Tell Master Parson Evans, I will do
what I can for your master : Anne is a good girl,

and I wish

—

Re-enter RoGBY.

Riig. Out, alas ! here comes my master.

Qitiik. We shall all be shent. Run in here,

good young man ^ go into this closet. {Shuts

Simple in the closet.] He will not stay long.

—

What, John Rugby ! John, what John, I say I

—Go, John, go inquire for my master; I doubt

he be not well that he comes not home -.—and

down, down, adown-a. Sec \Sings,
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Enter Dr. Caius.

Cuius. Vat is you sing? I do not like dese

toys. Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet

un boitier verd ; a box, a green -a box. Do
intend vat I speak ? a green-a box.

Quick. Ay, forsooth, I'll fetch it you. lamglad
he went not in himself: ifhe had found theyoung

man, he would have been horn-mad. [Aside.

Caius. Fe,fe,feffe ! mafoi, ilfaitfort chaud.

fe nCen vais a la Cour,—la grande affaire.

Quick. Is it this, sir ?

Caius. Ouy; iiiette leaumon'pocVei: depeche,

quickly:—Vere is dal knave, Rugby?
Quick. What, John Rugby ! John?
Kug. Here, sir.

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack
Rugby. Come, take-a your rapier, and come
after my heel to de court.

Rug. 'Tis ready, sir, here in the porch.

Caius. By my trot, I tarry loo long :—Od'sme !

Qi^ayf oublie- dere issomcsimplesin my closet

dat I vill not for the vaild I shall leave behind.

Quick. Ah me! he'll find the young man
there, and be mad !

Caius. diable, diable ! vat is in my closet ?

—

Villany ! larronl [Pulling SiMPLE out.^ Rugby,
my rapier.

Quick. Good master, be content.

Caius. Verefore shall I be content-a !

Quick. The young man is an honest man.
Caius. Vatshalldehonestmandoinmy closet

?

dereisno honest man dat shall come in my closet.

Quick. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic

;

hear the truth of it. He came ol an eaand to

me from Parson Hugh.
Caius. Veil ?

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire hei to

—

Quick. Peace, I pray you. [tale.

Caius. Peace-a your tongue:—Speak -a your

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your
maid, tospeakagood word toMistressAnne Page
for my master, in the way of marriage.

Quick. This is all, indeed, la ; but I'll ne'er

put my finger in the fire, and need not.

Caius. Sir llugli scnd-ayou ?— Rugby, baillez

nic somo paper. Tarry you a lillle-a while.

[IVi'ites.

Quick. I am glad he is so quiet : if he had been
thoroughlymoved, you should have heard him so

loud, and so melancholy;—but notwithstanding,

mnn, I 'Udoyourmaslerwhatgood I can: and the

very yea and the no is, the French doctor, my
master,—I may call him my master, look you, for

I keep his house : and I wash, wring, brew, bake,
scour, dress meat and diiiik, malie the Lisdsj and
do all myself:

—

Sim. 'Tis a great charge to come under one
body's hand.

Quick. Are you avised o' that? you shall find

it a great charge: and to be up early and down
late;— but notwithstanding,— to tell you in

your ear; I would have no words of it,—my
master himself is in love with Mistress Anne
Page: but notwithstanding that, — I know
Anne's mind,— that's neither here nor there.

Caius. \ oujack'nape
;
give-adis letter to Sir

Hugh ; by gai, il is a shallenge ; I will cut his

troal in de park ; and I \i\\ teach a scurvy jacli-

a-nape priest to meddle or make:—you may be
gone; il is not good you tarry here:— by gar,

I vill cut all his two stones ; by gar, he shall

not have a stone to Irow at his dog.

[ii.xit Simple.
Quick. Alas, he speaks but foi his friend.

Cains. It is no matter-a fur dat:— do not
you tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for

myself? — by gar, I will kill de Jack priest;

and I have ai)pointed mine host of de Jar-
terre to measure our weapon;— by gai, 1 vill

myself have Anne Page.
Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and ail shall

be well : we must give (oiks leave to prate.

What, the good-jer !

Cams. Rugby, come to de court vit me.— By
gar, if I have not Anne Page, 1 shall turn your

liead out o( my dooi :— follow my heels, Rugby.
[Exeunt Caius and RuobY.

Quick. You shall have An lool's-head of your
own. No, I know Anne's mind for that : never a

woman m Windsor knows more ol .Anne's mind
than I do ; not can du more than I do with hei, 1

thank heaven.
Fent. [ lVithin.'\ Who's within there ? ho !

Quick. Who's there, 1 trow? Come near the

house, I pray you.

Enter Fen'TON.

Fent. Hownow,good woman; how dost thou?

Quick. The better that it pleases your good

worship to ask. [Anne ?

Fent. What news ? How does pretty Mistress

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and
honest, and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I

can tell you that by the way ; I praise heaven for

it. [Shall I not lose my suit?

Fent. Shall I do any good, think'sl thou?
Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above:

but notwithstanding. Master Fenton, I '11 be

sworn on a book .she loves you :— Have not your

worship a wart above your eye ?

Fent. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that ?

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale ; good faith,

it is such another Nan;—but, I detest, an honest
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maid as ever broke bread. We had an hour's talk

of that wart:— I shall never laugh but in that

maid's company ! But, indeed, she is given too

much to allicholly and musing : But for you

—

Well, go to.

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day. Hold,

there's money for thee ; let me have thy voice

in my behalf: if thou seest her before me, com-
mend me

—

Quick. Will I ? i' faith, thatwe will ; andlwill

tell your worship more of the wart the next time

we have confidence ; and of other wooers.

Fcnt. Well, farewell ; I am in great haste

now. \^Exii.

Quiik. Farewell to your worship.—Truly, an

honest gentleman ; but Anne loves him not ; for

I know Anne's mind as well as another does ;

—

Out upon't ! what have I forgot? [Exu.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Before Page's House

Enter Airs. Page, with a letter.

Mrs. Paqe. V\^at ! have I 'scaped love-letters

in the holiday time of my beauty, and am I now
a subject for them ? Let me see : [Reads.

Ask me no reason why I love you ; for though love

tise reason for his precisian, he admits him not for his

counsellor. You are not young ; no more am I; go to then,

there's sympathy; you are merry; soarnl. H.iiha.'then
there 's more sjinpathy ; you love sack, and so do I

Would you desire better sympathy ? Let it suffice thee.

Mistress Page, (at the lea^t, if the love of a soldier can
sulTice^) that ] love thee. I will not say, pity me • tisnot
a soldier-like phrase ; but I say. love me. By me.

Tl.ine own true knight,
Py day or night,

Oi anv kindof li-ht,

V. all all bis mlgi.t,

For thee to fight, John Falstaff

What a Herod of Jewry is this ?—O wicked,
\vicked world!—one that is well-nigh worn to

pieces with age to show himself a young gallant

!

What an unweighedbehaviourhaththisFlemi.sh
drunkard picked (with the devil's name) out of

my conversation, that he dares in this manner
assay me ? ^^^^y, he hath not been thrice in my
company !—What should I say to him ?— I was
then frugal of my mirth:—heaven forgive me !

—Why, I '11 exhibit a bill in the parliament
for the putting down of men. How shall I be
revenged on him? for revenged I will be, as

sure as his guts are made of puddings.

Enter Mrs. FORD.

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page ! trust me, I was
going to your house I

,

Airs. Page. And, trust nie, 1 was coming to

you. You look very ill.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I '11 ne'er believe that ; I

have to show to the contrary.

Mrs. Page. 'Faith, but you do, in my
mind.
Mrs. Ford. Well, I do, then; yet, I say, I

could show you to the contrary. O. Mistress

Page, give me some counsel !

Airs. Page. What 's the matter, woman 7

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one
trifling respect, I could come to such honour '

Airs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman; take ihe

honour. VVhat is it ? dispense with trifle? ;

—

what is it ?

Airs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an
eternal moment, or so, I could be knighted

AJ> S.Page. What? thou liest ;— Sir Alice

Pcid!— These knights will hack; and so thou

shouldst not alter the article of thy gentry.

Mn. Ford. We burn day-light :—here, 'ead,

lesd;— perceive how I might be kriighled.^I

shall think the worse of fat men as longas I have
an eye to make difference of men's liking Ar.d

yet he would not swear ; praised women's m< d-

esty: and gave such orderly and well behaved
reproof to all uncomeliness, that I would have
sworn his disposition would have gone tc tne

truth of his words; but they do no more ad-

here and keep place together than the hundretli

psalm to the tune of Green sleeves. \Miat tem
pest, I trow, threw this whale, with so many
tun? of oil in his belly, ashore at Windsor?
How shall I be revenged on him? I think the

best way were to entertain him with hope til!

ihe wicked fire of lust have melted him in hi?

own grease,— Did you ever hear the like?

A/n. Page. Letter forletter; butthatthename
of Page and Ford differs !—To thy great comfoit

in this mystery of ill opinions, here's the twin-

brother of thy letter •, but let thine inherit firct
•

for, I protest, mine never shall. I warrant he

hath a thousand of these letters, writ with blank

space for different names, (sure more,) and these

are of the second edition. He will print then'

out of doubt ; for he cares not what he pui^

into the press when he w'ould put us two. I

had rather be a giantess, and lie under Mount
Pelion. Well, I will find you twenty lascivious

turtles ere one chaste man.
Airs. Ford. Why, this is the very same ; the

very hand, the very words. What doth he think

of us ?

Airs. Page. Nay, I know not ; it makes me
almost ready to wrangle with mine own honesty.

I '11 entertain myself like one that I am not ac-

quainted withal ; for, sure, unless he know some
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strain in me that I know not myself, he would
never have boarded me in this fury.

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it? I'll be

sure to keep him alcove deck.

Airs. Page. So will I ; if he come under my
hatches, I '11 never to sea again. Let 's be re-

venged on him : let 's appoint him a meeting ;

give him a show of comfort in his suit ; and lead

him on with a fine bailed delay, till he hath

pawned his horses to mine host ot the Garter.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any vil-

lany against him that may not sully the charinTess

of our honesty. O, that my husband saw this

letter! it would give eternal food to his jealousy.

Mrs. Page. Why, look where he comes ; and
my good man too ; he 's as far from jealousy as

I am from giving him cause ; and that, I hope,

is an unmeasurable distance.

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman.
Mrs. Page. Let'sconsult together against this

greasy knight : Come hither. [ They retire.

Enter ¥oKV>, Pistol, Page, andHYM.

Ford. Well, I hope it be not so.

Pi'st. Hope is a curtail dog in some affairs

:

Sir John affects thy wife.

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young.
Pi'si. He woos both high and low, both rich

and poor,

Both young and old, one with another. Ford

;

Re loves thy gally-niawfry ; Ford, perpend.
Ford. Love my wife? [go thou,

P/si. With liver burning hot. Prevent, or

Like Sir Actxon he, with Ring-wood at thy

O, odious is the name. [heels :

—

Ford. What name, sir?

P/st. The horn, I say. Farewell.

Take heed ; have open eye ; for thieves do foot

by night

:

[do sing.

—

Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo birds

Away, Sir Corporal Kym.
Believe it. Page ; he speaks sense.

[Ex/t Pistol.
Ford. I will be patient ; I will find out this.

JVj'vi. And this is true [to Page]. I like not
the humour of lying. He hath wronged me
in some humours; I should have borne the

humoured letter to her ; but I have a sword,
and it shall bite upon my necessity. lie loves

your wife ; there 's the short and the long. My
name is Corporal Nym ; I speak, and I avouch.
'Tis true :—my name is Nym, and Falstaff loves
your wife.—Adieu ! I love not the humour of
bread and cheese; and there's the humour of

it. Adieu. [£x/t Nym.
Pzge. The humour of it, quotha ! here 's a

feiiuw frights numour out ot his wits.

Ford. I will seek out Falstaff.

Page. I never heard such a drawling, affect-

ing rogue.

Ford. If I do find it, well.

Page. I will not believe such a Cataian though
the priest of the town commended him foi a

true man.
Ford. 'Twas a good sensible fellow. Well.
Page. How now, Meg?
Mrs. Page. Whiihei go you, George ?—Hark

you.

Airs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ? why
art thou melancholy?

Ford. I melancholy! I am not melancholy.

—

Get you home ; go.

Airs. Ford. 'Faiih, thou hast some crotchets

in thy head now.—Will you go. Mistress Page?
Airs. Page. Have with you.—^'ou '11 come to

dinner, George? Look, who comes yonder:
she shall be oui messenger to this paltry knight.

\_.4side to Airs. Fop.D.

Enter Airs. QuiCKLY.

ATrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her \

she '11 fit it.

Airs. Page. You are come to see my daughtei

Anne?
Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and, I pray, how doe;

good Mistress Anne?
Airs. Page. Go in with us and see ; we have

an hour's talk with you.

[Exeunt Airs. Page, Airs. Ford,
and Airs. Quickly.

Page. How now. Master Ford ?

I-^ord. You heard what this knave told me
;

did you not ?

Page. Yes ; and you heard what the othei

told me?
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ?

Page. Hang 'em slaves; I do not think the

knight would offer it : but these that accuse hirr

in his intent towards our wives are a yoke ol

his discarded men : very rogues, now they b«

out of service.

Ford. Were they his men?
Page. Marry, were they.

Ford. I like it never the better for that.—

i

Does he lie at the Garter?

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should

intend this voyage towards my wife, I would
turn her loose to him ; and what he gels of liei

more than sharp words, let it lie on my head.

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife ; but 1

would be loath to turn them together. A man
may be too confident : I would have nothing lie

on my head : I cannot be thus satisfied.

F'age. Look where my ranting host of the
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Garter comes : there is either liquor in his pate

or money in his purse when he looks so

merrily.—How now, mine host ?

Enter Host fl«(/ Shallow.

Host. How now, bully-rook! thou 'rt a gentle-

man : cavalero-juslice, I say.

Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow.—Good
even, and twenty, good Master Page ! IMasier

Page, will you go with us? we have sport in

hand.
Host. Tell him, cavalero-justice ; tell him,

bully-rook.

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought be-

t.veen Sir Hugh the Welsh priest and Caius the

I'rench doctor.

Ford. Good mine host o' the Gartei, a word
with you.

Host. Wliat say'st thou, bully-rook?

[ They go aside.

Shal. Will you \to Page] go with us to be-

hold it ? iSIy merry host halh had the measur-

ing of their weapons ; and, I think, he hath

appointed them contrary places : for, believe

me, I hear the parson is no jester. Hark, I

will tell you what our sport shall be.

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight,

•riiy guest-cavalier.

/ Ford. None, I protest : but I '11 give you a

I pottle of burnt sack to give me recourse to him,

V and tell him my name is Brook ; only for a jest.— Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt have egress

and regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall

be Brook : it is a merry knight.—Will you go
on, hearts?

Shal. Have with you, mine host.

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath good
skill in his rapier.

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more.
In these times you stand on distance, your passes,

stoccadoes, and I know not what 'tis the heart,

Master Page ; 'tis here, 'tis here. I have seen
the time with my long sword I would have
made you four tall fellows skip like rats.

Host. Here, boys, here, here ! shall we wag?
Page. Have with you :— I had rather hear

them scold than fight.

[Exeunt Host, Shal., and Page.
Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands

so firmly on his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off

my opinion so easily. She was in his company
at Page's house ; and what they made there I

know not. Well, I will look further into 't : and
I have a disguise to sound Falstaff : if I find her
honest, I lose not my labour ; if she be otherwise,

'tis labour well bestowed. iExit,

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff and Pistol.

Fill. I will not lend thee a penny,
Pist. Why, then the world's mine oyster,

\Miich I w'ith sword will open.

—

I will retort the sum in equipage.
Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir,

you should lay my countenance to pawn • I have
grated upon my good friends for three reprieves

for you and your coach-fellow, Nym ; or else you
had looked through the grate, like a geminy of

baboons. I am damned in hell for swearing to

gentlemen my friends you were good soldiers and
tall fellows ; and when Mistress Bridget lost the

handle of her fan, I took 't upon mine honour
thou hadst it not. [fifteen pence?

Pist. Didst thou not share r hadst thou, not
Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason. Think'st

thou I "11 endanger my soul gratis ? At a word,
hang no more about me, I am no gibbet for

you;—go.—A short knifeand a throng;— to your
manor of Pickthatch, go.—You '11 not bear a
letter for me, you rogue !—j-ou stand upon your
honour !—Why, thou unconfinable baseness, it is

as much as I can do to keep the terms of my
honour precise. I, I, I myself sometimes, leaving

the fear of heaven on the left hand, and hiding

mine honour in my necessity, am fain to shufile,

to hedge, and to lurch : and yet you, rogue, will

ensconce your rags, your cat-a-mountain looks,

your red lattice phrases, and your bold-beating

oaths, under the sheltei of your honour ! You
will not do it, you ? [of man ?

Pist. I do relent. WTiat wouldst thou more

Enter Robin.

Rob. Sir, here 's a woman would speak with
you.

Fal. Let her approach.

Enter Mrs. QuiCKLY,

Quick. Give your worship good-morro\V»

Fal. Good-morrow, good wife.

Quick. Not so, an 't please your worship.

Fal. Good maid, then.

Quick. I '11 be sworn , a.^ my mother was, the

first hour I was born,

Fal. I do believe the swearer. What with me?
Quick. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word

or two?
Fal. Two thousand, tair woman : and I 'li

vouchsafe thee the hearing.

Quick. There is one, Mistress Ford, sir ;—

I

pray, come a little nearer this ways :— I myself

dwell with Master Doctor Caius.

Fal. Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say, ~
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Quick. Your worship says very true : I pray

your worship come a little nearer this ways.

Fal. I warrant thee nobody hears;— mine
own people, mine own people.

Quick. Are they so? Heaven bless them, and
make them his servants !

Fal. Well : Mistress Ford ;—what of her ?

Quick. Why, sir, she's a good creature. Lord,

lord ! your worship 's a wanton. Well, heaven
forgive you, and all of us, I pray !

Fal. Mistress Ford;—come, Mistress Ford,

—

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of

it ; you have brought her into such a canaries as

'tis wonderful. The best courtier of them all,

when the court lay at Windsor, could never have
brought her to such a canary. Yet there has been
knights, and lords, and gentlemen, with their

coaches ; I warrant you, coach after coach, letter

after letter, gift after gift ; smelling so sweetly,

(all musk) and so rushling, I warrant you, in silk

and gold; and in such alligant terms; and in such

wine and sugar of the best, and the fairest, that

would have won any woman's heart ; and, I war-

rant you, they could never get an eye-wink of

her.—I had myself twenty angels given me this

morning ; but I defy all angels, (in any such sort,

as they say,) but in the way of honesty :—and, I

warrant you, they could never get her so much as

sip on a cup with the proudest of them all : and
yet there has been earls, nay, which is more,
pensioners ; but, I warrant you, all is one
with her.

Fal. But what says she to me ? be brief, my
good she Mercurj'.

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter

;

for the which she thanks you a thousand times

;

and she gives you to notify that her husband will

be absence fromhishouse betweentenand eleven.

Fal. Ten and eleven ?

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come
and see the picture, she says, that you wot of;

—

Master Ford, her husband, will be from home.
Alas ! the sweet woman leads an ill life with
him ; he 's a very jealousy man : she leads a very

frampold life with him, good heart.

Fal. Ten and eleven. Woman, commend
me to her ; I will not fail her.

Quick. Why, you say well : but I have an-

other messenger to your worship. Mistress Page
hath her hearty commendations to you loo;—and
let me tell you in your ear, she 's as fartuous a
civil, modest wife, and one (I tell you) that will

not miss you morning nor evening prayer, as any
is in Windsor, whoe'er be the other : and she
bade me tell your worship that her husband is

seldom from home ; but she hopes there will

come a time. I never knew a woman so dote

upon a man ; surely I think you have charms,
la ; yes, in truth.

Fal. Not I, I assure thee; setting the attraction

of my good parts aside, I have no other charms.
Qziick. Blessing on your heart for 't

!

Fal. But, I pray thee, tell me this : has Ford's
wife and Page's wife acquainted each other how
they love me ?

Qziick. That were a jest indeed !—they have
not so little grace, I hope:— that were a trick

indeed ! But Mistress Page would desire you to

send her your little page, of all loves : her husband
has a marvellous infection to the little page: and,
truly. Master Page is an honest man. Never a
wife in Windsor leads a better life than she does

;

do what she will, say what she will, take all, p.iy

all, go to bed when she list, rise when she list, all

is as she will ; and, truly, she deser\'es it : for if

there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one.

Vou must send her your page ; no remedy.
Fal. WTiy, 1 wiil.

Quick. Nay, but do so then : and, look you, he
may come and go between you both ; and in any
case have a nay-word that you may know one
another's mind, and the boy never need to under-
stand any thing ; for 'tis not good that children

should know any wickedness : old folks, you
know, have discretion, as they say, and know
the world.

Fal. Fare thee well : commend me to them
both : there 's my purse ; I am yet thy debtor.

—

Boy, go along with this woman. This news
distracts me !

\Exeunt QuiCKl.Y and ROEIM.
Pist. This punk is one of Cupid's carriers :

—

Clap on more sails ; pursue ; up with your
fights ; give tire ; she is my prize, or ocean whehn
them all

!

\_Exit Pistol.
Fal. Say'st thou so, old Jack ! go thy ways

;

I'll make more of thy old body than I have
done. Will they yet look after thee? Wilt
thou, after the expense of so much money, be
now a gainer? Good body, I thank thee. Let
them say 'tis grossly done ; so it be fairly

done, no matter.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. Sir John, there's one Master Brook
below would fain speak with you, and be ac-

quainted with you ; and hath sent your worship
a^morning's draught of sack.

/ Fal. Brook is his name ?

( Bard. Ay, sir.

Fal. Call him in ; {Exit Bardolph.] Such
Brooks are welcome to me that o'erflow such

liquor. Ah ! ha ! Mistress Ford and Mistress

Page, have I encompassed you ? go to ; via I
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Re-enter Bardolph, with FORC disguised.

Ford. Bless you, sir. [me?
faL And you, sir. Would you speak wiih

Ford. I make bold to press with so little

preparation upon you.

Fal. You're welcome; what's your will?

Give us leave, drawer. [Exit Bakdolph.
I-jrd. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent

much ; my name is Brook.
I-'al. Good Master Brook, I desire more

acquaintance of you.

I-ji-d. Good Sir John, I sue for yours: not to

charge you ; for I must let you understand I

think myself in better plight for a lender than
you are: the which has something emboldened
nie to this unseasoned intrusion : for they say if

money go before, all ways do lie open. [on.

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here

troubles me; if you will help me to bear it. Sir

John, take all or half for easing rne of the carriage.

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to

be your porter.

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me
the hearing.

Fal. Speak, good Ma5*:er Brook ; I shall be

glad to be your servant.

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,—I will be
brief with you, and you have been a man
long known to me, though I had nevei so good
means as desire to make myself acquainted with
you. I shall discover a thing to j'ou, wherein i

must very much lay open mine own imperfection;

but, good Sir John, as you have one eye upon my
follies, as you hear them unfolded, tojn another
in:o the register of your own: that 1 may pass
with a reproof the easier, sich you yourself know
how easy it is to be such an olTender.

Fal. Very well, sir; proceed.
Ford. There is a gentlewoman in thjs town,

hci husband's name is ford
Fal. Well, sir.

ford. I have long loved her, and I protest to

yVcu bestowed much on her ; followed her with
a-vdoting observance; engrossed opportunities

to meet her; fee'd every sliglit occasion that

could but niggardly give me sight of her; not
only bought many presents to give her, but have
given largely to many to know what she would
nave given : briefly, I have pursued her as love
hath pursued me; which hath been on the v»"ing

of all occasions. Butwhatsoever I havemerited,
either in my mind or in my means, meed, I am
sure, I have received none ; unless experience be
a iewel ; that I have purchased at an infinite rate;

aaiU that hath taught me to say this

:

Love like a shadow /lies, when siibstance love

pursues ;

Pursuingthat tkatjiies, andjlying wAci/ntrstus,

Fal. Have you received no promise of satis-

faction at her hands?
Ford. Never. [pose?
Fal. Have you importmied her to such a pur-
Fcrd. Never.

Fal. Of what quality wa.s your love, then?
Ford. Like a fair house built upon another

man's ground; so that I have lost my edihce by
mistaking the place where I erected it.

Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this

to me?
Ford. \Mien I have told you that, I have told

you all. Some say that though she appear honest
lo me, yet in other places she enlargeth he: irurLh
so far that there is shrewd construction made o\

her. Now, Sir John, here is the heart of my
purpose. You are a gentleman of excellent

breeding, admirable discourse, of great admit-
tance, authentic in your place and person,

generally allowed for your many war-like, court-

Uke, and learned preparations.

fal. O, sir!

Ford. Believe it, for you know it :—There is

money; spend it, spend it; spend more; spend
all I have ; only give me so much of your time in

exchange ot it as to lay an amiable siege to the

honesty of this Ford's wife; use your art of

wooing, win her to consent to you ; it any man
may, you may as soon as any.

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency
of your affection, xh-\t I should win what you
would enjoy ? Methinks you prescribe to your-

self very preposterously.

Ford. O, understand my drift ! She dwells so
securely on the excellency of her honour that the
folly ofmy soul dares not present itself; she istoo

bright to be looked against. Now, could f come
to her with any cetection in my hand, my desires

had instance and argument to commend them-
selves ; I could drive her then from the ward of
her purity, her reputation, her marriage vow, and
a thousand otnei her defences, which now are too

strongly embattled gainst me. What s;iy ycu
to't. Sir John?

Fal. Master Brook, I w ill first make bold with
your money; next, give me your hand : and last,

as I am a gentleman, you shall, if you will, en-

joy Ford's wife.

Ford. O good sir

!

Fal. Master Brook, I say you shall.

Ford. Want no money, Sir John, you shall

want none.

FaL Want no Mistress Ford, Master Brock,



60 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. [act II.

you shall waul none. I shall be with her (I may
tell you) by her own appointment: even as you

came in to me her assistant, or yo-between, parted

from me: I say, I shall be with her between ten

and eleven ; for at that time the jealous rascally

knave, her husband, will be forth. Come you
to me at night ; you shall know how I speed.

Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do
you know Ford, sir?

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I

know him not :—yet I wrong him to call him
poor; they say the jealous witlolly knave hath'

masses of money ; for the which his wife seems
to me well favoured. I will use her as the key

of the cuclcoldly rogue's coffer; and there's my
harvest-home.

Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir; that you

might avoid him if you saw him.

Fal. Hang him, mechanical salt -butter rogue!

I will stare him out of his wits; I will awe him
with my cudgel : it shall hang like a meteor o'er

the cuckold's horns: Master Brook, thou shall

know, I will predominate o'er the peasant, and
thou shall lie with his wife.—Come to me soon

at night:—Ford 's a knave, and I will aggravate

his stile ; thou, Master Brook, shall know him
for a knave and cuckold :—come to me soon at

night. \^Exit.

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is this I

—My heart is ready to crack with impatience.

—

Who says this is improvident jealousy? My wife

hath sent to him, the hour is fixed, the match is

made. Would any man have thought this?—See
the hell of having a false woman ! my bed shall be

abused, my coffers ransacked, my reputation

gnawn at ; and I shall not only receive this

villanous wrong, but stand under the adoption of

abominable terms, and by him that does me this

wrong. Terms! names! Amaimon sounds
well ; Lucifer, well ; Barbason, well ; yet they
are devils' additions, the names of fiends: but
cuckold! wittol-cuckold ! the devil himself hath
not such a name. Page is an ass, a £:cure ass

!

he will trust his wife ; he will not be jealous ! I

will rather trust a Fleming with my butter. Parson
Hugh the Welshman with my cheese, an Irish-

man with my aqua-vitae bottle, or a thief to walk
my ambling gelding, than my wife with herself:

then she plots, then she ruminates, then she
devises : and what they think in their hearts they
may effect, they will break their hearts but they
will effect. Heaven bepraisedfor myjealousy!

—

Eleven o'clock the hour:— I will prevent this,

detect my wife, be revenged on Falstaff, and
laugh at Page. I will about it: better three
h jurs too soon than a minute too late. Fie, lie,

fie I cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold J \,Exit.

Scene \\\.— Windsor Park.

Enter Caius and Rugby.

Caius. Jack Rugby!
Fug. Sir?

Caius. Vat is de clock. Jack?
Fug. 'Tis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh

promised to meet.

Caius. By gar, he has s-ave his soul, dat he is

no come ; he has pray his Pible veil, dat he is no
come : by gar, jack Rugby, he is dead already,

if he be come.
Fug. He is wise, sir; he knew your worship

would kill him if he came.
Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I

vill kill him. Take your rapier. Jack; I viil

tell you how I vill kill him.
Ftig. Alas, sir, I cannot fence.

Caius. Villany, take your rapier.

Fug. Forbear; here's company.

Enter IIosT, Shallow, Slender, and Page.

Host. Bless thee, bully doctor.

Shal. Save you. Master Doctor Caius,

Fagc. Now, good master doctor!

Slen. Give you good morrow, sir.

Cains. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four,

come for?

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see

thee traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there;

to see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse,

thy distance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethi-

opian? is he dead, my Francisco? ha, bully 1

What says my rFsculapius? my Galen? my heart

of elder? ha ! is he dead, bullyStale? is he dead?
Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of

the vorld; he is not show his face.

Host. Thou art a Caslilian King Urinal I

Hector of Greece, my boy I

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me
have stay six, or seven, two, tree hours for him,
and he is no come.

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor : he
is a curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if

you should fight, you go against the hair of your

professions; is it not true. Master Page?

Fage. Master Shallow, you have yourselfbeen

a great fighter, though now a man of peace.

Shal. Bodikins, Master Page, though I now
be old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out my
finger itches to make one : though we are justices,

and doctors, and churchmen, Master Page, we

have some salt of our youth in us ; we are the

sons of women. Master Page.

Paqe. 'Tis true. Master Shallow.

Skal. It will be found so. Master Page. Mas-

ter Doctor Caius, I amcome to fetch you home.
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1 a;Ti sworn of the peace ;
you have showed your-

self a wise physician, and Sir Mugh hath shown
himself a wise and palieni churchman : you niusi

go witli me, niasler doctor.

/losi. Pardon, guest justice:—A word, Mon-
sieur Muck -water.

Cai'us. Muck-vater ! vat is dat ?

Host. Muck-water, in our Enj^h^h tongue, is

valour, bully.

Cains. By gar, then I have as much muck-
vater as de Englishman : Scur\y jack-dog

priest ! b)' gar, me vill cut his ears.

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully.

Cams. Clapper-de-c!aw ! vat is dat?

Host. That is, he will make thee amends.
Cains. By gar, me do look he shall clapper-

de-claw me ; for, by gar, me vill have it.

Host. And 1 will piovoke him to 'l, or let hmi
wag.

Cains. Me tank you for dat.

Host. And, nioreovei, bully, — But first,

master guest, and Master Page, and eke Caval-

eio Slender, go you through the town to Frog-

more. {Aside to them.

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ?

Host. He is there : see what humour he is in ;

and I will bring the doctor about by the fields.

Will it do well .?

Shal. We will do it.

Page, Shal., a)id Slen. Adieu, good mastei

doctor. \_Exeunt Page, Shal., a«^/SLEN.
Cains. By gar, me vill kill de priest : for he

speak for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page.

Host. Let him die ; but first sheathe thy ini

patience ; throw cold water on thy choler ; go
about the fields with me through Frogmore ; 1

will bring thee where Mistress Anne Page is,

at a farm-house, a-feasting ; and thou shah woo
her. Cryed game, said I well ?

Cains. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar,

I love you ; and I shall procure-a you de good
guest, de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentle-

men, my patients.

Host. For the which I will be thy adversar)-

towards Anne Page ; said I well ?

Cains. By gar, 'tis good : veil said.

Flost. Let us wag, then.

Cains. Come at my heels. Jack Rugby.
\_Exennt.

ACT HL
Scene 1.—A Field near Frogmore.

Enter Sir PIuGH EvANS and Simple.

Ez'a. I pray you now, good Master Slender's

serving-man, and friend Simple by your name,
which way have you looked for Master Caius,

that calls himself Doctor of Physick ?

Si>H. Marry, sir, the city-waul, the park-
ward, every way ; old Windsor way, and every
way but the town way. [also lot,k that way.

Eva. I most fehemently desire you, you will

-SV/;.'. I will, sir.

Eva. 'Pless my soul ! how full of cholers I am,
and trempling of nhnd !— I shall be glad if he
have deceived me :— how melancholies I v.m !

—

I will knog his urinals about his knave's cos-

iaril when I have good opportunities for the
"ork
—

'ple.ss my soul

!

\_Siiigs.

To .shallow rivers, to whose falls

Mi;lodious birds sing madrigals
;

There will we make our peds of roses,

And a thousand fragrant poiies.

To shallow

Mercy on me ! I have a great dispositions to cry.

Melodious birds ^Ing madrigals

—

W hen as 1 sat m l^abjlon •

And a thousand \agiani pjsies.

losii.dlow

Sim. ^'onder he is, coming this way. Sir Hugh.
Eva. He's welcome :

To shallow rivers, to whose falls

Heaven prosper the right !—What weapons is

he?
Sun. No weapons, sir. There comes my

master, Master Shallow, and another gentle-

man, from Frogmore, over the stile, this way.
Eva. Pray you, give me my gown ; or else

keep it in your arms.

Enter Page, Shallow, a/zd Slender.
Shal. How now, master parson ? Guod-

morrow, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester
liom the dice, and a good student from his book,
and it is wonderful.

Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page !

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh !

Eva. 'Pless you from his mercy sake, all ofyou!
Shal. What ! the sword and the word ! Do

you study them both, master parson?
Page. And youthhil still, in your doublet and

hose, this raw rheumatic day ?

E''a. There is reasons and causes for it.

Page. We are rome to )ou to do a good office,

master parson.

Eva. Fery well : what is it ?

Page. 'S'onder is a most reverend gentleman,
who, belike having received wrong by some
person, is at most odds with his own gravity

and patience that ever you saw.

Shal. I have lived fourscore years and up«

ward ; I never heard a man of his place, gra-

vity, and learning, so wide oi his own respecU
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Eva. What is he ?

Pa^^e. I ihink you know him ; Master Doctor

Ciiiis", the renowned French piiysician.

Eva. Got's will, and his passion of my lieart

!

I liad as lief you would tell me of a iness of

p>.)rridge.

Pagi. Why?
Eva. I-i has no more knowledge in Hibo-

crates and Galen,—and he is a knave besides ;

a cowardly knave, as you would desires to be

acquaintpd withal.

Pagz. I warrant you he's the man should

Bglit with him.

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page !

Shal. It appears so, by his weapons.—Keep
them asunder ;—here comes Doctor Caius.

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby.

Pa^^e. Nay, good master parson, keep in your

weapon.
Shal. So do you, good master doctor.

Host. Disarm them, and let them question ;

let them keep their limbs whole and hack our

English.

Caius. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vit

your ear. Verefbre vill you not meet -a me ?

Eva. Prayyouuse your patience: ingoodtime.
Cains. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack

doc;, John ape.

Eva. Pray you, let us not be laughing-stogs

to other men's humours ; I desire you in friend-

ship, and I will one way or another make you
amends:—I will knog your urinals about your

knave's cogscomb, for missing your meetings
and appointments.

Caius. Diable !—Jack Rugby,—mine Host
de Jarlerre, have I not stay for him to kill him,
have I not, at de place I did appoint ?

Eva. As I am a Christians soul, now, look
yoi, this is the place appointed. I "11 be judg-
nunt by mine host of the Garter.

Host. Peace, I say, Gallia and Gaul, French
and Welsh ; soul-curer and body-curer.

Cains. Ay, dat is very good 1 excellent !

Hi>st. Peace, I say ; hear mine host of the

Gaiter. Am I politic? am I subtle? am I a
Michiavel ? Shall I lose my doctor ? no ; he
gives me the potions and the motions. Shall I

lose my parson? my priest? my Sir Hugh? no;
he^ives me the proverbs and the no-verbs. Give
me thy hand, terrestrial ; so :—Give me thy
hand, celestial, so.—Boys of art, I have deceived
j'ou both ; I have directed you to wrong places

;

your hearts are mighty, your skins are whole,
and let burnt sack be the issue.—Come, lay

their swoids to pawn :—Follow me, lad of
pcacf ; follow, follow, follow.

Sfutl. Trust me, a mad host :—Follow, gentle-
men, follow.

Skii. O, sweet Anne Page !

[Rxeiini Shal., Slen., Page, and Host.
Caius. Ha ! do I perceive dat? have you

make-a de set of us? ha, ha !

Eva. Thliiiwell; he hasmadeushisvlouting-
stog,— I desire you that we may be friends; and
let us knog our prains together, to be revenge
on this same scall, scurvy, cogging compamon,
the host of the Garter.

Cat Hi. By gar, vit all my heart ; he promise
lo bring me veie is Anne Page ; by gar, he de-

ceive me too.

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles:—Pray
you, follow. \_Exennt,

Scene H.— The Street in IVindsor.

Enter Mrs. Pace and ROBIN.

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gal-

lant ; you were wont to be a follower, but now
you are a leader. Whether had you rather lead

mine eyes or eye your master's heels ?

Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you
like a man than follow him Hke a dwarf.

Mrs. Page. O you are a nattering boy; now
I see, you '11 be a courtier.

Enter FoRD.

Ford. Well met, Mistress Page. Wliither

gc you?
Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife. Is

she at home ?

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang to-

gether, for want of company ; I think, if your

husbands were dead, you two would marry.

Mrs. Page. Be sure of that,—two other hus-

bands, i [cock J

/^(jra'. M\Tiere had you this pretty weather-

Alrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens

lus name is my husband had him off : WTiat

do you call your knight's name, sirrah !

Rob. Sir John FalstafT.

Ford. Sir John Falstaff

!

Mrs. Page. He, he ; I can never hit on 's

name. There is such a league between my good
man and he !— Is your wife at home indeed ?

Ford. Indeed she is.

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir :— I am sick

till I see her. ^Exennt .Mrs. Pace a77d Robi x.

Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any e\-es?

h.ith he any thinking? Sure, they sleep ; he b;Uh

no use of them. Why, this boy will carry a letter

twenty miles as easy as a cannon will shoot point-

blank twelve score. He pieces out his wife's in-

clination : he gives her folly motion and advan-

tage : and now she 's going to my wife, and
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FalstafTs boy with her. A man may hear this

shower sing in the wind !—and FalstaJl''s boy

wuh her !— Gcxxi plots l^lliey aie laid ; and

our revolted wives share damnation together.

Well ; I will take him, then torture my wife,

pluck the borrowed veil of modesty from the so

seeming Mistress Page, divulge Page himself for

a secure and wilful Aclseon ; and to these vio-

lent proceedings all m). neighbours shall cry aim.

[C/jc/i s/riiis.] The clock gives me my cue,

and my assurance bids me search ; there I shall

find Falslafi : I shall be rather praised for this

than mocked ; for it if as positive as the earth

is firm that Falstaff is there. I will go.

Enter Fage, Shallow, Slender, Host,
Sir Hugh Evans, Caius, a^^/KuGBY.

Shah, Page, &fi. Well met, Master Ford.

ford. Tn>st me, a good knot r I have good
cheer at home ; and, I pray you, all go with me.

Skal. I must excuse myself. Master Ford.

Slen. And so must I, sir ; we have eppiointed

to dine with Mistress Anne, and I would not

break with her for more money than I "11 speak of.

Shal. We have lingered about a match be-

tween Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and
this day we shall have our answer. [Page.

Slen. I hope I have your good will, Cither

Page. You have. Master Slender ; I stand

wholly for you :—but my wife, master doctor,

is for you altogether.

Caius. Ay, by gar ; and de maid is love

a-me ; my nursh-a Q\iickly tell me so mush.
Host. What say you to young Miister Fcnton ?

he capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he

writes verses, he speaks holiday, he smells

April and May; he will carry 't, he will carry 't;

'tis in his buttons; he will carry 't.

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you.

The gentleman is of no having: he kept com-
pany with the wild Prince and Poins ; he is of

too high a region, he knows too much. No; he
shall not knit a knot in his fortunes with the

finger of my substance : if he take her, let hini

take her simply; the wealth I have waits on my
consent, and my consent goes not that way.

Ford. I beseech you, heartily, someof yoH go
home with me to dinner : besides your cheer,

you shall have sport ; 1 will show you a mon-
ster.— Master doctor, you shall go ;—so shall

you. Master Page ;—and you. Sir Hugh,
Skal. Well, fare you well :—we sh^.H have

the freer wooing at Master Page's.

[Exeunt Shal. and Slkn.
Caius. Go home, John Rugby : I come anon.

[ExitliUGnv.
Host. Farewell, my hearts, I will to my

honest knight FalstafT, and drink canary with
him. {Exit IlosT.

Ford. [Aside."] I think I shall drink ir. pipe-

wine first with him ; I '11 make him dance.

Will you go, gentles ?

Ait. Have witli you, to see this monster.
[Exeunt.

Scene HI.

—

A Room hi Ford's House..

Enter Mrs. FORV and Jl/rs. Page.

Mrs. Ford. What, John ! what, Robert i

Rlrs. Page. Quickly, quickly . Is the buck-
basket—

Mrs. Ford. I warrant :—What, Robin, I say,

Entef Servants, with a basket.

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come.
Aln. Ford. Here, set it down.
jVrs. Page. Give your men the charge ; we

must be brief.

Mrs. Fotd. Marry, as I told you before, John,
and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-

house; and when I suddenly call you, come forth,

and, without any pause or staggering, take this

basket on your shoulders : that done, trudge wiih

•t in all haste, and carry it among the whitsters

in Datchet mead, and there empty it in the

muddy ditch, close by the Thames side.

Mrs. Page. You will dc it ?

Airs. Ford. I have told them over and over

;

they lack no direction. Begone, and come v\'hcn

you are called. [Exeunt Scrvanta
Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin.

Enter Robin.

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas - musket?
what news w ith you ?

Rob. My master. Sir John, is come in at your
back-door. Mistress Ford, and requests yoiu

company. [been true to us?

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you
Rob. Ay, I '11 be sworn. My master knows

not of your being here ; and hath threatened to

put rae into everlasting liberty, if I tell you of it^

for he swears he "11 turn me away.

Mrs. Page. Thou 'rta good boy : thissecrecyof

thine shall be a tailor tc thee, and shall make thee

a new doublet and ho.se.— I '11 go liide me.

Mrs. Ford. Do so.—Go tell thy master I am
alone. Mrs. Page, remember you your cue.

[Exit Robin.

Mrs. Pagt. I warrant thee ; if I do not act

it, hiss me.' [Exit Mrs. Page,
Mn. Ford. Go to then; we'll u.se this un-

wholesome humidity, this gross watery pum-
pion;—we'll teach him to know turtles from
jays.
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Enter Falstaff.

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly je-Mcl ?

Why, now let me die, for 1 have hved lon^
enough ; this is the period of my ambition : O
this blessed hour !

Mrs. Ford. O sweet Sir John !

Fa!. Mistress Ford, 1 cannot cog, I cannot
prate, Mrs. Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish.
I would thy husband were dead ; I'il speak il

before the best lord, I would make ihee my lady.

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, Sir John! a!as,'l

should be a pitiful lady.

Fal. Let the court of France show me such
another ; I sec how thine eye would emulate the
diamond

: thou hast the right arched bent of the
brow, that becomes the ship-tire, the tire-valiant,

or any tire of Venetian admittance.
Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief. Sir John : my

brows become nothing else; northatwell neither.
Fal. Thou an a traitor to say so: thou wouldst

make an absolutecourlicr ; and the firm fixture of
thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy
gait, in a semi-circled farthingale. I see what
thou wert, if fortune thy foe were not ; nature is

thy friend. Come, thou canst not hide it.

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there 's no such thing
in me.

Fal. What made me love Ihee ? let that per-
suade thee, there's somelhing extraordinary in

thee. Come, I cannot cog, and say thou art this

and that, like a many of these lisping hawthorn
buds that come like women in men's apparel, and
smell like Buckler's-bury in simple-time ; I can-
not : but I love thee ; none but thee ; and thou
deservest it.

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me. sir ; I fear
you love Mrs. Page.

Fal. Thou mightst as web say I love to walk
by the covmter-gate ; which is as hateful to me
as the reek of a lime-kiln.

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love
you ; and you shall one day find it.

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I 'II deserve it.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do,
or else I could not he in that mind.

Rob. \]Vithin.'\ Mistress Ford, Mistress Ford!
here 's Mrs. Page at the door, sweating, and
blowing, and looking wildly; and would needs
speak with you presently.

Fal. She shall not see me ; I will ensconce
me behind the arras.

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so : she 's a very
tattling woman.— [Falstaff hides himself.

Enter Mrs. Page and Robin.
What's the matter? how now?
Mrs. Fage. O Mistress Ford, what have you

done ? You "re shamed, you are overthrown,
you are undone for ever.

Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good Mistrecs
P.ige?

Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, Mistress Ford f

having an honest man to your husband, to give
him such cause of suspicion !

.Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion ?

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion !—out
upon you ! how am I mistook in you ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas ! what 's the matter ?

Airs. Page. Your husband 's coming hither,
woman, with all the officers in Windsor, to
search for a gentleman that, he says, is here now
in the house, by your consent, to take an ill

advantage of his absence : you are undone.
/Mrs. Ford. Speak louder. —[^j-/a'^.]— 'Tis

not so, I hope.
Mrs. J'age. Pray heaven it be not so, that

you have such a man here ; but 'tis more certain
your husband's coming with half Windsor at
his heels, to search for such a one. I come be-
fore to tell you : if you know yourself clear, why,
I am glad of it ; but if you have a friend here,
convey, convey him out. Be not amazed ; call

all your senses to you ; defend your reputation,
or bid farewell to your good life for ever.

Mrs. Ford. What shall I do?—There is a
gentleman, my dear friend ; and I fear not mine
own shame so much as his peril : I had rather
than a thousand pounds he were out of the house.
Mrs. Page. For shame, never stand _;w< h:td

rather, 2lv\A. you had rather; your husband's
here at hand, bethink you of some conveyance:
in the house you cannot hide him.—O. how
have you deceived me !—Look, here is a basket

;

if he be of any reasonable stature, he may creep
in here ; and throw foul linen upon him, as if it

were going to bucking • or, it is whiting-time,
send him by your two men to Datchet mead.

yl/;-i-. Pord. lie's too big to go in there.

What shall I do?

Re-enter Falstaff.
Fal. Let me see 't, Jet me see 't ! O let me

see't! I'll in, I'll in; follow your friend's

counsel :— I 'II in.

Mrs. Page. \^h:A\.\ Sir John Falstaff ; Are
these your letters, knight?

Fal. I love thee, and none but thee ; help
me away : let me creep in here ; I '11 never

—

[//t; goes into the basket , they cover him
with foul lineti.

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy.
Call your men, Mistress Ford : — You dis-

sembling knight !

iUrs. Ford. What, John! Robert! Joh^:. P
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[Zf-<// Ko:uN. Re.-ciiter Servants.] Go lake

up tlicse clothes here, quickly; where 's tlu'

Covvl-slalT ? look, how you drumhle: carry them
tolhc lauiulress in Datchet mead; quickly, conic.

E:i!cr FOKI), l\\(;i':, Caii.is, and Sir Ilucil

E\A.\S.

/v;Y. I^ray you, cunic near : if I suspect

without cause, why, then tiiakc sport at me,
tlien let me 1)6 your jest ; 1 deserve it. -How
now? whither heai you this.''

Serv, To I he laundress, forsooth.

M>i. /'or.l. Why, what have you to li)

vvhiiher they hear it? Vou were best meddle
willi ijiick-washiiiL^.

I'ord. Buck;' I would I could wa.sh myself

of I he l)uck ! Buck, buck, buck ? Ay, buck ;

I warrruit you, buck ; and of the season loo ; It

shall apjjcar. \E.\ettiil Scjvants ivith Ir.t'

li.i\l.rt.\ (Jenllenicn, I have dreamed lo-nii_;hl ;

I 'II tell )'ou my dream. Here, here, here be ui)'

keys: ascend my chambers, search, sei;k, find

out : I '11 warrant we'll unkennel the fox : - Lei

me slop ihis vvay Hrst :- so, now uncape.
/';;'». ("lood Master Ford, be conlenled

yt^u wroni; yourself too much.
i-'oyui. 'i'lue, M.islei Page.- Ifp, genllemeii ;

yiiu shall see spoit anon: lollow me, gentle

men. \E.\it.

I''.:ut. This is fery fantastical humours and
jealousies.

Cairn. By gar, 'lis no de fashion ^^{ France
it IS nol j:;a!ous in Fr.;nre.

A'(7;'f'. IVay, follow h:m, gentlemen ; see '' "

i-lUe of his search.

\E\nnil EvAXs, Page, andQ.\w>,.
Mrs. /'./;',•- Is there nol a double cixcellency

in this?

Mi\. /uvd. I know not which pleases me
bctlei, lh,:t my husband is deceived, or Sir John.

Airs. /'/;'<'. What a taking was he in \\h.. ii

your husband asked who was in the !i:i.sket !

/J/;t. Foi-ii. I am half afraid he will have
need of washing; so throwing him into the

w.iier will do him a benefit.

Mrs. i'ai^e. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! 1

would all of the same strain were in th.j s:nne

distress.

Mrs. Ford. I think my husbaiid liath some
Special suspicion of Falstaft"'s being here ; lor I

never saw him so gross in his jealousy till

now.
Mrs. /'u^t. I will lay a plot to try iliat : and

ive will yet have more tricks with P'alstaff: his

dissolute disease will scarce obey this medicine.

Mrs. Fcrd. Shall v,'e send that foolish carrion,

Mrs. Quickly, tu h.iin, and c:.C'jjl las thiowing

into the water ; and give Imn aiii;tlier hope, to
betray him lo another punishment ?

i\Irs. Fiiiic We'll do it; let him be sent for

to-morrow i-ight o'clock, to have amends.

I\e-ciiter I'bku, I'agis CaH'S, and Sir lircil
EVA.NS

I-'nrd. I cannot find him : maybe the kinive
bragged of liiat he could not compass.

/I/rs. /'/^r. I [card you that?
Mrs. J'ord. Ay, ay, peace :-Vou use me

well, M.ister I'ord, do you?
l-'flrd. Ay, I do so. [your thoughts I

Mrs. i-'ord. Heaven make you better llam
Ford. Amen. [Master Ford.
i\/r5. Piii^e. \'ou do yourself mighty wrong,
Fo}-d. Ay, ay ; I must bear it.

Eva. If there beany pody in the house, and i.n

t he chambers, and in t he coffers,and in the presses,

heaven forgive my sins a.t the day of judgment!
Cains. By gar, nor I too ; dere is no— bodies.

Page. Fie, fie, Master Ford ! are you not
ashamed? What spirit, what devil .suggests this

imagination? I wcuiid not h:ive your distemper
111 this kind for the wealth of Windsor Castle.

/•'ord- 'Tismyfault, Master Page: Isuflerlonl.

Et'li. \c)u suffer for a pad conscience : yoi;r

wile is as honest a 'omans as I will desires

.unong five thousand, anri (ive hundred too.

Cains. By gar, I see 'tis an honest woman.
Ford. Well ;— I promised you a dinner:—

Come, come, walkin the park: I prayyou, [lardon

me; I willhereafterniakeknown loyouw hy I liave

donetliis.—Come, wife;— come, Mistress I'age;

I pi'ay you, pardonme
;
pray heartily, pardon me.

Paj^'c. Let "s go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me,
we "11 mock him. I do invite you to-moriow
morning to my house to breakfist ; after, we'll

i-birding together ; f lip-.c a fine hawk for tlio

bush. Shall it be so.''

/^ord. .\\\\ iliing. [company.
Et.i. If there is <jiie, I sli:ill make t\\o in I he
Cana. \\ there be one oi Iwo, I .shall make .1

de turd.

F.i<a. In your tec th : for shame.
l\->rd. Pray yon go. Master Page.

Eiui. I pray you now, remembrance to-

umrrow on the lousy knave, mine lujst.

Cains. Dat is gootl ; by gar, vit all my heart,

Eva. A loiusy knave ; to have his gibes and
his mockeries. \Exeiinf.

Scene IV.

—

.4 Rooni in Page's House.

Enter F"enton and Mrs. A.n.ve Page.

Fcnt. I sec, I cannot get thy father's love ;

Therefore, no nioie turn nie to him, sweet Na:i,
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Anne. Alas! how then/

/''eitt. Why, Ihou must be thyself.

lie (loth object I am loo great of birih ;

And that, my state bciiij; galld with my expense,

1 .seek to heal it only by his wealili.

iivsides these, other bars he lays before me,

My riot.s past, my wild sociclii-s ;

And tells nie 'tis a \\\m^ impos-sible

I hliould love thee but us a property.

Ann/:. M.iylje he tells you triiii'

I-'c/tt. No : heaven so spectl nie in my time to

coine !

AllK'it, I will confess, thy father's weallh

Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne:
Y('t, wooing thee, I found thee of more value

Tlian stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ;

Am(1 'lis the very riches of thyself

Tiiai now I aim at.

Anne. Gentle Master Fenlon,

Vei seek my father's love ; still seek it, sir :

II opportunity and hiimbiosi suit

Ouinot attain il, why then. -Hark you hither.

[ 'I'fiey I OliveI se a/>art.

Enter Sii.MLOW, Slknukk, and
Airs. QUICKI.V.

Shal. Break their talk, Mistress Quickly ;

ny kiusinan shall speak for hiuiself.

S/,vi. I '11 make a shaT't oi a bull on^t ; 'slid,

'tii but venturing.

Shal. Be nt)t dlsmayetl.

Sten. No ; she shall not dismay me. I care

not lor that,—but that I am aleard.

{hirtk. Hariiye; Master Slender would speak

a woid with you. [choice.

Anne. 1 come to him.—This is my f;ither's

(), what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults

LA>oks handsome in three hundred pounds a-

year ! [Aside.

Quitk. And how does good Master Fenlon ?

Pray you, a word with you.

.Shal. She 's coming ; to her, coz. O boy,

thou hadst a faliier !

.Slen. I liadafalher, Mistress Anne— my uncle

can lell you good jests ofhim :— Pray you, uncle,

tell Mislre.ss Anne the jest, how my faiher stole

two geese out of a pen, good uncle.

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you.

.Slen. Ay, that I do ; as well as 1 love any
woman in Gloucestershire. [woman.

Shal. He will maintain you like a gcnlle-

Slen. Ay. that I will, come cut and long-tail,

under the degree of a 'squire.

Shell. lie will make you a hundred and fifty

pc)\i:ids jointure. [for hiniself.

Anne. Good .Master Shall<iw, let him \vo(->

S/'tal. Marry, 1 thank you for il ; I thank you

for that good comfort. She calls you, coz; I'll

leave you.

Anne. Now, Master Slender.

Sltn. Nosv, good Mistress Anne.
Anm. Whiit is your will ?

Slen. My will ? 'od's hearLlings, that 's a pretty

jest indeed ! I ne'er made my will yet, 1 iliaiik

heaven ; I am not such a sickly creiiture, 1 give

heaven praise. [you with xw-f

Anne. I mean, M:ister Slender, what would
Slen. Truly, for mine own part I would lillle

or nothing with you. Your faiher and my
uncle have made motions: if it be my luck, so:

if not, happy man be his dole ! They can tc!!

you how things go heller than I can. Vou
may ask your faiher ; here he comes.

Enter Pace and Mrs. Pa(;e.

Page. Now, fvlaster Slender :— Love him,
daughter Anne.

—

^Vhy, how now ! what does Master Fenton hei (
;'

You wrong me, sir, thus slill to haunt my house;

1 told you, sir, my daughter is disposed of.

Fcnt. Nay, Master Page, be not impatient.

Mrs. Page. Good Master Fenton, come noi

to my child.

Piige. She is no match for you.

Pent. Sir, will you hear me ?

Page. No, good Master Fenton.

Come, Master Shallow ; come, son Slender,

in :

—

[Fenlon.

Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Master
[Excuni Page, Shal., aWSLLiN.

Quick. Speak to Mrs. Page.

Pent. Good Mistress Page, for Lliat I love

your daughter
In such a righteous fashion as 1 do, [ner=.

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and man
I must advance the colours of my love,

And not retire. Let me have your good will.

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to

yond fool [belter husband.

Mrs. Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a

Qiuth. That 's my master, master doctor.

Anne. Alas! I had rather be set quick i' the

earth.

And bowled to death with turnips.

Airs. Page. Come, trouble not your.self.

Good Master Fenton,

I will not be your friend, nor enemy :

My daughter will I question how she loves you.

And as I find her, so am I affected ;

Till then, farewell, sir :—She must needs go in

;

Her father will he angry.

[Exeunt Mr.;. Page aW Anne.
Ee}it. Farewell, gentle mistress; larcwcll.

Nan.
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Quick. This is my doing, now :—Nay, said

I, will you ca-sl away your child on a fool, and
a pliysici.m ? Look on Master •';-nton :—ihis

is my doing. [to-night

Fent. I I hank thee ; and I pray thee, once-

Give my sweet Nan this ring. There's for \h.y

piiris. \Exil.

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune !

A kind heart he hath : a woman would nm
Ihroitgh fire and water for such a kind heart.

But yel I would my master had Mistress Anne:
or I would Master Slender had her : or, in

sooth, I would Master Fenton had her : I will

do what I can for them all three ; for so I have
promised, and I '11 be as good as my word ; i)iW.

speciously for Master Fcnton. Well, I must
of another errand lo Sir John Falstaif from my
two mistresses. Wliat a beast am I to :^Jack

it

!

\^Exit.

ScKNE V.

—

A Rootn in /he Carter Inn.

Enfer Falstaff and BARDOLni.

Fal. Bardolph, I say,

—

Hard. I lere, sir.

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of sack
; put a

toast in 'L \^E.-cil Bard.] Have 1 lived to be
carried in a basket, lilte a barrow of butcher's

offal ; and to be thrown into the Thauies ?

Well, if I be served such another trick, I'll

have my brains ta'cn out and buttcr'd, and give

them to a dog for a new year's gift. Tlie rog\ies

slighted me into the river witli as little remoree
as they would have drowned a bitch's blind

puppies, hfteen i' the litter : and you may know
by my sire that I have a kind of alacrity in

sinking ; if the bottom were as deep as hell

I should down. I had been drowned but that

the shore was shelvy and shallow : a death that

I abhor ; for the water swells a man ; and what
a thing should I have l>een when I had been
swelled ! I should have been a mountain of

rnuuuny.

Re cuter BAiiDOLPH, 7vith tJie wine.

Bard. Here 's Mistress Quickly, sir, to speak
with you.

Fa/. Come, let me pour in some sack to t'le

Thames water ; for my belly 's as cold as if I had
swallowed snow-balls for pills to cool the reins.

Call her in.

Bai-d. Come in, woman.

Enter Mrs. QuiClCLY.

Quick. By your leave ; I cry you mercy.
Give your worship good-morrow.

Fal. Take away these chalices. Go, brew
me a pottle of sack finely.

Bard. With eggs, sir ?

Fal. Siuiple of itself ; I '11 no pullet-spcrn» in
my brewage.- [j't.i// B;irdolpIi.J— How nowi"

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your woisliip
from Mistress I'ord.

Fal. Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough:
I was thrown into the ftxd : 1 have my Utly
full of ford.

Quick. Alas the day ! good luuirt, that was
not her fault : she does so take on witli her men ;

Ihey mistook their erection.

Fal. So did I mine, lo i)uild upon a fooh.sh

woman's promise.

Quick. Well, she laments, .sir, for it, thai it

would yearn your heart In see it. llei husband
goes this morning a-birding ; slie desires )ou
once more to come to her between eight and
nine ; I must carry her word qviickly : slie 'II

make you amends, I warrant you.
I-'al. Well, I will vi.sii l)er. Tell her so ; and

bid her tliink v.hat a man is: let her considei
his frailty, and then judge of my merit.

Quick. I will tell her. [thou?
i-'al. D«> so. Between nine arid ten, say'st

Quick. Fighi and nine, sir.

Fal. Well, begone: I will not miss her.

Quick. Peace be with you, sn'r. [Exit.
J-'al. I marvel I hear not of Master Brofjk ;

he sent me word to stay within : I like his money
well. O, here he couies.

Enter Ford.

Ford. Bless you, sir !

Fal. Now, Master Brook ? you come to know
v>hat hath passed l)etwccn me and l*'ofd's wifcw

Ford. That, indeed. Sir John, is my business.

lal. Master Brook, I will not lie lo you ; 1
v\as at her house the hour .she appointed me.

Ford. And how sped you, sir ?

Fal. Very ill-favouredly. Master Brook.
Ford. I low so, sir ? Did she change her

detennination ?

Fal. No, Master Brook ; but ihe peaking cor-

nuto her husband. Master Biook, dwelling in a
continual 'larum of jcaKjusy, c(>n}es me in the
instant of our encounter, after we had embraced,
kissed, [)rot(?sfcd, and, as it were, sfx>ke the pro-

logue of our comedy ; and at his heels a rabble

of his companions, thither provoked and insti-

gated by his distemper, and lorsooth, to seajch

his house for his wife's love.

Ford. V»'hat ! while you were there?

Fal. While I was there. [not find you ?

Ford. And did he search for you and could

Fai You shall hear. As good luck would
have it, comes in one Mistress Bage ;

gives in-

telligence of Ford's approach ; and, by hex in«
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Vin!ion and Ford's wife's distraction, they coii-

Ve>-il me into a buck-basket.

t-oyd. A buck-basket !

Fat. By the Lord, a buck-basket : rammed
me in with foul sliirls and smocks, socks, foul

stockings, and greasy napkins ; that, Master

Brook, there was the rankest compound of vil-

lancnis sniell that ever offended nostril.

Ford. And how long lay you there ?

Fal. Nay, you shall hear, Master Brook, what

I have suffered to bring this woman to evil for

your good. Being thus crammed in the basket,

a couple of P'ord's knaves, his hinds, were called

forth by their mistress to carry me in the name
of (oul clothes lo Datchet-Iane : they took me on
their shoulders ; met the jealous knave their

master in the door ; who asked them once or

twice what they had in their basket : I quaked for

fear lest the lunatic knave would have searched

it ; but fate, ordaining he should be a cuckold,

held his hand. Well : on went he for a search,

and away went 1 for foul clothes. But mark the

secjuel. Master Brook ; I suffered the pangs ol

three several deaths : first, an intoleraljle friglit

to be detected with a jealous rotten bell-wether :

next, to be compassed, like a good bilbo, in the

circumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to

head : and then, to be stopped in, like a strong

distillation, with stinking clothes that fretted in

their own grease : think of that,—a man of my
kidney,—think of that : that am as subject to heal
as butter ; a man of continual dissolution and
th.ivv; it wasa miracle to 'scape suffocation. And
in the height of this b;ith, wlien I was more than
half-slewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be
thrown into the Thames, and cooled, glowing hot,

in that surge, like a horse-shoe ; think of that,

—

hissing hot,—think of that, Master Brook.
Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for

mysake you have suffered allthis. Mysuit,then,
is desperate ; you 'II undertake her no more.

Fal. MiXsterB/ook, I will be thrown into Etna,
as I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her
thus. Her husband is this morning gone a-

hirding : I have received from her another em-
bassy of meeting ; 'twixt eight and nine is the
hour. Master Brook.

Ford. 'Tis past eight already, sir.

F'al. Is it ? I will then address me to my ap-
pointment. Come to me at your convenient
leisure, and you shall know how I speed ; and the

conclusion shall be crowned with your enjoying
her. Adieu, ^'oushallhaveher, Master Brook ;

Master Brook, you shall cuckold Ford. \Exii.
Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vision ? is this a

dr-am? do I sleep? Master Ford, awake ; awake,
Master f ord ; there 's a hole made in your best

coat. Master Ford. This 'tis to be married ! this

'tistohave linen and buck-baskets !— Well, Iwill

proclaim myself what I am : I will now take the
lecher ; he is at my house : he cannot 'scape me ;

'lis impossible he should ; he cannot creep into n
1' Ifpenny purse nor into a pepper box ; but, lest

the devil that guides him should aid him, I wili

search impossible places. Though what I am [

cannot avoid, yet to be what I would not shall

not make me lame ; if I have horns to make
one mad, let the proverb go with me, I '11 be
horn mad. [Exi'L

ACT IV,

Scene l.— T/ie Street.

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Quickly, and
William.

Mrs. Page. Is he at Master Ford's already
ihink'st thou ?

Quid;. Sure he is by this ; or will be pre
sently : but truly he is very courageous mat
about his throwing into the water. Mistrcs>-

Ford desires you lo come suddenly.

Mrs. Page. I 'II be with her 1 y and by ; I 'I'

but bring my young man here to school. Lool,

where his master comes ; 'tis a playing day, I see.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans.

How now, Sir Hugh ? no school to-day ?

Eva. No ; Master Slender is let the boy.'?

leave to play.

Quick. Blessing of his heart !

A/rs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband says mv
son profits nothing in the world at his book ; i

pray you ask him some questions in his accidence.

Eva. Come hither, William ; hold up youi
head ; come.

Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah : hold up you'
head ; answer your master ; be not afraid.

Eva. William, how manynumbers is innouns?
Witt. Two.
Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one

number more ; because they say od's nouns.

Eva. Peace your tattlings. What is fair,
William ?

Will. Pulcher.

Quick. Polecats ! there are fairer things than
polecats, sure.

Eva. You are a very simplicity, 'oinan ; I

pray you, peace. WTiat is Icipis., William ?

Will. A stone.

Eva. And what is a stone, William ?

IVill. A pebble.

Eva. No, if is lapis : I pray you remember
in your prain.

Will. Lapis.
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Eva. That is good, William. What is he,

William, that does lend articles?

W'iil. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun;
and be thus declined, Singulartter, nominativo,
hie, h(vc, hoc.

Eva. Noviitiativo, hig, hag, hog:—pray you,
mark : genitivo, htijtis. Well, what is your
accusative case ?

Will. Acctisativo, hinc.

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance,
child. Accusativo, hing, hang, hog. [rant you.

Quick. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I war-

Eva. Leave your prabbles, 'oman. What is

the focative case, William ?

IFill. Q—vocativo, O.
Eva. Remember, William, focative is caret.

Quick. And that 's a good root.'

Eva. 'Oman, forbear.

Mrs. Page. Peace.

Eva. What is your genitive case plural^

William ?

Will. Genitive case ?

Eva. Ay.
Will. Genitive,—horu?}t, haru7n, horutn.

Quick. 'Vengeance of Jenny^s case ! fie on
her !—never name her, child, if she be a whore.

E7)a. For shame, 'oman.
Quick. You do ill to teach the child such

words : he teaches him to hick and to hack,
which they '11 do fast enough of themselves, and
to call horum : fie upon you !

Eva. 'Oman, art thou lunatics ? hast thou no
understandings for thy cases, and the numbers
of the genders ? Thou art as foolish Christian
creatures as I would desires.

Mrs. Page. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace.

Eva. Show me now, William, some declen-
sions of your pronouns.

Will. Forsooth, I have forgot.

Eva. It is ki, kce, cod ; if you forget your
kies, your kccs, and your cods, you must be
preeches. Go your ways and play, go.

Mrs. Page. Fle is a better scholar than I

thought he was.

Eva. He is a good sprag memory. Fare-
well, Mistress Page.

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. [Exit
Sir Hugh.] Get you home, boy.—Come, we
Stay too long. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Ford's House.

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. FoRD.

Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten

op my sufferance : I see you are obsequious in

your love, and I profess requital to a Kiir's

breadth ; not only, L'listress Ford, in the simple

office of love, but in all the accoutrement, com-
plement, and ceremony of it. But are you sure
of your husband now ?

Mrs. Ford, lie is a-birding, sweet Sir John.
Mrs. Page. [Within.^ What hoa, gossip

Ford, what hoa !

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber. Sir John.
[Exit Falstaff.

Enter Mrs. PAGE.

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart? who 'sat

home beside yourself?

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people.
Mrs. Page. Indeed ?

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly ;—Speak louder.

[Aside.
Mrs. Page. Truly I am so glad you have

nobody here.

Mrs. Ford. Why?
Ahs. Page. \Vhy, woman, your husband is in

his old lunes again : he so takes on yonder with
my husband ; so rails against all married man-
kind : so curses all Eve's daughters, of what
complexion soever ; and so buffets himself on
the forehead, crying Peer-out, peer-out ! that any
madness I ever yet beheld seemed but tameness,
civility, and patience, to this his distemper he is

in now : I am glad the fat knight is not here.

Mrs. Ford, ^^'hy ? does he talk of him?
Mrs. Page. Of none but him ; and swears he

was carried out, the last time he searched for

him , in a basket : protests to my husband he isnow
here; and hath drawn him and the rest of their

company from theirsport to make another experi-

ment of his suspicion ; but I am glad the knight
is not here; now he shall see his own foolery.

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, Mistress Page ?

Mrs. Page. [Lird by ; at street end ; he w ill

be here anon. [here.

.Mj-s. Ford. I am undone !—The knight is

Mrs. Page. Wliy, then, you are utterly

ashamed, and he's but a dead man. What a
woman are you !—Away with him, away \\iih

him ; better shame than murder.
Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go? llmv

should I bestow him ? Shall I put him into

the basket again ?

Re-enter FALSTAFF.

Fal. No, I '11 come no more i' the baslccL

May I not go out ere he come ?

Mrs. Page. Alas ! three of Master Fold's

brothers watch the door with pistols, that

none shall issue out : otherwise you might slip

away ere he came. But what make you here ?

FaL What shall I do ?

—

I 'U creep up into

the chimney.
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l/rf. Ford. Therethcyalways usedtodischarge

tlicM Ijirding pieces. Creep into the kiln-hole.

/u/. Where is it ?

A/rs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word.

Neither press, coffer, chest, tnink, well, vault,

bit he hath an abstract for the remembrance

of such places, and goes to them by his note.

There is no hiding you hi the house.

I''al. I '11 go out then.

Mrs. Fa<;e. If you go out in your own sem-

blance, you die. Sir John. Unless you go out

disguised,

—

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him ?

Mrs. Pug!-.. Alas the day, I know not. There

is no woman's gown big enough for him ; other-

wise he might put on a hat, a muliler, and a

kerchief, and so escape.

Fill. Good hearts, devise something : any
extremity rather than a mischief.

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman
of RreiUford, has a gown above.

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him ;

she 's as big as he is : and there 's her thrummed
hat, and her muffle too. Run up, Sir John.

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet Sir John. Mistress

Page and I will look some linen for your head.

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ; we '11 come dress

you straight : put on the gown the while.

\^Exit F.\LSTAFF.

Mrs. Ford. I would my husband would meet
!iim in this shape : he cannot abide the old

woman of Brentford ; he swears she 's a witch,

forbade her my house, and hath threatened to

beat her.

Mrs. Page. Heavenguidehimto thyhusband's

cudgel ; andthedevilguidehiscudgelafterwards

!

Mrs. F'ord. But is my husband coming ?

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness is he ; and
he talks of^ the basket too, howsoever he hath

had intelligence.

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that ; for I 'II appoint

my men to carry the basket again to meet him
at the door with it as they did last time.

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he '11 be here presently:

let's go dress him like the witch of Brentford.

Mrs. Ford. I '11 first direct my men what they
sh.^ll do with the basket. Go up, I '11 bring
linen for him straight. \E.X2t.

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! we
cannot misuse him enough.

We '11 leave a proof, by that whicfi we nil! do,
Wives may be merry and yet honest too ;

We do not act that often jest and Inugh
;

'Tis old but true. Still swine eat all the draff.

[Exit.

Re-enter Mrs. FORD, with two Servants.

Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again

on your shoulders : your master is hard at door

;

if he bid you set it down, obey him : quickly,

despatch. \Exit.

1 Serv. Come, come, take it up.

2 Serv. Pray h.eaven it be not full of the
knight again. [much lead.

I Serv. I hope not ; I had as lief bear so

Enter FoRD, Page, Shallow, Caius, and
&>HuGH Evans.

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Master Page,
have you any way then to unfool me again ?

—

Set down the basket, villain :—Somebody call

my wife.—Vou, youth in a basket, come out

here !—O, you panderly rascals ! there 's a knot,

a gin, a pack, a conspiracy against me. Now
shall the devil be shamed. What ! wife, I say !

come, come forth ; behold what honest clothes

you send forth to bleaching.

Page. Why, this passes ! Master Ford, you are

not to go loose any longer ; you must be pinioned.
Eva. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as a

mad dog !

Shal. Indeed, Master Ford, this is not well

;

indeed.

Enter Mrs. FoRD.

Fo7-d. So say I too, sir.—Come hither, Mis-
tress Ford ; Mistress Ford, the honest woman,
the modest wife, the virtuous creature, that hath
the jealous fool to her husband !—I suspect
without cause, mistress, do I ?

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do,
if you suspect me in any dishonesty.

Ford. Well said, brazen-face; hold it out.—
Come forth, sirrah.

[Pulls the clothes out of the basket.

Page. This passes ! [clothes alone,

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed? Let the

Ford. I shall find you anon.

Eva. 'Tis unreasonable ! Will you take up
your wife's clothes ? Come away.

Ford. Empty the basket, I say.

Mrs. Ford. \Miy, man, why,

—

Fo7-d. Master Page, as I am a man, there was
one conveyed out of my house yesterday in this

basket. Why may not he be there again ? I n my
house I am sure he is: my intelligence is true: my
jealousy is reasonable. Pluck meoutall the linen.

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there he shall

die a flea's death.

Page. Here 's no man.
Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, pilaster

Ford ; this wrongs you.

Eva. ^Taster Ford, you must pray, and not

follow the imaginations of your own heart : this

is jealousies.
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Ford. Well, he 's not here I seek for.

Page. No, nor no wlicre else but in your brain.

Ford. I lelp lo search my house tiiis one lime

:

if 1 find not what I seek, show no colour for my
extremity ; let me for ever be your table sport

;

let them say of me. As jealous as Ford, that

.searched a hollow walnut for his wife's lenian.

Satisfy me once more; once more search with me.
Mrs. Ford. What, hoa, Mistress Page! come

you and the old woman down ; my husband
will come into the chamber.

Ford. Old woman ! What old woman 's that ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of

Erenlford.

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean

!

Have I not forbid her my house? She comes i_>f

errands, does she? We are simple men ; we do
not know what 's brought to pass under the pro-

fession of fortune telling. She works by charms,
by spells, by the figure, and such daubery as

this is; beyond our element: we know nothing.

-Come down, you witch, you hag you ; come
down, I say.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband;—good
gentlemen, let him nut strike the old woman.

Enter Fai.STAFF /// -ivoiiu-it's clothes, led by
Mrs. Page.

Mrs. Page. Come, Mother Prat, come ; give

nie your hand.
l-'erd. I'll prat her: Out of my door,

you witch, \heals him'\ you rag, you baggage,
you polecat, you ronyon ! out ! out ! I'll conjure
you, I'll fortune-tell you. {Exit Fai.staff.

Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed? I think
you lijve killed the poor woman.

/)//-.». Ford. Nay, he will do it:
—

'Tis a goodly
credit for you.

Ford. Hang her, witch !

Eva. By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a

witch indeed: I like not when a 'oman has a great

peard ; I sjiy a great peard under lier muffler.

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? I be-

seech you follow ; see but the issue of my
jealousy: if I cry out thus upon no trail, never
trust me when I open again.

. Page. Let 's obey his humour a little farther.

Come, gentlemen.
{Exeunt Page, Ford, Shai.., a;;^' Evans.
j/r5. Page. Trust me, he beat him most

pitifully.

Mrs. Fo7-d. Nay, by the mass, that he did
not; he beat him most unpitifully niethought.

Mrs. Page. I '11 have the cudgel hallowed
and hung o'er the altar; it hath done meritori-

ous service.

Mrs. Ford. V\1iat think you ? May we, with

the warrant of womanhood and the witness oi a
good conscience, pursue him with any furliier

revenge ?

Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure,
scared out of him; if the devil have him not in

fee-simple, whh fine and recovery, he will never,
I think, in the way of waste, attempt us again.
Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell mu husbands how

we have served him ?

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means; if it be bul lo

scrape the figures out of youi husband's braiii;;.

II they can find in their hearts the poor un\niu-
ous fat knight shall be any further afllicted, we
two will still be the ministers.

Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant they'll have him
publicly shamed : and melhinks (here would le
no period lo the jest should he not be publicly
shamed.

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then,
shape it: I wouldnot have things cool. {Ejietint.

ScFNE III.

—

A Room ill the Garter P.m.

Enter IlosT and Bardolph.

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have thiee
of your horses: the duke himself will be lo-

morrowat court, and they are going to meet him.
Host. What duke should that be comes so .•se-

cretly? I hear not of him in the court. Let me
speak with the gentlemen ; they speak English.

Bard. Ay, sir; I '11 call them to you.
Host. They shall have my horses; but I'll

make them pay ; I '11 sauce them : they have hud
my houses a week at conmiand ; I have turned
away my other guests : they must come off; 1

"11

sauce them. Come. {Exeunt,

Scene IV. — .-; Room in Ford's Ilonse.

Enter Pagi:, Foi;n, Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford,
and .Sir 11 UGH EvA.NS.

Eva. 'Tis one of the pest discretions of a
'oman as ever I did look upon.

Page. And did he send you both these letters

at an instant?

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour.
Ford. P?.rdt>n me, wife. Henceforth, do

what thou wilt

;

I rather will suspect the sun with cold

Than thee with wantonness: now doth thy
honour stand,

In him that was of late an heretic,

As firm as faith.

Page. 'Tis well, 'tis well ; no more*
Be not as extreme in submission
iis in offence

;

But let our plot go forv.'ard: let our wives
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Wt once again, lo make us public sport,

Appoint a meeting wiih this old fat fellow,

Whcte we may take him and disgrace him for it.

Ford. There is no belter way than that they

sfjoke of.

l\s;e. How ! to send him word they '11 meet

h;:n in the park at midnight; fie, fie; he'll

n vt'r come.
Eva. You say he has been thrown into the

rivers : and has been grievously peat en as an old

'oiiian ; methinks there should be terrors in him
111 U he should not come ; methinks iiis flesh is

punished, he shall have no desires.

y'7C«. So think I too. [when he comes,
Mn. Ford. Devise but how you '11 use him

And let us two devise to bring him thither.

Alri. Pdi^e. There is an old tale goes, that

IJerne the hunter.

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest,

Dolh aH the winter time, at still midnight,

W.ilk round about an oak, wilh great ragg'dhorns:

A nd there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattli-.

And makes milch-kine yielti blood, and shakes

a chain

In a most hideous and dreadful manner : [know
\u\\ have heard of such a spirit ; and well you
'J'lie superstitious idle-headed eld

Received, and did deliver to our age.

This tale of Heme the hunter for a truth, [fear

Pa(;e. Why, yet there want not many that do
In deep of night to walk by this Heme's oak :

But what of this?

Mr!.. Ford. Marry, this is our device ;

TIkU Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us,

J^isgiMsed, like Heme, with huge horns on his

head. [come,
Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll

And in this shape. When you have brought him
thither,

Wh:il shall be done with him? what is your plot ?

Mrs. /'ai:^e. That likewise have we thought
upon, and thus :

Nm Page my daughter, and my little son,
And three or four more of their growth, we '11

dress [white.
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and
^Vith rounds of waxen tapers on their heads.
And rattles in their hands ; upon a sudden.
As FalstafT, she, and I, are newly met.
Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once
With some diffused song ; upon their sight
We two in great amazedness will fly :

Then let them all encircle him about.
And fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight

;

And ask him why that hour of fairy revel

In their so sacred paths he dares to tread
In shape profane.

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth.

Let the sup|)osed fairies pinch him sound.
And burn him with their tapers.

Mrs. Page. The truth being known,
We'll all present ourselves, dis-horn the spirit,

,\nd mock him home lo Windsor.
Ford. The children must

Re practised well to this or they '11 ne'er do't.

E7Ja. I will teach tlie children their l^ehavi-

ours ; and I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to
burn the knight with my taber.

Ford. That will be excellent. I'll go buy
them vizards. [all the fairies,

Mrs. J'age. My Nan shall be the queen of

I'"inely attired in a robe of white. [time
Page. That silk will I go buy;—and in that

Shall Master Slender steal my Nan away. [Ast'de.

And marry her at Eton. Go, send to Fal-

staff straight. [Brook;
Ford. Nay, I'll to him again, in name oif

1 ie '11 tell me all his purpose. Sure, he '11 come.
Mrs. Page. Fear not you that, (jo, get us

properties.

And tricking for our fairies.

Eva. Let us about it. It is admirable plea-

sures, and fery honest knaveries.

[Exeunt Page, Ford, attd Evans.
Mrs. Page. Go, Mistress Ford,

Send quickly to Sir John to know his mind.
[Exit Mrs. Ford.

I '11 to the doctor ; he hath my good-will,

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page.
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot

;

And he my husband best of all affects :

The doctor is well money'd, and his friends

Potent at court ; he, none but he, shall have her,

Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave
her. [Extl.

Scene V.

—

A Eoom in the Carter Jtin.

Enter FIost a;/^/ Simple.

Host. WTiat wouldst thou have, boor ? what,
thick -skin? speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short,

quick, snap.

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir

John Falstaff from Master Slender.

Host. There 'shischamber.hishousc.hiscastle,

his standing-bed and truckle-bed ; 'lis painted

about with the story of the Prodigal, fresh and
new. Go, knock and call ; he'll speak like an
Ant/iro/'o/'/iagin ia ft wnto thee. Ivnock, I say.

Sim. There 's an old woman, a fat woman,
gone up into his chamber ; I '11 be so bold as

stay, sir, till she come down ; I come to speak
with her, indeed.

J/ost. lia ! a fat woman ! the knight may be
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robbed : I '11 call.—Bully knight ! Bully Sir

John ! speak from thy lungs military. Art thou

there ? it is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls.

Fal. [Adoz'e.] How now, mine host?

JIos/. Here 's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the

coming down of thy fat woman. Let her descend,

bully, let her descend ; my chambers are honour-

able. Fie 1 privacy ? fie !

Enter Falstaff.

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman
even now with me ; but she 's gone.

Sim. Pray you, sir, was 't not the wise woman
of Brentford ?

Fal. Ay, marry was it, muscle-shell, "\^^lat

would you with her ?

Sim. My master, sir, my Master Slender, sent

to her, seeing her go thorough the streets, to

know, sir, whether one Nym, sir, that beguiled

him of a chain had the chain'or no.

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it.

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir ?

Fal. Marry, she says that the very same man
that beguiled MasterSlenderof his chain cozened
him of it.

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the

woman herself; I had other things tohave spoken
with her too, from him.

Fal. What are they ? let us know.
Host. Ay, come ; quid:.

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir.

Fal. Conceal them, or thou diest.

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about
Mistress .\nne Page ; to know if it were my mas-
ter's fortune to have her or no.

Fal. 'Tis, 'tis his fortune.

Sim. What, sir ?

Fal. To have her,—or no. Go ; say the

woman told me so.

Sim. May I be so bold to say so, sir ?

Fal. Ay, Sir Tike ; who more bold ?

Sim. I thank your worship: I shall make my
master glad with these tidings. S^Ex. Simfi.f..

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, Sir

John. Was there a wise woman with thee ?

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one that

•hath taught me more wit than ever I learned

before in my life : and I paid nothing for it

neither, bat was paid for my learning.

Enter Bardolfh.

Bard. Out, alas, sir ! cozenage ! mere cozenage

!

Host. Where be my horses ? speak well of

them, varletto.

Bard. Run away with the cozeners : for so

soon as I came beyond Eton they threw me Oit

from behmd one of them in a slougii of mire ;

and set spurs and away, like three German
devils, three Doctor Faustuses.

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke,
villain : do not say they be fled ; Germans are
honest men.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans.
Eva. Where is mine host ?

Host. What is the matter, sir ?

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments

:

there is a friend of mine come to town tells me
there is three couzin germans that has cozened
all the hosts of Readings, of Maidenhead, of
Colebrook, of horses and money. I tell you
for good-will, look you : you are wise, and full

of gibes and vlouting-stogs ; and 'tis not con-
venient you should be cozened : fare you .veil.

I Exit.
Enter Dr. Caius.

Cains. Vere is mine Host de Jarterre ?

Host. Here, master doctor, in perplexity
and doubtful dilemma.

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it is tell-

a me dat you make grand preparation for a
duke de Jar/natty : by my trot dere is no duke
dat de court is know to come ; I tell you for

good-vill : adieu. [Exit.
Host. Hue and cry, villain, go :-—assist me,

knight; I am undone: fly, nin, hue and cry,

villain ! I am undone !

[Exeunt Host and Bard.
Fal. I would all the world might be cozened

;

for I have been cozened and beaten too. If it

should come to the ear o the court how I have
been transformed, and how my transformation
hath been washed and cudgelled, they would
melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor

fishermen's boots with me ; I warrant they
would whip me with their fine wits till I were
as crest-fallen as a dried pear. I never pros-

pered since I foreswore myself at p7-i»tero.

Well, if my wind w^ere but lojig enough to say
my prayers, I would repent.

—

Enter Mrs. Quickly.

Now ! whence come you ?

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth.

Fal. The devil take one party and his dam
the other, and so they shall be both bestowed !

I have suffered more for their sakes, more than
the villanous inconstancy of man's disposition

is able to bear.

Quick. And have not they suffered ? Vcs, I

warrant ; speciously one of them ; Mistress

Ford, good heart, is beaten black and blue,

that you cannot see a white spot about her.

Fal. WTiAt tell'st thou me of black and blue?
r. 2
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I was beaten myself into all the colours of the

rainbow ; and I was like to be apprehended

for the witch of Brentford ; but that my ad-

mirable dexterity of wit, my counterfeiting the

action of an old woman, delivered me, the

knave constable had set me i' the stocks, i' the

common stocks, for a witch.

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your

chamber: you shall hear how things go; and, I

warrant, to your content. Here is a letter will

s.iy somewlmt. Oood hearts, what ado here is

to biing you together ! Sure, one of you does

not serve heaven well, that you are so crossed.

Fal. Come up into my chamber. \^Exeimt.

SCK-NE VI.

—

Another Room in the Garter [int.

Enter Fenton a7id Host.

Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me; mymind
is heavy, I will give over all. [purpose,

Feftl. Yet hear me speak. Assist me in my
And, as I am a gentleman, I'll give thee

A liimdred pound in gold, more than your hx-^s.

Host. I will hear you. Master Fenton ; and
I will, at the least, keep your coun.sel.

Feiit. From time to time I haveacquainted you
Wiih the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ;

\'/ho, mutually, hath answer'd my affection,

—

SSo far forth as herself might be her chooser,

—

Even to my wish : I have a letter from her

Of such contents as you will wonder at

;

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter
That neither, singly, can be manifested

Without the show of both;—wherein fat Falstaff

Hath a great scene : the image of the jest

[Showing the letter.

I 'II show you here at large. Hark, good mine
host, [one,

To-night at Heme's oak, just 'twixt twelve and
Must my sweet Nan present the fairy queen :

The purpo.se why is here ; in which disguise,

WHiile other jests are something rank on foot.

Her father hath commanded her to slip

Away with Slender, and with him at Eton
Immediately to marry : she hath consented :

Now, sir.

Her mother, ever strong against that match,
And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed
That he shall likewise shufHe her away
\\Tiile other sports are tasking of their minds,
And at the deanery, where a priest attends,

Straight marry her : to this her mother's plot

She, seemingly obedient, likewi.se hath
Made promise to the doctor:—Now thus it rests;

Her father means she shall be all in white ;

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time
To take her by the hand and bid her go,

She shallgo with him: her mother hath intended.

The better to denote her to the doctor,

—

For they must all be mask'd and vizarded,

—

That, quaint in green, she shall be loose enrobed.

With ribands pendant, flaring 'bout her head;

And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe,

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that loken.

The maid hath given consent to go with him.

Uost. Which means she to deceive ? father

or mother ?

Fent. Both, mygood host, to goalong withme:
And here it rests,—that you '11 procure the vicar

To stay for me at church, 'twixt twelve and one,

And, in the lawful name of marrj'ing.

To give our hearts united ceremony. [vicar

:

Host. Well, husband your device; I '11 to the

Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest.

Fe7tt. So shall I evermore be bound to thee;

Besides, I 'II make a present recompense.
\^Exeitnt,

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Garter /w«.

Enter Falstaff and Mrs. QuiCKLY.

Fal. fVythee, no more prattling:—go.

I 'II hold. This is the third time ; I hope good
luck lies in odd numbers. Away, go ; they

say there is divinity in odd numbers, either ia

nativity, chance, or death.—Away.
Qniik. I'll provide you a chain: and I'll

do what I can to get you a pair of horns.

Fal. Away, I say; time wears: hold up your

head, and mince. [Exit Mrs. Quickly.

Enter Ford.

How now. Master Brook? Master Brook, the

matter will be kno\\Ti to-night or never. Ba
you in the Park about midnight, at Heme's
oak, and you shall see wonders.

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as

you told me you had appointed.

Fal. I went to her, Master Brook, as you
see, like a poor old man ; but I came from her.

Master Brook, like a poor old woman. That
same knave. Ford her husband, hath the finest

mad devil of jealousy in him, Master Brook,

that ever governed frenzy. I will tell you.

—

He beat me grievously, in the shape of a
woman ; for in the shape of man. Master

Brook, I fear not Goliath with a weaver's

beam; because I know also life is a shuttle. I

am in haste ; go along with me ; I '11 tell you
all. Master Brook. Since I plucked geese,

played truant, and whipped top, I knew not

what it was to be beaten till lately. Follow

me : I '11 tell you strange things of this knave
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Ford, on whom to-night I will be revenged,
and I will deliver his wife into your hand. ~
Follow. Strange things in hand, Masttr
Brook ! follow. [Jt.xei/fi/.

Scene II.— Windsor Park.

Enter Page, Sh.'^llow, aiui Slender,

Page. Come, come ; we 'II couch i' the

castle-ditch till we see the light of our fairies.

—Remember, son Slender, my daughter.
Slen. Ay, forsooth ; I have spoke with her,

and we have a nay-word how to know one
another ; I come to her in white and cry mw)t

;

she cries btidget ; and by that we know one
another.

Shal. That 's good too: but what needs either

your mum or her budget? the white will decipher
her well enough.— It hath struck ten o'clock.

Page. The night is dark ; light and spirits

will become it well. Heaven prosper our
sport ! No man means evil but the devil, and
we shall know him by his horns. Let 's away ;

follow me. ,.- OOQC^t^ [E.xeiiut.

Scene III.

—

The Street in Windsor.

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Dr. Caius.

Mrs. Page. Master doctor, my daughter is

in green: when you see your time, take her by
the hand, away with her to tlic deanery, and
dispatch it quickly. Go before into tlie park ;

we two must go together.

Caitis. I know vat I have to do ; adieu.

ilfrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. {Exit
Caius.] My husband will not rejoice so much
at the abuse of FalstafI as he will chafe at the

doctor's marrying my daughter : hut 'tis no
matter; better a little chi(hng than a great deal

of heart-break.

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her

troop of fairies? and the Welsh devil, Hugh?
Afrs. Pag% They are all couched in a pit

hard by Kerne's oak, with obscured lights

;

v.hich, at the ver)' instant of FalstafPs and our
meeting, they will at once display to the night.

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze
him.

Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed he will be
mocked ; if he be amazed he will every way be
mocked.
Mrs. Ford. We '11 betray him finely.

Mrs. Page. Against such levvdsters and their

lechery.

Those that betray them do no treachery.

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on. To the

oak, to the oak ! [Exeunt.

Scene W.— Windsor Par/c.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, an.i dairies.

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come; and remember
your parts: be pold, I pray you; follow nie into
thepit

; and v.hen I give the walcli-'ords, do as
I pid you. Come, come; trib, trilj. {Exeunt.

Scene \.—Another part of the Park.

Enter Falstafi- disguised, with a biick\

head on.

Fa!. Tlie Windsor bell hath struck tv.elve ;

the minute draws on. Now the hot-hloodcd
gods assist me : —Remember, Jove, thou wast
a bull for thy Europa ; love set on thy h--;:!;s.

- O jx)vverful love ! that in some respects
makes a beast a man ; in some oilier a man a
beast.—You were also, Jupiter, a swan, for the
love of Leda :—O omnipotent love ! how ne:ir

the god drew^ to the complexion of a goose?—
A fault done first in the form of a beast :- ()

Jove, a beastly fault ! and then another fault in

the semblance of a fowl ; think on 't, Jove ; a
foul fault.—When gods have hot backs what
shall poor men do ? For me, I am here a
Windsor stag ; and the fattest, I think, i' the
forest. Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or v.ho
can blame me to piss my tallow ? \\'ho conjcs
here ? my doe ?

Enter Mrs. Ford and J/rs. FauE.

A/rs. Ford. Sir John ? art thou there, my
deer ? my male deer ?

Fat. My doe with the black scut ?—Let the

sky rain potatoes ; let it thunder to the tune of
Green Sieeves; hail kissing-comfits, and snow
eringoes ; let there come a tempest of provoca-
tion, I will shelter me here. [Embracing h,r.

Airs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with n.e,

sweetheart.

Fat. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a
haunch : I will keep my sides to myself, my
shoulders for the fellow of this walk, and niy

horns I bequeath your husbands. Am 1 a
woodman? ha! Speak I like Heme ilie

hunter?—Why, now is Cupid a child of c-';n-

science; he makes restitution. As I am a t>ue

spirit, welcome ! [A'oise witliin,

Airs. Page. Alas ! what noise ?

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins !

Fat. What should tliis be ?

Mrs. Ford. 1 . r ^, a
I/;-5 Pav i

^^^'^y> ^^^'•'^y- [They run oft.

Fal. I think the devil will not have me
damned lest the oil that is in me should set liell

on fire ; he would never else cross re.e rius.
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Eitfi-r Sir Hugh Evans, like a satyr ; Mrs.
Quickly and Pistol ; Anne Page, as the

Fairy Queen, attended by her brother and
others, dressed like fairies, with waxen tapers

on their heads.

Quick, l-'airies, black, gray, green, and white,

You moonshine revellers and shades of night,

Y'ou orphan-heirs of fixed destiny,

Attend your office and your quality.

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes.

Pist. Elves, list your names; silence, you airy-

toys.

Cricket, to Windsor chimneys slialt thou leap

:

\\'liere fires thou find'st unrak'd, and hearths un-

S\VC]M,

There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry

:

Our radiant ijueen hates sluts and sluttery.

Fal. They are fairies; he that speaks to them
shall die : [eye.

I'll wink and couch: no man their works must
\^Lies down upon his face.

Eva. Where's I'ede?—Go you, and where
you find a maid

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said.

Raise up the organs of her fantasy,

Sleep she as sound as careless infancy ;

But those as sleep and think not on their sms,

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides,

and shins.

Quick. About, about ;

Search Windsor castle, elves, within and out :

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room ;

That it may stand till the perpetual doom,
In state as wholesome as in state 'tis fit.

Worthy the owner and the owner it.

The several chairs of order look you scoui

With juice of balm and every precious (lower ;

Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest.

With loyal blazon evermore be blest !

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing,

Like to the Garter's compass, in a ring :

The expressure that it bears, green let it be,

More fertile-fresh than all the field to see ;

And, Uony soil qui maty pcnse write.

In emerald tufts, llowers purple, blue and v\hite :

Like sapj)hire, [learl, and rich embroidei")',

l>uckled below fair knighthood's bending knee :

I'airies use flowers for their charactery.

Away ; disperse : but, 'tis one o'clock.

Our dance of custom, round about the oak
Of Heme ihe hunter, let us not forget.

Eva. Pray you, lock hand in hand ; your-

selves in order set

:

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be.

To guide our measure round about the tree.

But, stay : I smell a man of middle earth.

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh
fair)' ! lest he transform me to a piece of cheese I

Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o'erlook'd even
in thy birth.

Quick. With trial-fire touch me his finger end:

If he be chaste, the flame will back descend
And turn him to no pain ; but if he start,

It is the flesh of a corru[)ted heart.

Pist. A trial, come.
Eva. Come, will this wood take fire ?

[ They burn him with their tapers.

Fal. Oh, oh, oh !

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted indesire!

About him, fairies ; sing a scornful rhyme ;

And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time.

Eva. It is right ; indeed he is full of lecheries

and iniquity.

SONG.

I'"ye oil sinful fantasy!
I"ye on lust .Tnd luxury !

Lust is bu! a bloody fire,

Kiiulleil with uiicliastc desire,

Fed in heart ; whose flames aspire,

As thout;lits do blow them, higher and higher.
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ;

Tinch him for his villany
;

I'inch him, and burn him, and turn him about,
Till candles, and star-light, and moonshine be out.

Diirini; this soitf; the fairies pinch FalstafP.
L">octiir Cai us comes one ivay, and steals away
a/airy in ^reeii ; Sli:nd R another ivay, and
ta/iis offafairy in lu/iiie ; and Fenton comes,
and sieats away Mrs. AjjsE Page. A noise

of hunfing is made "mi thin. All the fairies
rtin awiiy. Falstaff pulls off his buck's
head and rises.

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, aW Mrs.
Ford. They lay hold on him.

rage. Nay, do not fly; I think we have
watch'd you now :

Will none but Heme the hunter serve your turn?
Mrs. Page. I pray you come ; hold up the

jest no higher :

—

Now, good SirJohn, how like you Windsor wives?

See you these, husband ? do not these fair yokes
P>ecome the forest better than the town ?

Ford. Now, sir, who's a cuckold now?

—

Master Brook, Falstaff 's a knave, a cuckoldly
knave; here are his horns. Master Brook : and,
Master Brook, he hath enjoyed nothingof Ford's

but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and twenty
pounds of money ; which must be paid to

^^aster Brook ; his horses are arrested for it,

Master Brook.
i\Irs. Fo7-d. Sir John, we have had ill luck ;

we could never meet. I will never take you
for my love again, but I will always count you
my deer.
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Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made
;in ass.

Fo7-d. Ay, and an ox too ; both the proofs

are extant.

Fal. And these are not fairies ? I was three

or four times in the thought they were not

fairies : and yet the guiltiness of my mind, the

sudden surprise of my powers, drove the gross-

Tifss ui the foppery into a received belief, in de-

spite of the teeth of all rhyme and reason, that

they were fairies. See now how wit may be
made a Jack-a-lent when 'tis upon ill employ-
ment.

Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got and leave
your desires, and fairies will not pinse you.

]''ord. Well said, fairy Hugh.
Eva. And leave you your jealousies too, I

pray you.

Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again,

till thou art able to woo her in good English.

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun, and
dried it, that it wants matter to prevent so gross

o'er-reaching as this? Am I ridden wiih a
Welsh goat too? Shall I have a coxcomb of

frize ? 'Tis time I were choked with a piece of

toasted cheese.

Eva. Seese is not good to give putter ; your
pelly is all putter.

Fal. Seese and putter ! have I lived to stand

at the taunt of one that makes fritters of English ?

This is enougli to be the decay of lust and late-

walking through the realm.

Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think,

though we would have thrust virtue out of our
hearts by the head and shoulders, and have given
ourselves without scruple to hell, that ever the

devil could have made you our delight?
Ford. What ! a hodge-pudding? a bag of flax?

Mrs. Page. A puffed man ?

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable

entrails?

Foi-d. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ?

Page. iKnA as poor as Job ?

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ?

Eva. And given to fornications, and to

taverns, and sack, and wine, and metheglins,
and to drinkings, and swearings, and starings,

pribbles, and prabbles ?

Fal. Well, I am your theme : you have the

Start of me ; I am dejected ; 1 am not able to

answer the Welsh flannel : ignorance itself is a

plummet o'er me ; use me as you will.

Foi'd. Marry, sir, we '11 bring you to Windsor,
to one Master Brook, that you have cozened of

money, to whom you should have been a p>ander:

over and above that you have suffered, I think,

to repay that money will be a biting affliction.

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to
make amends

:

Forgive that sum, and so we'll all be friends.

Ford. Well, here's my hand ; all's forgiven
at last.

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shall eat

a posset to-nighl at my house ; where I will de-
sire thee to laugh at my wife, that now laughs
at thee. Tell her Master Slender hath married
her daughter.

M)-s. Page. Doctois doubt that : if Anne
Page be my daughter, she is by this Doctor
Caius' wife. [Aside.

Enter Slender.

Slen. Who—ho ! ho ! father Page !

Page. Son ! how now? how now, son ? have
you dispatched ?

Slen. Dispatched !— I '11 make the best in

Gloucestershire know on 't ; would I were
hanged, la, else.

Page. Of what, son ?

.Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry Mis-
tress Anne Page, and she's a great lubberly

boy. If it had not been i' the church I would
have swinged him, or he should have swinged
me. If I did not think it had been Anne Page,
would I might never stir, and 'tis a postmaster's

boy.

Page. Upon my hfe then you took the wrong.
Slen. What need you tell me that ? I think

so, when I took a boy for a girl. If I had been
married to him, for all he was in woman's ap-

parel, I would not have had him.
Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not

I tell you how you should know my daughter
by her garments ?

Slen. I went to her in white and cried niinn,

and she cried budget, as Anne and I had ap-

pointed ; and yet it was not Anne, but a ]50bt-

master's Vjoy.

Eva. Jeshu ! Master Slender, cannot you see

but marry boys ?

Page. Oh, Iam vexed at heart : what shallldo?

M}-s. Page. Good George, be not angry : I

knew of your purpose ; turned my daughter into

green ; and, indeed, she is now with the doctor

at the deanery, and there married.

Enter Caius.

Caius. Vere is Mistress Page ? By gar, I

am cozened ; I ha' married tm garfon, a boy ;

U7i paisan, by gar, a boy ; it is not Anne Page

:

by gar, I am cozened.

Mrs. Page. WTiy, did you take her in green ?

Caius. Ay, by gar, and 'tis a boy : by gar,

I '11 raise all Windsor. [Exit CaiuS.
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Ford. Thb is strange. Who hath got the

sriglit Anne ?

rage. My heart misgives me :—here comes

Master Fenton.

Enter Fenton and Anne Page.

How now, Master Fenton ?

Anne Pardon, good father ! good my mother,

pardon !

Page. Now, Mistress, how chance you went

not with Master Slendei ?

Mis. Page. VN'hy went you not with master

doctor, maid?
fail. You do amaze her : ITear the truthofit.

You would have married her most shamefully,

Wiiere there was no proportion held in love.

Tile truth is, she and I, long since contracted,

Aic now so sure that nothing can dissolve us.

The offence is holy that she hath committed :

And this deceit loses the name of craft,

Of disobedience, or unduteous title ;

Since therein she doth e\ntate and shun
A thousand irreligious cursed hours, [her.

Which forced marriagewould have brought upon

Ford. Stand notamazed: here isno remedy:

—

In love, the heavens themselves do guide the

stale ;

Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate.

Fal. I am glad, though you have ta'en a
special stand to strike at me, that your arrow
hath glanced.

I^age. Well, what rcmetly? Fenton, heaven
give thee joy !

VMiat cannot be eschewed must be embraced.
Fal. When night-dogs run all sorts of deer

are chased.

Eva. I will dance and eat plums at j'our

wedding.
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no further :

—

Master Fenton,

I leaven give you many, many merry days !

—

(jood husband, let us eveiy one go home,
And laugh ihLs sport o'er by a country fire;

Sir John and all.

Ford. Let it be so :—Sir John,
To Master Brook you yet shall hold your word;
For he, to-night, shall lie with Mistress Ford.

{^Exeunt,
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IMaria, Olivia's Woman.

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Ofricers, MusicianSj
and other Attendants.

Scene,—A City in Illyria ; and the Sea-coast -near it.

ACT I.

SceneI.—An Apartment in thc'DMK'Eli, Palace.

Enter DuKE, CuRiO, Lords; Musicians
attending.

Duke. If music be the food of Jove, play on.
Give me excess of it ; that, snrfciung,

The appetite may sicken and so die.

—

Tliat strain again ;—it had a (iyiiig fall ;

O, it came o'er my ear like the sweel south,

That breathes upon a bank of violets.

Si ealing, and giving odour.—Enough; no more ;

'Tis not so sweet now as it was before.

O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou i

That, notwithstanding thy capacity

Kecciveth as the sea, nouglu enters there,

Of what validity and pitch soever.

Put falls into abatement and low price

Even in a minute 1 so full of shapes is fancy,

That it alone is high-fantastical.

Cnr. Will you go hunt, my lord ?

Duke. WTiat, Curio ?

Cur. The hart.

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have :

O, when raine eyes did see Olivia first,

Tilelliought she purg'd the air of pestilence ;

I'hat instant was I tum'd into a hart ;

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds,
E'er since pursue me. — How nov/ ? what

news from her ?

Enter Valentlne.

VaL So please my lord, I might not be ad-
mitted^,

But from her handmaid do return this answer :

The element itself, till seven years' heat.

Shall not behold her face at ample view
;

But, like a cloistress, she will veiled wall.-,

And water once a-day her chamber round
With eye-o.' ending brine : all this to season
A brother's dead love, which she would keephcsh
And lasting in her sad remembrance. [frame,

Duke. O, she that hath a heart of that fiiic

To pay this debt of love but to a brother,
How will she love when the rich golden sh.-..''t

Hath kiil'd the flock of all affections else

That live in her ! when liver, brain, and heart.
These sov'reign thrones, are all supplied and

fiird,—
Her sweet perfections,—wiih one self king !-^

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers
;

Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with
bowers. [Exezinl.

Scene \\.— The Sea-coast.

Enter ViOLA, Captain, and Sailors.

Vio. What counti7, friends, is this?

Cap. Illyria, lady.

Vio. And what should I do in Illyria?

My brother he is in Elysium.
Perchance he is not dro^vn'd :—What think

you, sailors.'' [sav'd.

Cap. It is perchance that yon yourself wcie
Vio. O my ^oi brother ! and so perchance,

may he be. [with chance.
Cap. True, madam ; and, to comfort you

Assure yourself, after our ship did split.

When you, and thai poor number sav'd with you,

Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother.

Most provident in peril, bind himself,

—

Courage and hope both teaching him the prac-

tice,

—

T'l a strong mast that liv'd upon the sea;

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back.
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1 saw him hold acquainlance with the waves

So long as I could see.

r/o,' For saying so, ihcre s gold :

Mine own escape unfoldelli lo my hope,

Wherclo ihy speech serves for authority,

The like of him. Know'st thou this country?

(V7/>. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and

horn

Kot three hours' travel from this very place.

Ffo. Who governs here ?

Ca/>. A noble duke, in nature

A.^ in his name.
Fio. What is his name ?

Ca/). Orsino.

!/7o. Orsino ! I have heard my father name
him.

lie was a bachelor then.

Cap. And so is now.

Or was so very late : for but a month

A^') I went from hence ; and then 'twas fresh

III murmur,—as you know, what great ones do,

Ti-..' less will prattle of,—that he did seek

Tl>-' love t)f fair Olivia.

/ ;o. What 's she ?

Cr7/>. \ virtuous maid, the daughter of a count

That died some twelvemonth since ; then leav-

ing her

In the protection of his son, her brother.

Who shortly also died : for whose dear love.

Til 'y say, she hath abjured the company
A:'.(l sight of men.

/7<;.~ O that I served that lady !

A:id might not be delivered to the world,

Till I had made mine own occasion mellow

Wh:it my estate is.

Ca/>. That were hard to compass ;

Been use she will admit no kind of .suit.

No, not the duke's.

l-'7o. There isafair behaviour in thee, captain ;

And though that nature with a beauteous w.all

Doih oft close in pollution, yet of thee

I will believe thou hast a mind that suits

With this thy fair and outward character.

I pray thee, and I '11 pay thee bounteously,

Conceal me what I am ; and be my aid

For such disguise as, haply, shall become
The form of my intent. I '11 serve this duke ;

Thou shall present me as an eunuch to him ;

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing.

And speak to him in many sorts of music

Tliat will allow me very worth his service.

W hat else may hap to time I will commit

;

Only shape thou thy silence to my wit.

CaJ>. Be you his eunuch and your mute I 'II be

;

WHienmy tongue blabs, then let mine eyes notsee !

V^So. I thank thee. Lead me on.

[Exeuni.

ScKNE III.

—

A Room in Olivia'.s House.

Enler Sir ToBV Belch and Maria.

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to

lake ihe ileath of her brother thus ? I am sure

care 's an enemy t( life.

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come
m earlier o' nights ; your cousin, my lady, takes

great exceptions to your ill hours.

Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted.

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself

within the modest limits of order.

Sit I'o. C'onfine ? I '11 confine myself no finer

ihanhim : ihe.seclothesaregood enough to drhik

m, and so be these boots loo ; an ihey be not,

let thein hang themselves in their own straps.

Mar. 'l"hat quaffing and drinking will undo

you : 1 heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and

of a foolish knight that you brought in one

night iicre to be her wooer.

".S» To. Who ? Sir Andrew .^gue-cheek ?

Mar. Ay, he.

Sir I'o. 1 le 's as tall a man as any 's in Illyria.

Mar. What 's that lo the purpose ?

Sir To. NVhy, he has three thousand ducats

a-year

.

IShir. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all

these ducats ; he 's a very fool, and a prodigal.

Sir To. Fye, that you 'II say so ! he plays o'

the viol-de-gambo, and speaks three or four

languages word for word without book, and

h.ith all the good gifts of nature.

Mar. 1 le hath, indeed,—almost natural : for,

brsides thai he 's a fool, he's a great quarreller ;

and, but that he hath the gift of a coward Icj

allay ihe gust he hath in quarrelling, 'tis

thought .imong the prudenl he would quickly

have the gift of a grave.

Sir To. By this hand^J hey are scoundrels and

substractors that say so of him. Who are they >

Mar. They that add, moreover, he's drunk

nightly in your coTupany.

.SVr To. With drinking healths to my niece ;

1 '11 drink to her as long as there is a passage in

my throat \\m\ drink in Illyria. He's a co\vard

and a coystril that will not drink to my niece

till his brains turn o' the toe like a parish-top.

What, wench ? Casliliano-vulgo ! for here

comes Sir Andrew Ague-face.

Enter Sir ANDIiEW AgUE-CHEEK.

Sir tUi'i. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir

Toby Belch ?

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ?

Sir A fid. Bless you, fair shrew.

Mar. And you too, sir.

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost.
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Sir And. What 's that ?

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid.

Sir And. Good Mistress Accost, 1 desire

better acquaintance.

Mar. My name is Mary, sir.

Sir And. Ciood Mistress Mary Accost,—
Sir To. You mistake, knight : accost is.

front her, board her, woo her, assail her.

Sir And. By my troth, I would not under-

take her in this company. Is that the meaning

of accost ?

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen.

Si> To. .\n thou let part so, Sir Andrew,
would thou iiiightst never draw sword again.

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would

I miglit never draw sword again. Fair lady,

do you think you have fools in hand ?

Mar. Sir, 1 have not you by the hand.

.S7;- And. Marry, but you shall have ; and

here 's my hand.

Mar. Now, sir, thought is free. I pray you,

bring your In.md to the buttery-bar and let it

drink.

5// And. Wlierefore, sweetheart? svhal "s

youp metaplior 1

Mar. It 's dry, sir.

Sir And. VVJiy, I think so ; I am not such

an ass but I can keep my hand di7. But

what 's your jest ?

A/,ir. A dry jest, sir.

Sir And. Are you full of them ?

A'hir. A)', sir ; I have them at my fingers'

ends : marry, now I letgo your hand I am barren.

{Exit Maria.
Sir To. O knight, thou lack'st a cup of

canary : When did I see thee so put down?
Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; unless

you see canary put me ilown. Methinks some-

times I have no more wit than a Christian or an

ordinary man has ; but I am a great eatei of

beef, and, I believe, that does harm to my wit

Sir To. No question.

.Sir And. An I thought that, I 'd forswear it.

I '11 ride home to-morrow, Sir Toby,
. Sir To. Fottrqiioy, my dear knight ?

Sir And. What \z pourqiwy ? do or not do?

I would I had bestowed that time in the tongues

that I have in fencing, dancing, and bear-bait-

ing. O, had I but followed the arts !

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent

head of hair.

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my
hair ?

Sir To. Past questior : for thou seest it will

not curl by nature.

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough,

does't not?

Sir To. Excellent ; it hangs like flax on a
distaff; and I hope to see a housewife take thee
between her legs and spin it olT.

Sir And. Faith, I '11 home to-morrow, Sir
Toby

; your niece will not be seen ; or, if she
be, it 's four to one she '11 none of me ; the couriit

liimself here hard by woos her.

Sir To. She '11 none o' the count ; she '11 not
match above her degree, neither in estate, years,

nor wit ; I have heard her swear it. Tut, there's

life in 't, man.
Sir And. I '11 stay a month longer. I am

a fellow o' the strangest mind i' the world; I

delight in masques and revels sometimes alto-

gether.

Sir To. Art thou good at these kick-shaws,
knight ?

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he
be, under the degree of my betters ; and yet I

will not compare with an old man.
Sir To. What is thy e.xcellence in a galliard,

knight ?

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper.

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to 't.

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back-trick

simply as strong as any man in Illyria.

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid ?

wherefore have these gifts a curtain before them ?

are they like to take dust, like Mistress Mall's

picture? why dost ihou not go to church in a

galliard and come home in a coranto ? My very

walk should be a jig ; I would not so much as

make water but in a sink-a-pace. What dost

thou mean ? is it a world to hide virtues in ? I

did think, by the excellent constitution of thy

leg, it was formed under the star of a galliard.

Sir And. Ay, 'tis strong, and it does indiffer-

ent well in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we
set about some revels ?

Sir To. What shall we do else? were we not

born under Taurus ?

Sir And. Taurus? that 's sides and heart.

Sir To. No, sir ; it is legs and thighs. Let

me see thee caper : ha ! higher : ha, ha !—ex-

cellent ! YExciint.

Scene IV.

—

.A. Room in the Duke's Palace.

Enter Valentine, and Viola in inatt^s attire.

Val. If the duke continue these favours to-

wards you, Cesario, you are like to be much ad-

vanced ; he hath known you but three days, and

already you are no stranger.

Vio. You either fear his humour or my negli-

gence, that you call in question the continuance

of his love. Is he inconstant, sir, in his favours ?

Val. No, beheve me.
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Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants.

Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count.

I>ukc. Who saw Cesario, ho ?

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here,

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof.—Cesario,

Thou know'st no less but all ; I have unclasp'd

To ihec the book even of my secret soul

:

Therefore, good youth, address tliy gait untoher

;

Be not denied access, stand at her doors,

Aiul tell them there thy fixed foot shall grow

Till thou have audience.

yio. Sure, my noLlc lord.

If she be so abandoned to her sorrow

As it is spoke, she never will admit me.

Duke. Ik' clamorous, and leap all civil bounds,

Rather than make unprofited return.

Vio. Say I do speak with her, my lord.

What then ?

Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love,

Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith :

It shall become thee well to act my woes ;

She will attend it belter in thy youth

Than in u nuncio of more grave aspect.

Via. I think not so, my lord.

Dnke. Dear lad, believe it.

For they shall yet belie thy happy years

That say thou art a man : Diana's lip

Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe

Is as the maiden's organ, shrill and sound,

And all is semblative a woman's part.

I know thy constellation is right apt

For this affair :—Some four or five attend him :

All, if you v,'ill ; for I myself am best

When least in company :—Prosper well in this

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord,

To call his fortunes thine.

f 7^. I '11 do my best

To woo your lady : yet, \aside\ a barful strife !

Whoe'er I woo, myself would be his wife.

Scene W—A Room in Olivia's House.

Enter M.aria a7td Clown.

Mar. Nay ; either tell me where thou hast

been, or I will not open my lips so wide as a

bristle may enter in way of thy excuse : my lady

will hang thee for thy absence.

Clo. Let her hang me : he that is well hanged

in this world needs to fear no colours.

Mar. Make that good.

Clo. He shall see none to fear.

ALir. A good Icnten answer : I can tell thee

where that saying was born, of, I fear no colours.

Clo. Where, good Mistress Mary ?

Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold

to say in your foolery.

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that have

it ; and those that are fools, let them use llicii

talents.

Mar. Yet you will be hanged for being so

long absent : or, to be turned away ; is not

that as good as a hanging to you ?

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bid

marriage; and for turning away, let summcc

bear it out.

Mar. Vou are resolute, then ?

Clo. Not so neither: but lam resolved on

two points.

Mar. That, if one break, the other will hold ;

or, if both break, your gaskins fall.

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt! Well,

go thy way; if Slr Toby would leave drinking,

thou wert as witty a piece of Eve's flesh as any

in Illyria.

Mar. Peace, you rogue ; no more o' that ;

here comesiny lady : make your excuse wisely

;

you were best. yExil.

Enter Olivia and Malvolio.

Clo. W'it, and 't be thy will, put me into good

fooling ! Those wits that think they have thee,

do very oft prove fools ; and I, that am sure I

lack thee, may pass for a wise man. For what

says Quinapalus? Better a witty fool than a

foolish wit God bless thee, lady !

oil. Take the fool away. [the lady.

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away

Oli. Go to, you 're a dry fool ; I '11 no more

of you : besides, you grow dishonest,

Clo. Two faults, madoima, that drink and

good counsel will amend : for give the dry fool

drink, then is the fool not dr^' ; bid the dis-

honest man mend hnnself : if he mend, he is no

longer dishonest ; if he oinnot, let the botchci

mend him. Anything that's mended is but

patched ; virtue that transgresses is but patched

with sin ; and sin that amends is but patcheti

with virtue. If that this simple syllogism wiU

serve, so ; if it will not, what remedy ? As

there is no true cuckold but calamity, so beauty's

a flower :—the lady bade take away the fool

;

therefore, I say again, take her away.

Oli. Sir, I bade iliem take away you.

Clo. Misprision in tlie highest degree !—Lady,

Ciuullus -non facii monachum ; lliat 's as uusch

as to say, I wear not motley in my brain.
(
'.'>^xl

madonna, give me leave to prove you a fool.

Oli. Can you do it ?

Clo. Dexterously, good madonna.

Oli. Make your proof.

Clo. 1 must catechise you for it, madonna.

Good my mouse of virtue, answer me.

Oli. W^ell, sir, for want of othei' idleness,

I '11 'bide your proof.
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Ch. Good nvidonna, why mourn'st thou ?

Oil. Good fool, for my brother's dealh.

Clo. I think his soul is in hell, madonna.
Oii. I know his soul is in heaven, fool.

Clo. The more fool you, madomia, to mourn
for your hroiher's soul being in heaven.—Take
:u\-ay the fool, gentlemen.

on. VMiAl think you of this fool, Miilvolio ?

doth he not mend ?

Ma!. Yes ; and sh.nll do, till the pangs of

death .<;hakc him. Iiifirmily, that decays the

vvise, doih ever make the lietter fool.

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity,

for the better increasing your folly 1 Sir Toby
will be sworn that I am no fox ; but he will not

pass his word for twopence that you are no
fool.

OH. How say you to that, Malvolio ?

Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in

such a barren rascal ; I saw him put down the

otlier day with an ordinaiy fool tiiat has no more
br;iin than a stone. Look you now, he "s out

of his guard already ; unless you laugh and
minister occasion to hmi, he is gagged. I jwo-

test, I take these wise men, tlial crow so at these

set kind of fools, no Ijetter than tlte fools'

zanies.

OH. O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio,

and taste with a distempered appetite. To be
generous, guiltless, and of free disposition, is to

take lliose things for bird-bolts that you deem
caimon-buUets. There is no slander in an
allowed fool, though he do nothing but rail ;

noi no railing in a knovvn discreet man, though
he di) not'ning but reprove.

Clo. Is'ow Mercury endue thee with leasing,

for tlu)U SjJeakest well of fools !

Re-enler Maria.

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young
; -lUleman much desires to speak with you.

OH. From the Count Orsino, is it ?

Ma-r. I know not, madam ; 'tis a fair young
man, and well attended.

OH. Who of my people hold him in delay ?

Ala?: Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman.
OH. Fetch him off, I pray you ; he speaks

nothing but madmin. Fie on him! {Exit
f'lARiA.] Go you, Malvolio ; if it be a suit

fi nm the count, I am sick, or not at home ; what
\ u will to dismiss it. {^Exit Malvolio.]
/vOW you see, sir, how your fooling grows old,

and people dislike it.

Clo. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if

thy eldest son should be a fool : whose skull

Jove cram with brains, for here he cornea, oiie

of thy kin, has a most weak pia mater.

Enter Sir ToRY Hklch.
OH. By mine honour, half drunk.—What is

he at the gate, cousin ?

Sir To. A gentleman.
OH. A gentleman? WTiat gentleman ?

Sir To. 'Tis a gentleman here— A plague o'
these pickle-herrings !— IIow now, sot?

Clo. Good Sir Toby,
OH. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so

early by this lethargy ?

Sir To. Lechery ! I defy lechery. There 's

one at the gate.

OH. Ay, marrj' ; what is he ?

Sir To. Let him be the devil an he will, I

care not: give me faith, say I. Well, it 'sail
one. lExil.

OH. V»Tiat's a drunken man like, fool?
Clo. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a mad-

man : one draught above heat makes him a fool

;

the second mads him ; and a third drowns him.
OH. Go thou and seek the cmoner, and let

him sit o' my zoi ; for he is in the third degree
of drink ; he 's drowned : go, look after him.

Clo. lie is but mad yet, madonna ; and the
fool shall look to the madman. \Exit Clown.

Re-enter Maia-QLIO.

Mai. Madam, yond young fellow swears he
will speak with you. I told him you were sick ;

he lakes on him to understand so much, and
iherefore conies to speak with you ; I told him
you were asleep; he seems to have a fore-

knowledge of that too, and iherefore comes lo

speak with you. What is to be said to him,
lady? he's fortified against any clenial.

OH. Tell him, he shall not speak with rac.

Mai. He has l>een told so ; and he says he '11

stand at your dcHjr like a sheriff's post, and lie

the supporter of a bench, but he '11 speak with
you.

OH. What kind of man is he ?

Mai. Why, of mankind
OH. What manner of man ?

Mai. Of ver).' ill manner ; he '11 Sjieak with
you, will you or no.

01'. Of what personage and years is he ?

Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor
young enough for a boy ; as a squash is Ixsfore

'tis apeascod, or a codling, when 'lis almost an
apple : 'tis with him e'en standing water, be-

tween boy and man. He is very well-favoured,

and he speaks very shrewishly ; one would
think his mother's milk were scarce out of him.

OH. Let him approach. Call in my gentle-

v/oman.

Mai. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. \_Exil,
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Re-enter Maria.

on. ("live mc my veil : come, throw it o'er

my face ;

We '11 oncf more hear Orsino's embassy.

Enter Viola.

Vio. The honourable lady of the house,

which is she ?

Oli. Speak to me, I shall answer for hei.

\o\\x will ?

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmalchable

beauty,— I pray you, tell mc if this be the lady of

the house, for I never saw her : I would be loath

to cast away my speecli ; for, besides that it is

excellently well penned, I have taken great

pains to con it. (iood beauties, let me .sustain

no scorn ; I am very comptible, even to the

least sinister usage.

Oli. Wlience came you, sir ?

Vio. I can .say little more than I have studied,

and that question 'sout of my part. Good gentle

one, give mc modest assurance, if you be the lady

of the house, that I may proceed in my speech.

Oli. Are you a comedian ?

l^io. No, my [)rofound heart : and yet, by

the very fangs of malice, I swear I am not that

I play. Are you the lady of the house ?

Oli. If I do not usurp myself, I am.
Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do

usurp yourself; for what is yours to bestow is not

yours to reserve. But this is from my commis-
sion : I will on with my speech in your praise,

and then show you the heart of my message.

Oli. Come to what is important in 't : I for-

give you the praise.

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it,

and 'tis poetical.

Oli. It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray
yo'.i keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my
^iles ; and allowed your approach, rather to

wonder at you than to hear you. If you be not

ni.ad, be gone ; if you have reason, be brief:

'tis not that time of moon with me to make
one in so skipping a dialogue. [way.

Mar. Will you hoist sail, .sir? here lies your

Vio. No, good swabber ; I am to hull here

a little longer.—Some mollification for your
giant, sweet lady.

Oli. Tell me your mind.
Vio. I am a messenger.

Oli. Sure, you have some hideous matter to

deliver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful.

Speak your office.

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no
overture of war, no ta.xation of homage ; I hold
the olive in my hand : my words are as full of

peace as matter.

Oli. Vet you began rudely. What are you ?

what would you ?

Vio. The rudeness that hath appeared in me
have I learned from my entertainment. What
I am and what I would arc as sacred a.s maiden-

head : to your ears, divinity ; to any other's,

jirofanation.

Oli. Give us the place alone : we will hear

this divinity, \ExitVi\V.\i\..\ Now, sir, what
is your text ?

V^io. Most sweet lady,

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may
be said of it. Where lies your text ?

Via. In Orsino's bosom.
Oli. In his bosom? In what chapter of his

bosom ?

Vio. To answer by the method, in the first

of his heart.

Oli. O, I have read it; it is heresy. Have
you no more to say ?

Vio. (iood madam, let me see your face.

Oli. Haveyou any commission from your lord

to negotiate with my face? you are now out of

your text : but we will draw the curtain and .show

you the picture. Look you, sir, such a one as I

was this present. Is 't not well done ?

[ Unveiling.

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all.

Oli. 'Tis in grain, sir; 'twill endure wind
and weather. [white

Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on:

Lady, you are the cruel'st she alive.

If you will lead these graces to the grave,

And leave the world no copy.

Oli. O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; 1

will give out divers schedules of my beauty. It

shall be inventoried; and every particle and uten-

sil labelled to my will : as, item, two lips indif-

ferent red ; item, two gray eyes with lids to

them ; item, one neck, one chin, and so forth.

Were you sent hither to praise me ? [proud
;

Vio. I see you what you are : you are too

But if you were the devil, you are fair.

My lord and master loves you. O, such love

Could be but recompens'd though you were
crown'd

The nonpareil of beauty !

Oli. How docs he love me ?

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears.

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire.

Oli. Your lord does know my mind, I can-

not love him :

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble,

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ;

In voices well divulged, free, learn'd and valiant,

And, in dimension and the shape of nature,
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A gracious person : hut yet I cannot love him;
lie might have took his answer long ago.

Via. If I did love you in my master's flame,

With such a suffering, such a deadly hfe,

In your denial I would find no sense,

I would not understand it.

0/i. Why, what would you ?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate.

And call upon my soul within the house
;

Write loyal cantons of contemned love,

And sing them loud, even in tlie dead of night;

Holla your name to the reverberate hills,

And make the babbling gossip of the air

("ry out Olivia ! O, you should not rest

Between the elements of air and earth.

But you should pity me. [parentage ?

OH. You might do much. What is your
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well:

I am a gentleman.

O/i. Get you to your lord ;

I cannot love him : let him send no more ;

Unless, perchance, you come to me again,

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well :

I thank you ibr your pains : spend this for me.
Vio. lam no fee'd post, lady; keepyourpurse;

My master, not myself, lacks recompense.
Love make his heart of Hint that you shall love;

And let your fervour, like my master's, be

Placed in contempt! Farewell, fair cruelty.

\^ExiL

Oli. Wh.it is your parentage ?

Above my fortnucs, yet my slate is well

:

I am a f^eiitleiiian. 1 Ml be sworn thou art;

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and
spirit, [soft I soft !

Do give thee fivefold blazon. Not too fast :

—

Unless the master were the man.—How now ?

Even so quicivly may one catch the plague ?

Methinks I feel this youth's perfections

With an invisible and subtle stealth

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.

—

What, ho, ATalvolio !—

Re-enter Malvolio.

Mai. Here, madam, at your service.

Oli. Run after that same peevish messenger.
The county's man : he left this ring behind him.
Would I, or not ; tell him I '11 none of it.

Dfsire him not to flatter with his lord,

Kor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him:
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow,
I '11 give him reasons for 't. Hie thee, Malvolio.

Mai. Madam, I will. ^Exit.

Oli. I do I know not what : and fear to find

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind.
Fate, show thy force. Ourselves we do not owe:
Wliat is decreed must be ; and be this so ! [Exit. 1

ACT II.

Scene I.— The Sea-coast.

Enter Antonio and Sebastian.

A7tt. Will you stay no longer ? nor will you
not that I go with you ?

Seb. By your patience, no : my stars shine
darkly over me ; the malignancy of my fate

might, perhaps, distemper yours ; therefore I

shall crave of you your leave that I may bear my
evils alone. It were a bad recompense for your
love, to lay any of them on you.

Ant. Let me yet know of you whither you
are bound.

Seb. No, 'sooth, sir; my determinate voyage
is mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so
excellent a touch of modesty, that you will not
extort from me what I am willing to keep in ;

therefore it charges me in manners the rather to

express myself You must know of me then,

Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which I called

Rodorigo ; my father was that Sebastian of

Messaline whom I know you have heard of: he
left behind him myself and a sister, both born
in an hour. If the heavens had been pleased,

would we had so ended ! but you, sir, altered

that ; for some hours before you took me from
the breach of the sea v/as my sister drowned.

Ant. Alas the day !

Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she much
resembledme, wasyet of many accounted beauti-

ful : but though I could not, with such estimable
wonder, overfar believe that, yet thus far I will

boldly publish her,—she bore a mind that envy
could not but call fair. She is drowned already,

sir, with salt water, though I seem to drown
her remembrance again with more.

Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment.

Seb. O, good Antonio, forgive me yourtrouble.

Atit. If you will not murder me for my love,

let me be your servant.

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done
—that is, kill him whom you have recovered

—

desire it not. Fare )'e well at once; my bosom is

full of kindness ; and I am yet so near the man-
ners of my mother that, upon the least occasion

more, mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound
to the Count Orsino's court : farewell. \_Exit.

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with

thee !

I have many enemies in Orsmo's court.

Else would I very shortly see thee there :

But come what may, I do adore thee so

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go.

lExit.
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Scene IL—A Street.

Enter Viola ; Malvolio following.

Mai. Were not you even now with the Coun-

tess Olivia ?

Vio. Even now, sir ; on a moderate pace I

have since ai rived but hither.

Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir ; you

might Imve saved me my pains, to have taken

it away yourself. She adds moreover, that you

should put your lord into a desperate assurance,

she will none of him : and one thing more ; that

you be never so hardy to come again in his

affairs, unless it be to report your lord's taking

of this. Receive it so.

Vio. She took the ring of me : I '11 none of it.

Mai. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her;

and her will is, it should be so returned. If it be

worth stooping for, there it lies in your eye ; if

not, be it his that finds it. \_Exit.

Vio. I left no ring with her. What means
this lady ?

Fortime forbid my outside have not charm 'd her!

She made good view of me ; indeed, so much.

That, sura, methought her eyes had lost her

tongue.

For she did spealc in starts distractedly.

She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion

In\-ites me in this churlish messenger.

None of my lord's ring! why, he sent her none.

I am the man ;—if it be so,—as 'tis,

—

Poor lady, she were better love a dream.

Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness

Wherein the pregnant enemy docs much.

How easy is it for the proper-false

In women's waxen hearts to set their forms

!

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ;

For, such as we are made of, such we be.

How will this fadge? My master loves her

dearly.

And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ;

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me.

What will become of this ? As I am man.
My state is desperate for my master's love ;

As I am woman, now alas the day !

VvTiat thriftless .sighs shall poor OUvia breathe?

O time, thou must untangle this, not I

;

It is too hard a knot for me to untie. \_Exii.

Scene III.

—

A Room in Olivia's House.

Enter Sir TOBY BELCH a7id Sir ANDREW
Ague-cheek.

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be
a -bed after midnight is to be up betimes ; and
dihtculo surgere, thou know'st.

Sir And. Nay ; by my troth, I know nut

:

but I know to be up late is to be up late.

Sir To. A false conclusion ; I hate it as an
unfilled can. To be up after midnight, and to

go to bed then is early : so that to go to bed
after midnight is to go to bed betimes. Uo
not our lives consist of the four elements ?

Sir A}td. Faith, so they say ; but 1 think it

rather consists of eating and drinking.

Sir 'To. Thou art a scholar ; let us therefore eat

and drink.—Marian, I say ! a sioup of wine-

Enter Clown.

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i' faith.

Clo. How now, my hearts? Did you never

see the picture of we three ? [catch.

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let's have a

Sir Ami. By my troth, the fool has an ex-

cellent breast. I had rather than forty shillings

I had such a leg ; and so sweet a breath to sing

as the fool h:is. In sooth, thou wast in very

gracious fooling last night when thou spokesi of

Pigrogromitus, of the Yapians passing the equi-

noctial of Queubus ; 'twas very good, i' faith.

1 sent thee sixpence for thy leman. Hadst it ?

Clo. I did impeticos thy gvatillity ; for Mal-

volio's nose is no whipsiock. My lady has a

white hand, and the Myrmidons are no bottle-

ale houses.

Sir And. Excellent ! WTiy, this is the best

fooling, when all is done. Now, a song.

Sir To. Come on ; there is sixpence for you :

let 's have a song.

Sir And. There 's a ttstril of me too : if one

knight give a

Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song

of good life ?

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song.

Sir And. Ay, ay ; I care not for good life.

SONG.

Clo. O, mistress mine, where are you ro.nn ing?

O stay and hear ;
your true love 's coming,

That cr-.n sing both high and low :

Trip no further, pretty sweeting ;

Journeys end in lovers' meeting,

Every wise man's son doth know.

Sir .-ind. Excellent good, i* faith.

Sir To. Good, good.

Clo. What is 1 ive? tis not hereafter ;

Present mirth hath present laughter ;

What's to come is still un-ure :

In delay there lies no plenty ;

Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty,

Youth 's a stuff will not endure.

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I an-, true

knight.

Sir To. A contagious breath.
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Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i' faith.

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in

contagion. But shall we make the welkin dance

indeed ? Shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch

that will draw three souls out of one weaver ?

shall we do that ?

Sir And. An you love me, let 's do 't : I am
dog at a catch.

Clo. By'r lady, sir, and some dogs will

catch well.

Sir And. Most certain : let our catch be,

Thou knave.

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight ? I

shall be constrained in 't to call thee knave,

knight.

Sir And. 'Tis not the first time I have con-

strained one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it

begins Hold thy peace.

Clo. I shall never begin if I hold my peace.

Sir And. Good, i' faith ! Come begin.

[ Tliey sing a catch.

Enter Maria.

Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here !

If my lady have not called up her steward, Mai-
volio, and bid him turn you out of doors, never

trust me.
Sir To. My lady's a Catalan, weare politicians;

Malvolio's a Peg-a-Ramsay, and Three vierry

men be we. Am not I consanguineous? am I not

of her blood? Tilly-valley, lady ! TJiere dwelt a
f/tan in Babylon, lady, lady. [.Sifiging.

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight 's in admirable

fooling.

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be

disposed, and so do I too ; he does it with a

better grace, but I do it more natural.

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of Dece?nher,—
[Singing.

Mar. For the love o' God, peace.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. My masters, are you mad ? or what are

you ? Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty,

but to gabble like tinkers at this time of night ?

Do ye make an ale-house of my lady's house,

that ye squeak out your coziers' catches without
any mitigation or remorse of voice ? Is there

no respect of place, persons, nor time, in you ?

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches.

Sneck up !

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you.

My lady bade me tell you that though she har-

bours you as her kinsman she 's nothing allied

to your disorders. If you can separate yourself

and your misdemeanours, you are welcome to

the house ; if not, an it would please you to

take leave of her, she is very willing to bid you
farewell.

Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, since I must
needs be gone.

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby.
Clo. His eyes do show his days are almost dotte.

tSlal. Is 't even so ?

Sir To. But I will never die.

Clo. Sir Toby, there )'ou lie.

Mai. This is much credit to you.

Sir To. Shall I bid him go ? [Singing.

Clo. What an ifyou do 't

Sir To. Shall I bid him go and spare not ?

Clo. O no, no, ?io, no, yoic dare not.

Sir To. Out o' tune ? sir, ye lie.—Art any
more than a steward ? Dost thou think, because
thou art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes
and ale ?

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall

be hot i' the mouth too.

Sir To. Thou'rt i' the right.—Go, sir, rub your
chain with crumbs :—A stoop of wine, Maria !

Mai. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady's

favour at anything more than contempt, you
would not give means for this uncivil rule ; she
shall know of it, by this hand. [Exit.

Mar. Go shake your ears.

Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink
when a man 's a-hungry, to challenge him to the

field, and then to break promise with him and
make a fool of him.

Sir To. Do 't, knight ; I '11 write thee a chal-

lenge ; or I '11 deliver thy indignation to him by
word of mouth.
Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night

;

since the youth of the count's was to-day with
my lady she is much out of quiet. For Monsieur
?vIalvolio, let me alone with him : if I do not gull

him into a nayword, and make him a common
recreation, do not think I have wit enough to lie

straight in my bed. I know I can do it.

Sir To. Possess us, possess us; tell us some-
thing of him.
Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of

Puritan.

Sir Aiid. O, if I thought that, I "d beat him
like a dog.

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy

exquisite reason, dear knight ?

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for 't, but

I have reason good enough.
ilfar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any-

thing constantly but a time pleaser : anaffection'd

ass that cons state without book and utters it by
great swarths ; the best persuaded of himself, so

crammed, as he thinks, with excellences, that it

is his ground of faith that all that look on him
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love him ; and on that vice in him will my re-

venge find notable cause to work.

Sir To. What wilt thou do?
Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure

epistles of love ; wherein, by the colour of his

beard, the shape of his leg, the manner of his

gait, the expressure of his eye, forehead, and
complexion, he shall find himself most feelingly

personaleil. I can write very like my lady, your

niece ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly

make distinction of our hands.

Sir To. Excellent ! I smell a device.

Sir And. I have 't in my nose too.

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that

thou wilt drop, that they come from my niece,

and that she is in love with him. [colour.

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that

Sir And. And your horse now would make
him an ass.

Mar. Ass, I doubt not.

Sir And. O 'twill be admirable.

Mar. Sjwrt royal, I warrant you. I know
my physic will work with him. I will plant

you two, and let the fool make a third, where
he shall find the letter ; observe his construc-

tion of it. For this night, to bed, and dream
on the event. Farewell. \^Exit.

Sir To. Good-night, Penthesilea.

Sir And. Before me, she 's a good wench.
Sir To. She 's a beagle, true bred, and one

that adores ine. \Miat o' that ?

Sir And. I was adored once too.

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight.—Thou hadst

need send for more money.
Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece I

am a foul way out.

Sir To. Send for money, knight ; if thou hast

her not i' the end, call me Cut.

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me ; take

it how you will

Sir To. Come, come ; I '11 go burn some
sack ; 'tis too late to go to bed now : come,
knight ; come, knight. \^Exeunt.

SciCNK IV.

—

A Room in the Duice's Palace.

Enter DuKE, ViOLA, Curio, and ot/iers.

Duke. Give me some music :—Now, good
morrow, friends :

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song.

That old and antique song we heard last night
;

Methought it did relieve my passion much
;

More than light airs and recollected terms
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times :

Come, but one verse.

Ciir. He is not here, so please your lordship,

that should sing it.

Duke. Who was it }

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool that
the Lady Olivia's father took nnich delight in :

he is about the house.

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the
while. [Exit Curio.—Music.

Come hither, boy. If ever thou shall love,

In the sweet pangs of it remember me :

For, such as I am, all true lovers are ;

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else,

Save in the constant image of the creature

That is belov'd.—How dost thou like this tune ?

Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat

WTiere Love is throned.

Duke. Thou dost .speak masterly:
My life upon 't, young though thou art, thine eye
Hath stayed upon some favour that it loves ;

Hath it not, boy?
Vio. A little, by your favour.

Duke. What kind of woman is't ?

}'io. Of your complexion.
Duke. She is not worth thee, then. Wliat

years, i' faith ?

Vio. ,\bout your years, my loitl.

Duke. Too old, by heaven. Let still the

woman take

An elder than her.self ; so wears she to him,
So sways she level in her husband's heart.

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves,

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirrn,

More longing, wavering, sooner lost anti worn
Than women's are.

Vio. I think it well, my lord.

Duke. Then let thy love be yoimgcr than thy-

self,

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent :

For women are as roses, w-hose fair flower.

Being once display'd, doth fall that very hour.

Vio. And so they are : alas, that they are so ;

To die even when they to perfection grow !

Re-enter CURIO and Clown.
Duke. O fellow, come, the song we had last

night :

—

Mark it, Cesario ; it is old and plain :

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun.

And the free maids, that weave their thread with

bones.

Do use to chant it : it is silly sooth,

.\nd dallies with the innocence of love

Like the old age.

Clo. Are you ready, sir?

Duke. Ay ;
pr'ythee, sing. [Music.

SONG.
Clo. Come away, come away, death.

And i;i sad cypress let me 1 c laid ;

Fly away, tly away, breatli

;

1 am slain by a fair cruel maid.
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My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O prepare it ;

My part of death no one so true

Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet,

On my black coffin let there be sir..iw n :

Not a friend, not a friend greet

My poor corpse where my bones shall be
thrown :

A thousand thousand sighs to save,

Lay me, O, where
Sad true lover never find my giave,

To weep there.

Duke. There 's for thy pains. [sir.

C/o. No pains, sir ; I take pleasure in singing,

Duke. I '11 pay thy pleasure, then.

C/j. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid one
iiine or another.

Duke. Ciive ine now leave to leave thee.

C/o. Now, the melancholy god protect thee ;

nnd the tailormake thydoiiblet of changeable taf-

t.ua, for thy mind is a very opal !— I would have
men of such constancy put to sea, that their husi-

!ii-ss might be everything, and their intent every-

•A here ; for that 's it that always makes a good
V. i\age of nothing.—Farewell. [Exit Clown.

Duke. Let all the rest give place.

\E.\eunl CuRli) and AltendL^nts.

Once more, Cesario,

Get thee to yon same sovereign cruelly :

Tell her my love, more noble than the world,

I'rizes not quantity of dirty land;, ;

The parts that fortune hath l)ertow'd upon her,

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune ;

15ut 'tis that miracle and queen of gems
That Nature pranks her in attracts my soul.

]^io. But if she cannot love you, sir ?

Duke. I cannot be so answer'd.

Vio. 'Scoth, but you must.

Say that some lady, as perhaps there is,

i lath for your love as great a pang of heart

.\> you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ;

^'; lU tell her so. Must she not then be answer'd ?

Duke. There is no woman's sides

Caix bide the beating of so strong a passion

As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart

So big to hold so much ; they lack retention.

.'Mas, their love may be called apix-tite,

—

No motion of the liver, but the palaii-,—

1 hat suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt ;

But mine is all as hungry as the sea,

And can digest as much : make no compare
l''.iween that love a w^oman can bear me
And that I owe Olivia.

I'jo. Ay, but I know,

—

Duke. MTiat dost thou know ?

Vio. Too well what love women to men may
owe.

In faith, they are as true of heart as '.'•?.

My father had a daughter loved a man,
As it might be, perhaps, were I a wiiiiun,

I should your lordship.

Duke. And what 's hei hisior)- ?

Vio. A blank, my lord. She never loki her
love,

But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud,
Feed on her damask cheek : she pined in thought

;

-And, wiih a green and yellow melancholy,
She sat like patience on a monument,
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ?

We men may say more, sw-ear more ; but, indeed

Our shows are more than will ; for still we pro\e
Much in our vows, but little in osir love.

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my boy ?

]'io. I am all the daughters of my father's

house,

.'\nd all the brothers too ;—and yet I know not.

—

Sir, shall I to this lady ?

Duke. Ay, that 's the theme.

To her in haste : give her this jewel : say

My love can give no place, bide no deiiay.

\_E.\tuH:.

Scene V.

—

Olivia's Garden.

Enter Sir ToBY Belch, .Sir .Anmkew Ac.ue-

ciiEEK, and Fabian.

Sir To. Come thy w-ays, Signior Fabian.

Fab. Nay, I '11 come ; if I lose a scruple of this

sport let me be boiled to death with melancholy.

Sir To. Wouldst thou not Ije glad to ha\e

the niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some
notable shame }

Fab. Iwouldexult,man : youknowhebrought
me out o' favour w uh my lady al.iout a bear-bait-

ing here.

Sir To. To anger him we'll have the bear

again ; and we will fool him black and blue :

—

Shall we not, Sir Andrew?
.S';^ A)hi. An we do not, it is pity of our lives.

Enter AL\RIA.

Sir To. Here conies the little villain :—How
now, my nettle of India?

Mar. Get ye all three into the bos-tree : Mal-

volio's coming down this walk ; he has been

yonder i' the sun, practising behaviour to his own
shadow this half-hour : oliserve him, for the love

of mockery ; for I know this letter will make a

contemplative idiot of him. Close, in the name
of jesting! \Thevien hide themselves.'] Lie thou

there ;
[throws down a letter] for here comes the

trout that must be caught with tickiinc;

[E.xit Maria.
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Enter Malvoi.io.

Mai. 'Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria

on re lold me she did affect me : and I have heard

hei self come thus near, that, should she fancy, it

should be one of my complexion. Besides, she

uses me with a more exalted respect than anyone

else that follows her. What should I think on 't?

Sir To. Here's an overweening rogue !

Fiib. O, peace ! Contemplation makes a rare

turkey-cock of him ; how he jets under his ad-

vanced plumes !

Sir And. 'Slight, I could so beat the rogue :

—

Sir To. Peace, I say.

Ma!. To be Count Malvolio ;

—

Sir To. Ah, ro<Tue !

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him.
Sir To. Peace, peace.

Mai. There is example for 't ; the lady of the

Strachy married the yeoman ot the wardrobe.
Sir AnA. Fie or. him, Jezebe! !

Fab. O, peace ' now he 's deeply in ; look

how imagination blows him.

Mai. Havmg been three months married to

her, sitting la my state,

—

[eye !

Sir To O for a stone-bow tc hit him in the

Mai. Calhng my offlcerF about me in my
branched velvet gown ; having come from a day-

bed, where I have left Olivia sleeping.

Sir To. Fire and brimstone !

Fab. O, peace, peace.

Mai. And then to have the humour of state

:

and after a demure travel of regard,—telling

them I know my place as I would they should

do theirs,—to ask for my kinsman Toby.
Sir To. Bolts and shackles

!

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace! now, now.
I^Tal. Seven of my people, with an obedient

Start, make out for him : I frown the while ; and
perchance, wind up my watch, or play with some
rich jewel. Toby approaches ; court'sies there

to me :

Sir To. Shall this fellow live?

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us
with cars, yet peace.

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus, quench-
ing my familiar smile with an austere regard of
control :

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow
o' the lips then ?

Mai. Saying, Cousin Toby, my fortunes hav-
ing cast me on your niece, give vie this preroga-
tive of speech :—

Sir To. What, what ?

Alal. You viust amendyotir drunkenness.
Sir To. Out, scab! [of our plot.

I^'ad. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews

Mai. Besides, you waste the treasure ojyour
time with a foolish hnight ;

Sir And. Tiiat 's me, I warrant you.

A/al. One Sir Andrew :

Sir And. I knew 'twas I ; for many do call

me fool.

Mai, What employment have we here .''

[ Taking up the letter.

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin.

Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit of humours
intimate readiiig aloud lo him !

Alal. By my life, this is my lady's hand: these

be her vcryC's, her 6"s, and her 'Fs ; and thus

makes she liei great /"s. It is in contempt of

question her hand.
Sit And. Her C's, her 6''s, and her 7"s.

Why that?
Mac \r(ads.] To the unknown beloved, this,

ciuimy good wishes: her very phrases !—By your
leave, wax —.Soft !—and the impressure her
Lucrece with which she uses to seal : 'lis my
lady. To whom should this be ?

Fab. This wins him, liver and all.

l\Ial. \^i-eads.'\ Jnie knows I love

:

But w/io ?

Li/is do not move.
No man must know.

1^0 man must know.—WHiat follows? the
numbers altered I

—

N'o man must know :— If

this should be thee, Malvolic ?

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock !

Alal. I may command where I adore

:

But silerue, like a LuC7'ece knife.
With it/in>a'iess stroke my heart lioth gore;
M, O, A, I, doth STvay my life.

Fab. .\ fustian riddle !

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I.

Mat. M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.—^2.y,

but fust let me see,— let me see,—let me
see.

Fab. What a dish of poison hath she dressed

him !

Sir To. And with what wing the stannyel

checks at it !

Mai. I may command where I adore. Why,
she may command me : I serve her, she is my
lady. Why, this is evident to any formal

capacity. There is no obstruction in this ;

—

.And the end,—What should that alphabetical

position portend ? If I could make that re-

semble something in me,—Softly !

—

M, O, A,
I.—

Sir To. O, ay ! make up that :—he is now
at a cold scent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this,

diough it be as rank as a lox.



SCENE v.] TWELFTH NIGHT; OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 91

AM. J/,— Malvolio;—yl/,—why, that begins

my name.
Fab. Did not I say he would work it out ?

the cur is excellent at faults.

MaL M,— But then there is no consonancy

in the sequel ; that suffers under probation :

A should follow, but O does.

Fab. And O shall end, I hope, [him cry O.

S/r To. Ay, or I '11 cudgel him, and make
Rial. And then / comes behind.

Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind you,

you might see more detraction at your heels

than fortunes before you.

Mai. M, C, A, //—This simulation is not as

the former :—and yet, to crush this a little, it

would bow to me, for ever)' one of those letters

are in my name. Soft ; here follows prose.

—

ff this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars

I am above thee ; but be not afraid ofgreatness.

Some are born great, some achieve greatness,

and some have greatness thrust upon them.

Thy fates open their hands ; let thy blood and
spirit embrace them. And, to inure thyself to

ivhat thou art like to be, cast thy humble slough

and appearfresh. Be opposite with a kinsman,

surly with sci'vants : let thy tongue tang argu-

ments of state ; put thyself into the trick of
singularity : She thus advises thee that sighs

for thee. Remember who commended thy yellow

stockings, and wished to see thee ever c?-oss-

gartered. I say, remember. Go to ; thou art

made, if thoit desirest to he so ; if not, let me see

thee a steward still, thefellow of servants, a-nd

not worthy to touch fortune'' s fingers. Fare-

well. She that would alter sen'ices with thee.

Thefortunate unhappy.

Daylight and champian discovers not more :

this is open. I will be proud, I will read

politic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will

wash off gross acquaintance, I will be point-de-

vice, the very man. I do not now^ fool myself

to let imagination jade me ; for every reason

excites to this, that my lady loves me. She
did commend my yellow stockings of late, she

did praise my leg being cross-gartered ; and in

this she manifests herself to my love, and, with

a kind of injunction, drives me to these habits

of her liking. I thank my stars I am happy.

I will be strange, stout, in yellow stockings,

and cross-gartered, even with the swiftness of

putting on. Jove and my stars be praised !

—

Here is yet a postscript. Thou canst not choose

but know who I am. If thou entertainest my
I love, let it appear in thy smiling; thy smiles

become thee zuell: therefore in my presence stiil

smile, dear my sweeS, I pr'ythee. Jove, I

thank thee.—I will smile : I will do every-

thing that thou wilt have me. yExit.

Fab. I will not give my part of this sport for a

pension of thousands to be paid from the Sopliy.

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this

device

:

Sir And. So could I too.

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her

but such another jest.

Enter MARIA.

Sir And. Nor I neither.

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher.

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o' my neck ?

Sir And. Or o' mine either ?

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-

trip, and become thy bond-slave?

Sir And. F faith, or I either.

Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such, a

dream, that, when the image of it leaves him,

he must run mad.
Mar. Nay, but say true ; does it work upon

him ?

Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife.

Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the

sport, mark his first approach before my \sC.\; :

he will come to her in yellow stockings, .i:.d

'tis a colour she abhors ; and cross-gartered, a

fashion she detests; and he will smile ujxmi

her, which will now be so unsuitable to her

disposition, being addicted to a melancholy as

she is, that it cannot but turn him into a notable

contempt : if you will see it, follow me.

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou niost

excellent devil of wit !

Sir And. I '11 make one too. \^Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Olivia's Garden.

Enter Viola, and Clown rvith a tabor.

Vio. Save thee, friend, and thy music. Dost

thou live by thy tabor ?

Clo. No, sir, I live by the church.

Vio. Art thou a churchman ?

Clo. No such matter, sir ; I do Uve by the

church ; for I do live at my house, and my
house doth stand by the church.

Vio. So thou mayst say, the king lies by a

beggar, if a beggar dwell near him ; or the

church stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor stand

by the church.

Clo. You have said, sir.—To see this age !

—

A sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit.

How quickly the wrong side may be turned

outward I
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V/o. Nay, that 's certain ; they that dally nicely

with words may quickly make them wanton.

CO. I would, therefore, my sister had had
no name, sir.

PVo. Why, man?
C/o. Why, sir, her name 's a word ; and to

dally with that word might make my sister

wanton. But indeed, words are very rascals,

since bonds disgraced iheni.

y/o. Thy reason, man ?

C/o. Troth, sir, I can yield you none without

words ; and words are grown so false, I am-
loalh to prove reason with them.

IVo. I warrant, thou art a merry fellow, and
carest for nothing.

C/o. Not so, sir, I do care for something : but

in my conscience, sir, I do not care for you ; if

that be to care for nothing, sir, I would it would
make you invisible.

l7o. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's fool ?

C/o. No, indeed, sir ; the Lady Olivia has no
folly : she will keep no fool, sir, till she be
married ; and fools are as like husbands as

pilchards are to herrings, the husband 's the

bigger ; I am, indeed, not her fool, but her
corrupter of words.

F/o. I saw thee late at the Count Orsino's.

C/o. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb
like the sun ; it shines everywhere. I would
be sorry, sir, but the fool should be as oft with
your master as with my mistress : I think I saw
your wisdom there.

I7o. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I'll no
more with thee. Hold, there 's expenses for

Ihce.

C/o. Now Jove, in his next commodity of

hair, send thee a beard !

J'lo. By my troth, I 'II tell thee, I am almost
sick for one ; though I would not have it grow-

on my chin. Is thy lady within ?

C/o. Would not a pair of these have bred, sir ?

V/o. Yes, being kept together and put to use.

C/o. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia,

sir, lo bring a Cressida to this Troilus.

V/o. I understand you, sir ; 'tis well begged.
C/o. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir,

begging but a beggar : Cressida was a beggar.

My lady is within, sir. I will construe to them
whence you come ; who you are and what you
would are out of my welkin : I might say ele-

ment ; but the word is overworn. [Exit.

V'o. This fellow's wise enough to play the

fool;

And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit

:

He must observe their mood on whom he jests.

The quality of persons, and the time ;

And, like the haggard, check at every feather

That comes before his eye. This is a practice
As full of labour as a wise man's art

:

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit

;

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit.

Enter Sir Toi?Y Belch, and Sir Andrew
Ague-cheek.

Sir To. Save you, gentleman.
Vio. And you, sir.

Sir And. Dieu vans garde, monsieur.
Vio. Et vous aussi : votre serviteur.

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are ; and I am yours.
Sir To. Will you encounter the house ? my

niece is desirous you should enter, if your trade
be to her.

Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir : I mean,
she is the list of my voyage.

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir ; put them lo

motion.

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir,

than I understand what you mean by bidding
me taste my legs.

Sir To. I mean to go, sir, to enter.

Vio. I will answer you with gait and en-

trance : but we are prevented.

Enter Olivia and Maria.

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens
rain odours on you.

Sir And. That youth 's a rare courtier

!

Rain odours ! well.

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to

your own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear.

Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and vouch-

safed

:

—I '11 get 'em all three ready.

0/i. Let the garden door be shut, and leave

me to my hearing.

[Exeunt Sir To., Sir And., and Mar.
Give me your hand, sir. [service.

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble
0/i. What is your name ? [princess.

Vio. Cesario is your servant's name, fair

0/i. My servant, sir ! 'Twas never merry
world.

Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment

:

V'ou are servant to the Count Orsino, youth.

Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs be
yours

;

Your servant's servant is your servant, madam.
0/i. For him, I think not on him : for his

thoughts, [me !

Would they were blanks rather than fill'd with

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle

thoughts

On his behalf:—
0/i. O, by your leave, I pray you ;

I bade you never speak again of him :
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l')iit; would you undertake another suit,

I liad rather hear you to soHcit that

Than music from the spheres.

Vio. Dear lady,

0/i. Give me leave, I beseech you : I did send,

After the last enchantment you did liere,

A ring in chase of you ; so did I abuse

Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you :

Under your hard construction must I sit

;

To force that on you, in a shameful cunning.

Which you knew none of yours. What might

you think ?

Have you not set mine honour at the stake,

And baited it with all the unmuzzl'd thoughts

That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of

your receiving

F-nough is shosvn ; a Cyprus, not a bosom.
Hides my poor heart : so let me hear you speak.

Vio. I pity you.

on. That 's a degree to love.

Vio. No, not a grise ; for 'tis a vulgar proof

That very oft we pity enemies. [again :

OH. VVhy, then, methinks 'tis time to smile

world, how apt the poor are to be proud !

If one should be a prey, how much the better

To fall before the lion than the wolf!

[Clock strikes.

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.—
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you :

And yet, when wit and youtli is come to

harvest.

Your wife is like to reap a proper man.
There lies your way due-west.

Vio. Then westward- ho :

Grace and good disposition 'tend your ladyship !

You '11 nothing, madam, to my lord by me ?

on. Stay :

1 pr'ythee tell me what thou think'st of me.
Vio. That you do think you are not what you

are.

OH. If I think so, I think the same of you.

Vio. Then think you right ; I am not what
I am.

Oil. I would you were as I would have you be !

Vio. Would it be better, madam, that I am,
I wish it might ; for now I am your fool.

on. O what a deal of scorn looks beautiful

[n the contempt and anger of his lip !

A. murd'rous guilt shows not itself more soon

Than love that would seem hid : love's night is

noon.

Tesario, by the roses of the spring,

iy maidhood, honour, truth, and everything,

love thee so that, maugre all thy pride,

s'or wit, nor reason, can my passion hide :

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause,

"or, that I woo, thou tlierelore hasi no cause :

But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter:

Love sought is good, but given unsought is

better.

I'io. By innocence I swear, and by my youth,
1 have one heart, one bosom, and one truth,

And that no woman has ; nor never none
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone.

And so adieu, good madam ; never more
Will I my master's tears to you deplore.

OH. Vet come again : for thou, perhnjis,

mayst move
Tluit heart, which now abhors, to like his love.

Scenic H.—^ lioo/n in Olivia's House.

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andklw A(;ijk-

CHEEK, and P'abian.

Sir And. No, faith, I '11 not stay a jot longer.

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom: give thy

reason.

Fab. Voir must needs yield your reason. Sir

Andrew.
Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more

favours to the count's serving man than ever sire

bestowed upon me ; I saw 't i' the orchard.

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ?

tell me that.

Sir And. As plain as I see you now.
Fab. This was a great arj;uincnt ol love in her

toward you.

Sir Ana. 'Slight ! will you make an ass o' me?
Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, ujron the

oaths of judgment and reason.

Sir To. And they have been grand jurymen
since before Noah was a sailor.

Fab. She did show favour to the youth in your
sight only to exasperate you, to awake your dor-

mouse valour, to put fire in your heart and brim-

stone in your liver. You should then have ac-

costed her ; and with some excellent jests, fire-

new from the mint, you should have banged the

youth into dumbness. This was loc)ked for at

your hand, and this was baulked: the double gili

of this opportunity you let time wash oft, and you
are now sailed into the north of my lady's

opinion ; where you will 'nang like an icicle on a

Dutchman's beard, unless you do redeem it by
some laudable attempt, either of valour or policy.

Sir And. And 't be any way, it must be with
valour : for policy I hate ; I had as lief be a

Brownist as a politician.

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes

upon the basis of valour. Challenge me the

count's youth to fight with him ; hurt bim in

eleven places ; my niece shall take note of it

;

and assure thyself there is no love-brokei in the
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world can more prevail ia man's coramenda-

tioa with woman than reiMrl of valour.

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir An<lrew.

Sir And. Will either of you bear me a chal

lenge to him ?

Sir To. Go, writeit inamartialhand;becurst

and brief ; it is no mailer how witty, so it be elo-

quent and full of invention; taunt him with the

licence of ink: if thou (hottest him some thrice,

it shall not be amiss; and as many lies as will lie

in thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were
big enough for the bed of VVare in England,

set 'em down ; go about it. Let there he gall

enough in thy ink; though thou write with a

goose-pen, no matter. About it.

Sir And. Where shall I find you ?

Sir '/'a. We '11 call thee at the i'-«^?W//(i). Go.
[Exit Sir Andrew.

Fa/.'. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby.
Sir Ta. I have been dear to him, lad ; some

two thousand strong, or so.

Fab. We sliall have a rare letter from him :

but you '11 not deliver it.

Sir To. Nevertriistmethen; and by all means
stir on the youth to an answer. I think oxen
and wainrope.'i cu^not hale them together. For
Andrew, if he were opened, and you find so much
bk)od in liis liver as will clog the foot of a flea,

I '11 eat the rest of the anatomy.
Fab. And his opposite, ihe youth, Iwars in

his visage no great presage of cruelty.

Enter Makia.

.Sir To. Look where the youngest wren of

nine comes.
iSIar. If you desire the sj>leen, and will laugh

yourselves into siitche.'i, follow me: yon gull,

Malvolio, is turned heathen, a very cenegado;
for there is no Christian, that means to be saved
by believing rightly, can ever believe such im-
possible passages of grossness. lie 's in yellow
stockings.

Sir To. And cross-gartered ?

Mar, Most villal^ously ; like a pedant that

keeps a school i' the church.— I have dc^ged
him like his murderer. He does obey every
point of the letter that I dropped to betray
hnn. He does smile his face into more lines

than are in the new map, with the augmenta-
tion of tlie Indies : you have not seen such a
thing as 'tis ; I can hajrdly forbear hurling
things at him. I know my lady will strike

him; if she do, he'll smile, and take't for a
great favour.

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us m here he
is. \_Exuuit.

ScEN-E \\\.~A Street.

Enter A.NIONIO a«^ SEBASTIAN.

Seb. I would not by my will have troubled

you;
But, since you make your pleasure ofyour pains,

I will no further chide yoiu

Ant. I could not slay behind you; my desire,

More sharp than filed steel, did spur me fortli

;

And not all love to see you,—though so much,
.'Vs might hare drawn one to a longer voyage,

—

I'.ut jealousy what might befall your tnvel,

Being skilless in these parts; wiiich loasuanger,
Unguidcd and unfriended, often prove
Rough and unhospiiakle. My willing love.

The rather by these arguments of fear,

Set forth in your pursuit.

S&b. My kind Antonio,

1 can no other answer make but ihank.s.

And thanks, and ever thanks. Often good turns

Are .shuffled off with such uncurrent jxay;

But were my worth, as is my conscience, firm^

Vou should find letter dealing. What's to do?
Shall we go see the reliques of this town .'

A>U. To-morrow, sir ; best, first, go see

your lodging.

Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to nii^ht;

I pray you, let us .satisl'y our eyes

With the memorials and the things of fame
That do renown this city.

Ant. W'ould you 'd p;Lrdon me t

I do not without danger walk these streets :

Once, in a sea-fight, 'gainst the count, liis

galleys,

I did some service ; of .such note, indeed.

That were I ta'en here, it would scarce l)e

answered. [[x-ople.

Seb. Belike you slew great number of his

Ant. The offence is not of such a bloody
nature ;

Albeit the quahty of the lime and quarrel

Might well have given us bloody argument.
It might have since ijeen answered in repaying

Wiiat we took from them ; which, for traffic's

sake,

i^fost of our city did : only myself stood out

;

For which, if I be lapsed in this place,

I shall pay dear.

Seb. Do not then walk too open.

AtU. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here 's

my purse
;

In the south suburbs, at the Elephant,

Is best to lodge : I will bespeak our diet

Wliiles you beguile the time and feed your

knowledije
With viewing of the town; there shall you have

me.
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Sf/). Why I your purse ? [toy

AjtL H-.iply your eye shall light upon some
Voii have desire to purcliase ; and your store,

I think, is not for idle markets, sir.

Sei>. I 'II be your purse-bearer, and leave you
for an hour.

A>U. To the Elephant.

—

Sei). I do remember.

Scene IV.

—

Olivia's Garden.

Enldr Olivia and Maria.

OH. I have sent after him. He says hc'l!

come ;

How shall I feast him ? what bestow on him ?

For youth is bought more oft than begged or

borrowed.

I speak too iovid.

Where is Rlalvolio ?—he is sad and civil,

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes;

—

Where is Malvolio?
Hdar. He's coming, madam:

But in strange manner. He is sure possessed.

('//. Why, what "s the matter ? does he rave?

Mar. No, madam,
I lo does nothing but smile : your ladyship

Were best have guard about you if he come ;

lor, sure, the man is tainted in his wits.

Oli. Go call him hither.— I 'm as mad as he,

If sad and merry madness equal be.—
EiiUr Malvolio.

How now, Malvolio ?

Ma!. Sweet lady, ho, ho.

[SmtiesJan taslicaU) '

.

Oil. Smil'st thou ?

1 sent for thee upon a sad occasion.

Mai. Sad, lady? I coakl tje sad; this does

nuke some obstruction in the blood, this cross-

j^ iilering. Out what of thai ; if it please the

e\ e of one, it is with me as the verj' true sonnet

IS : Please one aiui please nil.

Oli. Why, how dost thou, man? what is the

matter with thee ?

iMal. Not black in my mind, though yellow

in my legs. It did come to his hands, and
(Miumands shall be executed. I think we do
know the sweet Roman hand.

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio?
^Tal. To bed ? ay, sweetheart ; and I '11

co\\\G to thee.

Oli. God comfort thee ! Why dost thou

sniile on, and kiss thy hand so oft ?

Mar. How do you, iNIalvolio?

Mai. At your request? Yes; nightingales

a;ioV/ec daws.

Alar.

boldne:-

Mai.
WTit.

Oli.

Mai.
Oli.

Mai.
Oli.

Mai.
tkcin.

Oil.

Mai.
stoikm

Oli.

MaL
Oli.

Mai.
to be so

Oli.

Mai.

Oli.

Why appear you with this ridiculous

s before my kuly ?

Be not a/raid ofgreatness:
—'twas well

What meanest thou by that, iNIalvoiio?

Same are bom great,

^

Ha?
Some achieve greaimss,—
What say'st thou ?

And some have greatness tkrust ttpcn

Heaven restore thee !

Remember w!io co/mnended tliy yclbzv
{s ;
—

Thy yellow stockings?

.47/d 7t'isked to see thee cross-gartered.

Cross-gartered ?

Go to' then art made, ij than dcsiicst

Am 1 made ?

// not, let me see thee a servant still.

Why, this is very midsummer madness.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the

Count Orsino's is returned ; I could h.ivdly

entreat him back; he attends your la(.l}shi|;'s

pleasure.

Oil. I'll come to him. [Exit Servant,]

Good Maria, let this fellow be looked to.

Where 's my cousin Toby ? Let some o( my
people have a special care of him ; I would not

have hiin miscarry for the hall o( my dowry.
[Exeunt Olivia anu Marla.

Afal. Oh, ho ! do \o\\ come near me now ?

n<i worse man than Sir Toby to kK>k to me ?

This concurs directly with the letter : she sends
him on purpose that I may ajipear slubiorn to

him : for she incites me to that in tiie letter.

Cast Iky humble slough, says she ;

—

be o//osite

ivil'i a kinsman, surly with servants,—let llip

tongue fang "with arguments oj state,—J^iii thy-

scl} into the trick of singularity ; and, i: /-

sequcntly, sets down the manner how; as, i

sad face, a reverend carriage, a slow tongue, ii

the habit of some sir of note, aiRJ so forth. J

have linied her ; but it is Jove's tiomg, aiu

Jove make me thankful ! And, when sl'.t

v/ent away now. Let this fellow be looked to

F"ellow ! not Malvolio, nor after my degree,

but fellow. Why, everything adheres together;

that no dram of a scruple, no scruple of a

scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe

circumstance,— \\'hat can be said ? Nothing,
thai can be, can come between me and the full

prospect of my hopes. Well, Jove, not I, ii

the doer of this, and he is to be thanKcd,
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A'eenter Maria, 7vr/h Sir Toby Belch ami
Fabian.

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of

sanctity? If all the devils of hell be drawn in

little, and Legion himself possessed him, yet

I "11 speak to him.

/'all. Here he is, here he is :—How is't with

ymi, sir? how is't with you, man?
Mai. Go off ; I discard you ; let me enjoy

ni)' private; go off.

A/iir. Lo, liow hollow flie fiend speaks with-

in him ! did not I leil you ?—Sir Toby, my
lady prays you lo have a care of him.

Itfal. Ah, .ah ! does she so ?

Sir To. Go lo, go to ; peace, peace, we
must deal gently with him ; let me alone.

I low do you, ^Ialvolio? how is't with you?
Wh.V., man ! defy the devil : consider, he's an
enemy to mankind.

ilfiil. Do you know what you say ?

Afar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil,

how he takes it at heart I I'ray God he be not

bewitched.

I-'a/>. Carry his water to the wise woman.
Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow

isori\ing, i( I live. My lady would not lose

lir.u for more than I'll say.

A/a/. How now, mistress ?

Mar. O lord !

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace ; (his is

not the way. Do you not see you move hini ?

let n\e alone with him.

/'a/<. No way but gentleness; gently, gently:

the Cicud is rough, and will not be roughly used.

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock? how
dosl thou, chuck.

Mai. Sir?
Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What,

man ! 'lis not for gravity to play at cherry- pit

willi Satan. Hang him, foul collier !

.'^/ar. Get him to say his prayers ; good Sir

Toby, get him to pray.

Mai. My prayers, minx ?

Alar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear

of godliness.

Mai. Go, hang yourselves all ! you are idle

shallow things : I am not of your element

;

you shall know more hereafter. [Exil.

Sn- To. Is 'l possible ?

/ab. If this were played upon the stage now,
1 coiiiJ condemn it as an impro!)able frclion.

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the in-

fect ion of the device, man.
A/ar. Nay, pursue him now ; lest the device

tak', \ir and taint.

Tau. Why, we shall make him mad indeed.

Mar. The house will be the quieter.

Sir To. Come, we 'II have him in a dark room
arid bound. My niece is already in the beliei

liiat he is mad ; we may carry it thus, for our

pleasure and his penance, till our very pastime,

tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy on
him : at whicli lime we will bring ihe device

to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of niad-

men. But see, but see.

Eii/er Sir Andrew Ague-cheek.

Fab. More matter for a May morning.
Sir A>id. Here's the challenge, read it; I

warrant there 's vinegar and pepper in 't.

Fab. Is 't so saucy ?

Sir And. Ay is it, I warrant him ; do bu!

read.

Sir To. Give me. \l\i'ads.~\ Youfk,w/ialso-
ever fhoit n?-/, llioti nr/ but a scurvy fellow.

Fab. Good and valiant.

Sir To. iVonder not, nor admire not in thy

mind, why I do tall thee so, for [will shoT.v thee

no reason for '/.

Fab. A good note : that keeps you from the

blow of the law.

Sir To. Tliou contest to the f.ady Olivia, and
in my sig/it she uses thee i;in</ly : but thou lit' it

in thy lliroat ; that is not the matter J challc:: -

thee for. [le:>s.

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good sense-

.SV;- To. I will waylay thee goin^ home ; wher".

>f if be thy chance to Idll me,

l-'ah. Good.
Sir To. Thou killest me lil:e a rogue and a

villain.

Feb. Still you kc(.'p o' the windy side of the

law. Good.
Sir To. Fare thee well ; and Cod have mercy

upon one ofour souls ! He may have mercy upon
mine ; but my hope is /letter, and so look to thy

self. Thy friend, as thou usest him, and thy

sworn enetny, Andrew Ague-cheek.
Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs

cannot : I '11 give 't him.

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for 't

;

he is now in some commerce with my lady, and
will by and by depart.

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew ; scout me for him
at the corner of the orchard, like a bum-bailiff;

so soon as ever thou seest him, draw ; and, as

thou drawest, swear horrible ; for it comes to

pass oft that a terrible oath, with a swaggering

accent .sharply twanged off, gives manhood moi e

approbation than ever proof itself would have

earned him. Away.
Sir And. Nay, let me alone for sweanni;.

\^Exit.
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Sir To, Now will not I deliver his letter ; for

the behaviour of the young gentleman gives him
out to be of good capacity and breeding ; his em-

ployment between his lord and my niece con-

firms no less ; therefore this letter, being so

excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the

youth : he will find it comes from a clodpole.

But, sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of

mouth, set upon Ague-cheek a notable report of

valour, and drive the gentleman,—as I know his

youth will aptly receive it,—into a most hideous
opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and impetuosity.

This will so fright them both that they will kill

one another by the look, like cockatrices.

Enter Olivia and Viola.

Fah. Here he comes with your niece ; give

them way till he take leave, and presently after

him.
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some

horrid message for a challenge.

[Exeztnt Sir To., Fab., and Mar.
Oli, I have said too much unto a heart of

stone,

And laid mine honour too unchary on it

:

There 's something in me that reproves my fault;

But such a headstrong potent fault it is

That it but mocks reproof. [bears

Vio. With the same'haviour that your passion

Go on my master's griefs. [picture
;

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my
Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex you :

And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow.
What shall you ask of me that I '11 deny,
That, honour saved, may upon asking give?

I'io. Nothing but this, your true love for my
master. [that

Oh'. How with mine honour may I give him
Which I have given to you ?

Vio. I will acquit you.

Oli. Well, come again to-morrow. Fare
thee well ;

A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell.

[Exit.

Re-enter Sir Toby Belch and Fabian.

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee.

Vio. And you, sir.

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee
to 't. Of what nature the wrongs are thou hast

done him, I know not ; but thy intercepter,

full of despight, bloody as the hunter, attends

thee at the orchard end : dismount thy tuck,

be yare in thy preparation, for thy assailant is

quick, skilful, and deadly.

Vio. You mistake, sir ; I am sure no man

hath any quarrel to me ; my remembrance is

very free and clear from any image of offence

done to any man.
Sir To. You '11 find it otherwise, I assure

you : therefore, if you hoU your life at any
price, betake you to your guard ; for your op-

posite hath in him what youth, strength, skill,

and wrath can furnish man withal.

I'io. I pray you, sir, what is he?
Sir To. He is a knight, dubbed with un-

hacked rapier, and on carpet consideration
;

but he is a devil in private brawl ; souls and
bodies hath he divorced three ; and his in-

censement at this moment is so implacable that

satisfaction can be none but by pangs of death
and sepulchre : hob, nob, is his word ;

give 't

or take 't.

J'io. I will return again into the house and
desire some conduct of the lady. I am no
fighter. I have heard of some kind of men
that put quarrels purposely on others to taste

their valour: belike this is a man of that quirk.

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives it-

self out of a very competent injury ; therefore,

get you on, and give him his desire. Back you
shall not to the house, unless you undertake

that with me which with as much safety you
might answer him : therefore on, or strip your
sword stark naked ; for meddle you must,

that's certain, or forswear to wear iron about

you.

J'io. This is as uncivil as strange. I be-

seech you, do me this courteous office as to

know of the knight what my offence to him is;

it is something of my negligence, nothing of

my purpose.

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay

you by this gentleman till my return.

[Exit Sir Toby.
Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this

matter ?

Fab. I know the knight is incensed against

you, even to a mortal arbitrement j but nothing

of the circumstance more.

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is

he?
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to

read him Ijy his form, as you are like to find

him in the proof of his valour. He is indeed,

sir, the most skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite

that you could possibly have found in any part

of Illyria. Will you walk towards him? I

will make your peace with him if I can.

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for 't. I

am one that would rather go with sir priest

than sir knight : I care not who knows so

much of my mettle. [Exeunt,
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Re-enter Sir Toby with Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Wliy, man, he 's a very devil ; I

have not seen such a virago. I had a pass with

him, rapier, scabbard, and all, and he gives me
the stuck-in with such a morial motion that it

ii inevitable ; and on the answer, he pays you

as surely as your feet hit the ground they step

on. They say he has been fencer to the

Sophy,
Sir And. Pox on 't, I '11 not meddle with him.

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified

:

r.ihian can scarce hold him yonder.

Sir And. Plague on 't ; an I thought he had
been valiant, and so cunning in fence, I 'd have
seen him damned ere I 'd have challenged him.

I-ct him let the matiter slip and I '11 give him
my horse, gr.ay Capilet.

Sir To. I '11 make the motion. Stand here,

make a good show on 't ; this shall end without

the perdition of souls. Marry, I '11 ride your
horse as well as I ride you. \Aside.

Re-enter Fabian az/aT Viola.

I have his horse [/tf Fab.] to take up the quarrel;

I have persuaded him the youth 's a devil.

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ;

and pants and looks pale, as if a bear were at

his heels.

Sir To. There's no remedy, sir; he will

fight with you for his oath sake : marry, he
hath better bethought him of his quarrel, and
he finds that now scarce to be worth talking

of : therefore draw, for the supportance of his

vow ; he protests he will not hurt you.

Vio. Pray God defend me ! A little thing
would make me tell them how much I lack of

a man. [^Aside.

Fab. Give ground if you see him furious.

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no re-

medy ; the gentleman will, for his honour's
sake, have one bout with you: he cannot by
the duello avoid it ; but he has promised me,
as he is a gentleman and a soldier, he will not
hurt you. Come on : to 't.

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath.

\_Draios.

Enter Kkvo^iO.

Vio. I do assure you 'tis against my will.

[Draws.
Ant. Put up your sword :—If this young

gentleman
Have done offence, I take the fault on me

;

If you offend him I for him defy you.

[Drawing.
Sir To. Youj sir? why, what are you?

Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do
more

Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker I am
for you. \I)rawu

Efiter two Officers.

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold ; here come
the officers.

Sir To. I '11 be with you anon,

[ To Antonio.
Vio. Pray, sir, put up your sword, if you

please, [71? .SYr Andrew.
Sir And. Marry, will I, sir ; and, for that I

promised you, I '11 be as good as my word. He
will bear you easily and reins well.

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office.

2 Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suib

Of Count Orsino.

Ant. You do mistake me, sir.

1 Off. No, sir, no jot ; I know your favour
well, [head.

—

Tliough now you have no sea-cap on your
Take him away ; he knows I know him well.

Ant. I must obey.—This comes from seeking
you ;

But there 's no remedy ; I shall answer it.

What will you do ? Now my necessity [me
Makes me to ask you for my purse. It grieves

Much more for what I cannot do for you
Than what befalls myself. You stand amazed

;

But be of comfort.

2 Off. Come, sir, away. [money.
Ant. I must entreat of you some of that

Vio. What money, sir ? ,|

For the fair kindness you have showed me here,

And part being prompted by your present
trouble.

Out of my lean and low ability [much ;

I '11 lend you something ; my having is not
I '11 make division of my present with you :

Hold, there is half my cofler.

Ant. W^ill you deny me now?
Is 't possible that my deserts to you
Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery.

Lest tfiat it make me so unsound a man
As to uplsraid you with those kindnesses

That I have done for you.

P'io. I know of none.
Nor know I yon by voice or any feature

:

I hate ingratitude more in a man
Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness^
Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption

Inhabits our frail blood.

Ant. O heavens themselves ]

2 Off. Come, sir, I pray you go.
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Ant, Let me speak a little. This youth that

you see here

I snatched one half out of the jaws of death,

Relieved him with such sanctity of love,

And to his image, which methoughi did promise

Most venerable worth, did I devotion.

1 Off. What 's that to us ? The time goes

by; away.
Ant, But O hovv vile an idol proves this god

!

Tliou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame.
\n nature there's no blemish but the mind ;

Kone can be call'd deform'd but tlie unkind :

Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous-evil

Are empty trunks o'erilourish'd by the devil.

I Off. Tlie man grows mad; away witli him.
Come, come, sir.

Ant. Lead me on.

[E.vemU Officers with Antonio.
I'io. Methiiiks his words do from such

passion fly

That he believes himself ; so do not I.

Prove true, imagination ; O prove true.

That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you !

Sir To. Come hither, knight ; come hither,

Fabian ; we '11 whisper o'er a couple or two of
most sage saws.

Vio. He named Seljastian ; I my brother Ivnow
Yet living in my glass ; even such and so

In favour was my brother ; and he went
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament.
For him I imitate, O, if it prove.

Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love!

lEx!/.
Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and

more a coward than a hare: his dishonesty ap-
pears in leaving his friend here in necessity,

and denying him ; and for his cowardship, ask
Fabian.

Faf). A coward, a most devout coward, re-

ligious in it, [him.
Sir And. 'Slid, I '11 after him again and beat
Sir To. Do, cuff him soundly, but never

draw thy sword.
Sir And. An' I do not,

—

{Exit.
Fab. Come, let 's see the event.

Sir To. \ dare lay any money 'twill be no-
thmg yet. {Exeznit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

The Street before Olivia's Hottse.

Enter Sebastian a^id Clown,
Cio. Will you make me believe that I am

not sent for you ?

Scb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow
;

Let me be clear of thee.

Clo. Well held out, i' faith ! No, I do not
know you ; nor I am not sent to you by niy
lady, to bid you come speak with her ; nor
your name is not Master Cesario ; nor this is

not my nose neither,—Nothing th.at is so is :;o.

Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly somewhere
else. Thou knowst not me.

Clo. Vent my folly ! he has heard that word
of some great man, and now applies it to a fool.

Vent my folly ! I am afraid this great lubber,

the world, will prove a cockney.—I pr'ythee

now, ungird thy strangeness, and tell me wb.at

i shall vent to my lady. Shall I vent to her
that thou art coming ?

Scb. I pr'ythee, foolish Greek, depart from me;
There's money for thee ; if you tany longer

I shall give worse paymant.
Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open haiid :

—These wise men that give fools money get

themselves a good report after fourteen years'

purchase.

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian.

Sif And. Now, sir, have I met you again ?

there 's for you. [Striking Sebastian.
Seb. Why, there 's for thee, and there, and

there.

Are all the people mad ?

[Beating Sir Andrew,
Sir To. Hold, sir, or 1 '11 throw your dagger

o'er the house.

Cio. This will I tell my lady straight. I would
not be in some of your coats for twopence.

[Exit Clown.
Sir To. Come on, sir ; hold.

[Iloiding Sebastian,
Sir And. Nay, let him alone ; I '11 go an-

other way to work with him ; I '11 have an
action of battery against him, if there be any
law in Illyria : though I struck him first, yet

it 's no matter for that.

Seb. Let go thy hand,
.Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let yoil go.

Come, my young soldier, put up your iron : )ou
are well fleshed ; come on.

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldst
thou now ?

If thou dar'st tempt me further, draw thy sword,

[Draws.
Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must

have an ounce or two of this malapert blood
from you. [Draws.

Enter Olivia.

Oil. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee,

hold.

Sir To. Madam ?
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Oh. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch,

Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves.

Where manners ne'er were preach'd ! Out of

my sight !

Be not offended, dear Cesario !

Rudesby, be gone !— I pr'ythee, gentle friend,

\^Exetint Sir To., Sir And., and Fab.

Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway
In this uncivil and unjust extent

AL;;iinst thy peace. Go with me to my house,

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks

This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby

!Mayst smile at this: thou shalt not clioosc but go;

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me.
He started one poor heart of mine in thee.

Seb. What relish is in this? how runs the stream?

Or am I mad ? or else this is a dream :-

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep ;

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep !

Oli. Nay, come, I pr'ythee. Would thou 'dst

be ruled by me !

Seb. Madam, I will.

Oli. O, say so, and so be !

{Exeimt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Olivia's House.

Enter Maria and Clown.

Alar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown and
this beard ; make him believe thou art Sir

Topas the curate ; do it quickly : I '11 call Sir

Toby the whilst. \_Exit Maria.
Clo. Well, I'll put it on, and I will dissemble

myself in 't ; and I would I were the first that

ever dissembled in such a gown. I am not fat

enough to become the function well : nor lean

enough to be thought a good student : but to be
said, an honest man and a good housekeeper,
goes as fairly as to say, a careful man and a
great scholar. The competitors enter.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria.

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson.

Clo. Bonos dies. Sir Toby: for as the old
hermit of Prague, that never saw pen and ink,

very wittily said to a niece of King Gorboduc,
That that is, is: so I, being master parson, am
master parson : for what is that but that ? and
is but is ?

Sir To. To him. Sir Topas.
Clo. What, hoa, I say,—Peace in this prison!

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good
knave. [there ?

Alal. [In an inner chamber.^ Who calls

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to

visit Malvolio the lunatic.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas,
go to my lady.

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how vexest

thou this man ? talkest thou nothing but oi

ladies ?

Sir To. Well said, master parson.

]\Ial. Sir Topas, never was man thus
wronged : good Sir Topas, do not think I am
mad ; they have laid me here in hideous darkness.

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Sathan ! I call thee
by the most modest terms ; for I am one of those
gentle ones that will use the devil himself with
courtesy. Say'st thou that house is dark ?

Mai. As hell. Sir Topas.
Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows, transparent

as barricadoes, and the clear storeys towards
the south-north are as lustrous as ebony ; and
yet complainest thou of obstruction ?

Mai. I am not mad, Sir Topas; I say to you
this house is dark.

Clo. Madman, thou errest. I say there is no
darkness but ignorance; in which thou art more
puzzled than the Egyptians in their fog.

I\[al. I say this house is as dark as *;,nor-

ance, though ignorance were as dark as hell

;

and I say there was never man thus abused. I

am no more mad than you are ; make the trial

of it in any constant question.

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras con-
cerning wild-fowl ?

Mai. That the soul of our grandam might
haply inhabit a bird.

Clo. What thinkest thou of his opinion ?

Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no way
approve of his opinion.

Clo, Fare thee well. Remain thou still in

darkness : thou shalt hold the opinion of

Pythagoras ere I will allow of thy wits ; and
fear to kill a woodcock lest thou dispossess the

soul of thy grandam. Fare thee well.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas !

Sir To. My most exquisite Sir Topas !

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters.

Mar. Thou mightst have done this without
thy beard and gown ; he sees thee not.

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and
bring me word how thou findest him : I would
we were well rid of this knavery. If he may be
conveniently delivered, I would he were ; for I

am now so far in offence with my niece that I

cannot pursue with any safety this sport to the
upshot. Come by and by to my chamber.

[Exeunt Sir To. and Mar.

Clo. Hey, Robin, jolty Robin,
Tell nte how thy lady does. [Stnpng.

Mai. Fool,

—

Clo. My lady is unkind, pcrdy.
Mai. Fool.—
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Clo. Alas, why is she so?
Mai. Fool, I say ;

—

Clo. She loves another—Who calls, ha ?

3fal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve
well at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen,
ink, and paper ; as I am a gentleman, I will

hve to be thankful to thee for't.

Clo. Master iMalvolio !

Mai. Ay, good fool.

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five

wits?
Mai. Fool, there was never man so notori-

ously abused ; I am as well in my wits, fool, as
thou art.

Clo. But as well ? then you are mad indeed,
if you be no better in your wits than a fool.

Mai. They have here propertied me ; keep
me in darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and
do all they can to face me out of my wits.

Clo. Advise you what you say ; the minister
is here. — Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the
heavens restore ! endeavour thyself to sleep,

and leave thy vain bibble-babble.

Mai. Sir Topas,
Clo. Maintainnowords with him, goodfellow.

\Vho, I, sir? not I, sir. God b' wi' you, good
Sir Topas.—Marry, amen.—I will, sir, I will.

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I say,

—

Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you,
sir ? I am shent for speaking to you.
Mai. Good fool, help me to some light and

some paper ; I tell thee I am as well in my
wits as any man in Illyria.

Clo. Well-a-day,—that you were, sir !

Mai. By this hand, I am : Good fool, some
ink, paper, and light, and convey what I will

set down to my lady ; it shall advantage thee
more than ever the bearing of letter did.

Clo. I will help you to 't. But tell me true, are
you not mad indeed? or do you but counterfeit?

Mai. Believe me, I am not ; I tell thee true.

Clo. Nay, I '11 ne'er believe a madman till I

see his brains. I will fetch you light, and
'paper, and ink.

Mai. Fool, I '11 requite it in the highest de-
gree : I pr'ythee, be gone.

Clo, I S-f" gone, sir,

And anon, sir,

I '11 be vviih you again,
In a trice.

Like to the old vice,

Your need to sustain
;

Who with dagger of lath,

In his rage and his wratii,

Cries ah, ha ! to the devil

;

Like a mad lad.

Pare thy nails, dad,
Adieu, goodman drivel.

lExil.

Scene III.—Olivia's Garden.

Enter Sebastian.

Seb. This is the air; that is the glorious sun

;

This pearl she gave me, I do feel 't, and see 't

:

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus,
Yet 'tis not madness. Where 's Antonio, then ?

I could not find him at the Elephant

;

Yet there he was ; and there I found this credit,
That he did range the town to seek me out.
His counsel now might do me golden service :

For though my soul disputes well with my sense,
That this may be some error, but no madness.
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune
So far exceed all instance, all discourse,
That I am ready to distrust mine eyes
And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me
To any other trust but that I am mad,
Or else the lady 's mad

; yet if 'twere so,

She could not sway her house, command her
followers.

Take and give back affairs and their despatch
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing
As I perceive she does: there's something in 't

That is deceivable. But here comes the lady.

Enter Olivia and a Priest.

Oli. Blame not this haste of mine. If you
mean well,

Now go with me and with this holy man
Into the chantry by : there, before him
And underneath that consecrated roof,

Plight me the full assurance of your faith,

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul

May live at peace. He shall conceal it

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note ;

What time we will our celebration keep
According to my birth.—What do you say ?

Seb. I '11 follow this good man, and go with
you ;

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true.

Oli. Then lead the way, good father ;

And heavens so shine

That they may fairly note this act of mine !

\Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.— The Street before Olivia's House.

Enter Clown and Fabian.

Fab. Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his

letter.

Clo. Good Master Fabian, grant me another

request.

Fab. Anything.

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter.
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Fab. Thut is to give a dog ; and in recom-

peiise, desire my dog again.

£nUr Duke, Viola, awc^ Attendants.

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia,

friends ?

Clo. Ay, sir ; we are some of her trappings.

Duke. I know thee well. How dost thou,

my good fellow ?

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes and
the worse for my friends. [friends.

Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for thy

Clo. No, sir, the worse.

Duke. How can that be ?

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make
an ass of me ; now my foes tell me plainly I

am an ass : so that by my foes, sir, I profit in

the knowledge of myself, and by my friends I

am abused : so that, conclusions to be as kisses,

if your four negatives make your two affirma-

tives, why then, the worse for my friends and
the better for my foes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.

Clo. By my troth, sir, no ; though it please

you to be one of my friends.

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me ;

there 's gold.

Clo. But that It would be double-dealing,

sir, I would you could make it another.

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel.

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for

this once, and let your flesh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to

be a double-dealer : there 's another.

Clo. Prima, secuftdo, tertio, is a good play

;

and the old saying is, the third pays for all ; the

triplex, sir, is a good tripping measure ; or the

bells of St. Bennet, sir, may put you in mind ;

One, two, three.

Duke. You can fool no more money out of

me at this throw : if you will let your lady know
I am here to speak with her, and bring her
along with you, it may awake my bounty
further.

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I

come again. I go, sir ; but I would not have
you to think that my desire of having is the sin

of covetousness: but, as you say, sir, let your

bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon.
\_Exit Clown.

Enter Antonio and Officers.

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did

rescue me.
Duke. That face of his I do remember well

:

Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmeared
As black as Vulcan in the smoke of war :

A bawbling vessel was he captain of,

For shallow draught and bulk unprizable
;

With which such scathfiil grapple did he make
With the most noble bottom of our fieet,

That very envy and the tongue of loss

Cried fame and honour on him.—What 's the
matter?

I Off. Orsino, this is that Antonio [Candy :

That took the Phoenix and her fraught from
And this is he that did the Tiger board
When your young nephew Titus lost his leg :

Here in the streets, desperate of shame and state.

In private brabble did we apprehend him.
Vio. He did me kindness, sir ; drew on my

side ;

But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me,
I know not what 'twas, but distraction.

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou salt-water thief

!

What foolish boldness brought thee to their

mercies.

Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear,

Hast made thine enemies ?

Ant. Orsino, noble sir,

Be pleased that I shake off these names you give

me;
Anfbnio never yet was thief or pirate.

Though, I confess, on base and ground enough,
Orsino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither

:

That most ingrateful boy there, by your side,

From the rude sea's enraged and foamy mouth
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was :

His life I gave him, and did thereto add
My love, without retention or restraint,

All his in dedication : for his sake.

Did I expose myself, pure for his love.

Into the danger of this adverse town ;

Drew to defend him when he was beset

;

Where being apprehended, his false cunning,

—

Not meaning to partake with me in danger,

—

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance.

And grew a twenty-years-removed thing

While one would wink ; denied me mine own
purse,

Which I had recommended to his use

Not half an hour before.

Vio. How can this be
Duke. Wlien came he to this town ?

A7it. To-day, my lord; and for three months
before,

—

No interim, not a minute's vacancy,

—

Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia and Attendants.

Duke. Here comes the countess ; now
heaven walks on earth.

But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are

madness

:
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Three months this youth hath tended upon
nie

;

But more of that anon. Take him aside.

OH. What would my lord, but that he may
not have,

WTierein Olivia may seem serviceable !

—

Cesario, you do not keep promise with me.
Vio. Madam?
Duke. Gracious Ohvia,

Oli. What do you say, Cesario ? Good
my lord, [me.

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes

OIL If it be aught to the old tune, my lord,

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear

As howling after music.

Duke. Still so cruel ?

Oli. Still so constant, lord. [lady,

Duke. What ! to perverseness? you uncivil

To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars

My soul the faithfuU'st offerings hath breathed
out

That e'er devotion tender'd! What shall I do ?

Oli. Even what it please my lord, that shall

become him. [to do it.

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death.
Kill what I love ; a savage jealousy [this ;

That sometime savours nobly?—But hear me
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith,

And that I partly know the instrument
That screws me from my true place in your

favour,

Live you the marble-breasted tyrant still ;

But this your minion, whom I know you love,

And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly,

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye
'Wliere he sits crowned in his master's sprite.

—

Come, boy, with me ; my thoughts are ripe in

mischief:

I '11 sacrifice the lamb that I do love,

To spite a raven's heart within a dove.

\Going.
Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly,

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die.

{^Following.

Oli. Wlrere goes Cesario ?

Vio. After him I love

More than I love these eyes, more than my life.

More, by all mores, than e'er I shall love wife;
If I do feign, you witnesses above
Punish my life for tainting of my love !

Oli. Ah me, detested ! how am I beguiled ?

Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do
you wrong ? [long ?

—

OH. Tiast thou forgot thyself? Is it so
Call forth the holy father.

{Exit an Attendant.

Duke. Come away. [7(7 Viola.
Oli. Whither, my lord ? Cesario, husband,

stay.

Duke. Husband ?

Oli. Ay, husband, can he that deny ?

Duke. Her husband, sirrah ?

Vio.
_

No, my lord, not I.

Oli. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear

That makes thee strangle thy propriety :

Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up ;

Be that thou knovv'st thou art, and then thou
art [father !

As great as that thou fear'st—O, welcome,

He-enter Attendant atid Priest.

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence.
Here to unfold,—though lately we intended
To keep in darkness what occasion now
Reveals before 'tis ripe,—what thou dost know
Hath newly past between this youth and me.

Driest. A contract of eternal bond of love,

Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands,
Attested by the holy close of lips,

Slrenglhen'd by interchangcment of your rings ;

And all the ceremony of this compact
Sealed in my function, by my testimony

:

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward
my grave

I have travelled but two hours. [thou be,

Duke. O thou dissembling cub ! what wilt

When time hath sowed a grizzle on thy case ?

Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ?

Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet

WTiere thou and I henceforth may never meet.
Vio. My lord, I do protest,

—

Oli. O, do not swear

;

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear.

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, with his

head broke.

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon ;

send one presently to Sir Toby.
Oli. What's the matter?
Sir And. He has broke my head across, and

has given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for

the love of God, your help : I had rather than

forty pound I were at home.
Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ?

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one

Cesario : we took him for a coward, but he 's

the very devil incardinate.

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario ?

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is :—You
broke my head for nothing ; and that that I did

I was set on to do 't by Sir Toby. [hurt you

:

Vio. \Miy do you speak to me? I never
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You drew your sword upon me without cause ;

But I bes'^ake you fair and hurt you not.

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt,

you have hurt me ; I think you set nothing by

a bloody coxcomb.

Enier Sir Tony Belch drunk, led by the

Clown.

Here comes Sir Toby halting ;
you shall hear

more : but if he had not been in drink he would
have tickled you othergates than he did.

Daks. How now, gentleman ? how is 't with

you?
Sir To. That 's all one ; he has hurt me, and

there 's the end on 't.—Sot, didst see Dick
surgeon, sot?

Clo. O he's drunk. Sir Toby, an hour agone

;

his eyes were set at eight i' the morning.
Sir To. Then he 's a rogue. After a passy-

mcasure, or a pavin, I hate a drunken rogue.

Oli. Away with him. Who hath made this

havoc with them ?

Sir And. I '11 help you. Sir Toby, because

we '11 be dressed together.

Sir To. Will you help an ass-head, and a cox-

comb, and a knave? a thin-faced knave, a gull?

Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be
looked to.

{Exeunt Clown, Sir To., and Sir And.

Enter Sebastian.

Seb. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your
kinsman ;

But, had it been the brother of my blood,
I must have done no less, with wit and safety.

You throw a strange regard upon me, and
By that I do perceive it hath offended you ;

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows
We made each other but so late ago.

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and
two persons

;

A natural perspective, that is, and is not.

.S"^^. Antonio, O my dear Antonio !

How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me
Since I have lost thee.

Ant. Sebastian are you ?

Seb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio?
Ant. How have you made division of your-

self?—
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian?

Oli. Most wonderful !

Seb. Do I stand there ? I never had a brother

:

Nor can there be that deity in my nature

Of here and eveiywhere. I had a sister

Whom the blind waves and surges have de-

voured :

—

Of charity, what kin are you to me? [ To Viol.'V.

What countryman? what name? what parentage?
Vio. Of Messaline : Sebastian was my father;

Such a Sebastian was my brother too ;

So went he suited to his watery tomb

:

If spirits can assume both form and suit.

You come to fright us.

Seb. A spirit I am indeed

:

But am in that dimension grossly clad.

Which from the womb I did participate.

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even,

I should my tears let fall upon your check.

And say—Thrice welcome, drowned Viola !

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow.

Seb. And so had mine.

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her

birth

Had numbered thirteen years.

Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul !

He finished, indeed, his mortal act

That day that made my sister thirteen years.

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both

But this my masculine usurp'd attire.

Do not embrace me till each circumstance

Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump,
That I am Viola : which to confirm,

I '11 bring you to a captain in this town, [help

Where lie my maiden's weeds ; by whose gentle

I was preserv'd to serve this noble count

;

All the occurrence of my fortune since

Hath been between this lady and this lord.

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mis*

took: [7(7 Olivia.
But nature to her bias drew in that.

You would have been contracted to a maid ;

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived ;

You are betroth'd both to a maid and man.
Duke. Be not amazed ; right noble is his

blood.—
If this be so, as yet the glass seems true,

I shall have share in this most happy wreck :

Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times,

[r^ Viola.
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me.

Vio. And all those sayings will I over-swear

;

And all those swearings keep as true in soul

As doth that orbed continent the fire

That severs day from night.

Duke. Give me thy hand ;

And let me see thee in thy woman's weeds.

Vio. The captain that did bring me first on
shore [action,

Hath my maid's garments : he, upon some
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's suit

;

A gentleman and follow^er of my lady's.

OH. He shall enlarge him :—Fetch Malvolio

hither :

—
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And yet, alas, now I remember me,
They say, poor gentleman, he 's much distract.

Rc-e)iter Clown, ivith a letter.

A most extracting frenzy of mine own
From my remembrance clearly banished his.

—

How does he, sirrah ?

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Beelzebub at

the stave's end as well as a man in his case may
do : he has here writ a letter to you ; I should

have given it you to-day morning ; but as a

madman's epistles are no gospels, so it skills not

much when they are delivered.

OU. Open it, and read it.

Clo. Look then to be well edified when the fool

delivers the madman :

—

By the Lord, iiiadam,^
on. How now ! art thou mad ?

C/o. No, madam, I do but read madness : an
your ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you
must allow vox.

on. Pr'ythee, read i' thy right wits.

Clo. So I do, madonna ; but to read his right

wits is to read thus : therefore perpend, my
princess, and give ear.

on. Read it you, sirrah. [71? Fabian.
Fab. \xQ.2A'!,.'\ By the Lo>-d, i>tada>/i,yozc wrong

VIC, and the "world shall know it : though you
have put vie into darkness and given your
drunken cousin rule over me, yet have I the

benefit of tny senses as well as your ladyship. I
have your own letter that induced me to the

semblance Ipu4 on ; with the which I doubt not

iut to do myself much right or you much shame.
Think of me as you please. I leave my duty a
little unthought of and speak out of my injury.

The madly used Malvolio.
on. Did he write this ?

Clo. Ay, madam.
Duke. This savours not much of distraction.

on. See him delivered, Fabian : bring him
hither. \^Exit Fabian.

My lord, so please you, these things further

thought on,

To think me as well a sister as a wife,

One day shall crown the alliance on 't, so please

you,

Here at my house, and at my proper cost.

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your
offer.

—

[service done him.
Your master quits you ; \lo Viola] and, for your
Si) much against the metal of your sex,

S ) far beneath your soft and tender breeding,
And since you called me master for so long,

Here is my hand ; you shall from this time be
Your master's mistress.

OUs A sister ?—you are she.

Re-enter Fabian zvith RLvLvoi.io.

Duke. Is this the madman ?

on. Ay, my lord, this same ;

Ib)w now, Malvolio?
Alal. Madam, you have done me wrong,

Notorious wrong.
on. Have I, Malvolio? no.
Mai. Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that

le:ter :

You must not now deny it is your hand.
Write from it, if you can, in hand or phrase

;

Or say, 'tis not your seal, nor your invention :

You can say none of this. Well, grant it then,
And tell me, in the modesty of honour,
Why you have given me such clear lights of

favour ;

Bade me come smiling and cross-garter'd to you

;

To put on yellow stockings, and to frown
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter people :

And, acting this in an obedient hope,
Why have you suffer'd me to be imprison'd,

Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest,

And made the most notorious geek and gull

That e'er invention play'd on ? tell me why.
on. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my vvritin;.*

Though, I confess, much like the character :

But, out of question, 'tis Maria's hand.
And now I do bethink me, it was she
First told me thou wast mad ; then cam'st in

smiling.

And in such forms which here were presuppos'd
Upon thee in the letter. Pr'ythee, be content

:

This practice has most shre\\dly pass'd upon
thee :

But, when we know the grounds and authors

of it.

Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge
Of thine own cause.

Fab. Good madam, hear me speak
;

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come,
Taint the condition of this present hour,

Which I have wonder'd at. In hope it shall not.

Most freely I confess, myself and Toby
Set this device against Rlalvolio here,

Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts

We had conceiv'd against him. INIaria writ

The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance ;

In recompense whereof he hath married her.

How with a sportful malice it was follow'd

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge.

If that the injuries be justly weigh'd

That have on both sides past.

on. Alas, poor fool ! how have they baflled

thee !

Clo. Wliy, some are born great, some achieve

greatness, and some have greatness throzc-n upon
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ihein. I was one, sir, in this interlude; one Sir

Topas, sir ; but that 's all one :

—

By the Lord,

fool, I am not mad

;

—But do you remember ?

Aladam, why laughyou at such a barren rascal;

an you smile 7tot, he 's gagged. And thus the

whirligig of time brings in his revenges.

Mai. I '11 be revenged on the whole pack of

you. [Exit.

OH. He halh been most notoriously abus'd.

Duke. Pursue him, and entreat him to a
peace :

—

He hath not told us of the captain yet

;

When that is known, and golden time convents,

A solemn combination shall be made
Of our dear souls.— IMeantime, sweet sister.

We will not part from hence, — Cesario,

come :

For so you shall be while you are a man ;

Bi'.t, when in other habits you are seen,

Orsmo's mistress, and his fancy's queen.

\^Exeitnt.

SONG.
Clo, When that I was and a little tiny boy,

V>ith h^-y, ho, the wind and the rain,
A foohsh thing was but a toy,
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came to m.in's estate.
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

'Gain-;t knave and ihiei meij shut their gate,
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came, alas! to wive.
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

By swaggering couia I never tbr.ve.

For the rain it rair.elh every day.

But when I came unto my bed,
With hey, ho. th; wind and the rain,

With toss-pots 5li;i had drunken head.
For the rain it raineth every day.

A creat while age thr world began.
With hey. ho, the wind and the rain,

But that's all one, our play i= done,

And we '11 strive to please you everj' dnv.

{Exit,
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PERSONS REPRESENTED.
ViCENTiO, Du7;e of Viemia.

Angei.O, Lord Deputy in the Duke's absence.

EscALUS, an ancient Lord, Joined "with An-
GELO in the Deputation.

Claudio, a young Gentleman.
LuciO, a Fantastic.

Two OTHER LIKE GENTLEMEN.
Varrius, a Gentleman^ Servant to the Duke.
Provost.
Thomas, \ . „ .

Peter, |
^^^^ ^^^'^''^•

A Justice.
Elbow, a simple Constable.

Froth, afoolish Gentleman.
Clown, Sei-uant to Mrs. Overdone.
Abhorson, an Executioner.
Barnardine, a dissolute Prisoner.

Isabella, Sister to Claudio.
Mariana, betj-othed to Angelo.
Juliet, beloved by Claudio.
Francisca, a Nun.
Mistress Overdone, a Bawd.

Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Officers, arid
other Attendants.

Scene,—Vienna.

ACT I.

Scene I.- -An Apartment in the Duke's
Palace.

£/iter'DuKE, EscALUs, Lords, ««(/Attendants.

Duke. Escalus,

—

Escal. My lord.

Duke. Ofgovernment the properties to unfold,

Would seem in me toaflfect speech and discourse;

Since I am put to know that your own science

Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice

My strength can give you : then no more remains
But that to your sufficiency, as yourworth isable.

And let them work. The nature of our people.
Our city's institutions, and the terms
For common justice, you are as pregnant in

As art and practice hath enriched any
That we remember. There is our commission,
From which we would not have you warp.

—

Call hither,

I say, bid come before us Angelo.

—

\^Exit an Attendant.
What figure of us think you he will bear ?

For you must know we have with special soul
Elected him our absence to supply ;

Lent him our terror, drest him with our love.
And given his deputation all the organs
Of our own power : what think you of it ?

Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth
To undergo such ample grace and honour,
It is Lord Angelo.

Enter Angelo.
Duke. Look where he comes.

Ang. Always obedient to your grace's will,

I come to know your pleasure.

Duke. Angelo,
There is a kind of character in thy life.

That to the observer doth thy history
Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings
Are not thine own so proper as to waste
Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee.

Pleaven doth with us as we with torches do.
Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely

touch'd

But to fine issues : nor nature never lends
The smallest scruple of her excellence
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines
Herself the glory of a creditor,

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech
To one that can my part in him advertise ;

Hold, therefore, Angelo
;

In our remove be thou at full ourself

:

Mortality and mercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heart ! Old Escalus,
Though first in question, is thy secondary :

Take thy commission.
Ang. Now, good my lord.

Let there be some more test made of my metal.
Before so noble and so great a figure

Be stamped upon it.

Duke. No more evasion :

We have with a leaven'd and prepared choice
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours.
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition

That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestioned
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Matters ofneedful value. We shall write to you
As time and our concernings shall importune

I low it goes with us ; and do look to know
Tv'hat doth befall you here. So, fare you well

:

To the hopeful execution do I leave you
Of your commissions.

Aug. Yet, give leave, my lord,

That we may bring you something on the way.

Duke. My haste may not admit it

;

Kor need you, on mine honour, have to do
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own :

So to enforce or qualify the laws

A.S to your soul seems good. Give me your hand;
I '11 privily away : I love the people,

But do not like to stage me to their eyes :

Tjiough it do well, I do not relish well

Their loud applause and aves vehement

:

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion

That does affect it. Once more, fare you well.

Ang. The heavens give safety to your pur-

poses ! [happiness.

Escal. Lead forth and bring you back in

Duke. I thank you. Fare you well. \^Exit.

Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave

To have free speech with you ; and it concernsme
To look into the bottom of my place :

A power I have, but of what strength and nature
1 am not yet instructed. [together,

Aug. 'Tis so with me.—Let us withdraw
And we may soon our satisfaction have
Touching that point.

£scal, I '11 wait upon your honour.

\_Exeunt,

Scene 11.—A Street.

Ejiler Lucio and two Gentlemen.

Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes,
come not to composition with the King of
Hungary, why, then, all the dukes fall upon
the king. [the King of Hungary's !

'\ Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not
2 Gent. Amen.
Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimoni-

ous pirate that went to sea with the ten com-
mandments, but scraped one out of the table.

2 Gent. Thou shalt not steal ?

Lucio. Ay, tliat he razed.

1 Gent. Why, 'twas a commandment to com-
mand the captain and all the rest from their

functions; they put forth to steal. There's
not a soldier of us all that, in the thanksgiving
before meat, doth relish the petition well that
prays for peace.

2 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it.

Lucio. I believe thee ; for I think thou never
wast where grace was said.

2 Gent. No ? a dozen times at least.

1 Gent. What ? in metre ?

Lucio. In any proportion or in any language.
I Gent. I think, or in any religion.

Lucio. Ay! why not? Grace is grace, de-
spite of all controversy. As for example ;

—

thou thyself art a wicked villain, despite of all

grace.

I Gent. Well, there went but a pair of
shears between us.

Lucio. I grant ; as there may between the
lists and the velvet. Thou art the list.

1 Gent. And thou the velvet : thou art good
velvet ; thou art a three-piled piece, I warrant
thee : I had as lief be a list of an English
kersey as be piled, as thou art piled, for a
French velvet. Do I speak feelingly now?

Lucio. I think thou dost ; and, indeed, with
most painful feeling of thy speech. I will, out
of thine own confession, learn to begin thy
health ; but, whilst I live, forget to drink after

thee.

1 Gent. I think I have done myself wrong ;

have I not ?

2 Gent. Yes, that thou hast ; \shether thou
art tainted or free.

Lucio. Behold, behold, where Madam Miti-
gation comes ! I have purchased as many
diseases under her roof as come to

—

2 Gent. To what, I pray ?

1 Gent. Judge.
2 Gent. To three thousand dollars a-year.

I Gent. Ay, and more.
Lucio. A French crown more.
I Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases in

me, but thou art full of error ; I am sound.
Lucio. Nay, not as one would say, healthy ;

but so sound as things that are hollow : thy
bones are hollow : impiety has made a feast of
thee.

Ettfer Bawd.

I Gent. How now ! which of your hips has
the most profound sciatica ?

Bawd. Well, well ; there 's one yonder ar-

rested and carried to prison was worth five

thousand of you all.

I Gent. Who 's that, I pray thee ?

Bawd. Marry, sir, that's Claudio, Signior
Claudio.

I Gent. Claudio to prison ! 'tis not so.

Bated. Nay, but I know 'tis so : I saw him
arrested ; saw him carried away ; and, which
is more, within these three days his head 's to

be chopped off,

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would
not have it so. Art thou sure of this ?
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Bawd. I am too sure of it : and it is for

getting Madam Julietta with child.

Liuio. Beheve me, this may be : he pro-

mised to meet me two hours since ; and he was
cer precise in promise-keeping.

2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws some-

thing near to the speech we had to such a pur-

pose, [proclamation.

I Gent. But most of all agreeing with the

Liicio. Away ; let 's go learn the truth of it.

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen.
Bazvd. Thus, what with the war, what with

the sweat, what with the gallows, and what
with poverty, I am custom-shrunk. How now!
what 's the news with you ?

Enter Clown.
do. Yonder man is carried to prison.

Bawd. Well : what has he done ?

Ch. A woman.
Bawd. But what 's his offence ?

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.

Bazvd. What ! is there a maid with child by
him ?

Ch. No ; but there 's a woman with maid
by him. You have not heard of the proclama-

tion, have you?
Bawd. What proclamation, man?
C/o. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna

must be plucked down. [the city?

Bawd. And what shall become of those in

Cto. They shall stand for seed : they had
gone down too, but that a wise burgher put in

for them.
Bazvd. But shall all our houses of resort in

the suburbs be pulled down ?

Ch. To the ground, mistress.

Bawd. Why, here 's a change indeed in the

commonwealth ! What shall become of me ?

. Clo. Come ; fear not you : good counsellors

lack no clients : though you change your place

you need not change your trade ; I '11 he your
tapster still. Courage ; there will be pity taken
on you : you that have worn your eyes almost
out in the service, you will be considered.

Bawd. \Miat 's to do here, Thomas Tapster?
Let 's withdraw.

Clo. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by
the provost to prison : and there 's ]\Iadam
Juliet. \E.xeiint,

Scene HI.

—

The same.

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and
Officers ; Lucio and two Gentlemen.

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus

to the world ?

Bear me to prison, where I am committed.

Prov. I do it not in evil disposition,

But from Lord Angelo by special charge.

Claud. Thus can the denii-god Authority
Make us pay down for our offence by weight.

—

The words of heaven ;—on whom it will, it will

;

On whom it will not, so ; yet still 'tis just.

Lucio. WHiy, how now, Claudio ? whence
comes this restraint ? [liberty :

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio,
As surfeit is the father of much fast,

So every scope by the immoderate use
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue,—

-

Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,

—

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink we die.

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an
arrest, I would send for certain of my creditors

;

and yet, to say the truth, I had as lief have the

foppery of freedom as the morality of imprison-

ment.—What's thy offence, Claudio?
Claud. What but to speak of would offend

again.

L^ucio. What, is it murder ?

Claud. No.
Lucio. Lechery ?

Claud. Call it so.

Prov. Away, sir ; you must go,

Claud. One word, good friend :—Lucio, a
word with you. [ Takes him aside.

Lucio. A hundred, if they '11 do you any good.
Is lechery so looked after ?

Claud. Thus it stands with me :—Upon a
true contract

I got possession of Julietta's bed :

You know the lady ; she is fast my wife,

Save that we do the denunciation lack

Of outward order : this we came not to

Only for propagation of a dower
Remaining in the cofler of her friends

;

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love

Till time had made them for us. But it chances
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment.

With character too gross, is writ on Juliet.

Lucio. With child, perhaps?
Claud. Unhappily, even so.

And the new deputy now for the duke,

—

Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness,

Or whether that the body public be

A horse whereon the governor doth ride,

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur:

WTiether the tyranny be in his place.

Or in his eminence that fills it up,

I stagger in.—But this new governor

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties

WTiich have, like unscour'd armour, hung by
the vv-all

So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round
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And none of them been \rom ; and, for a name,
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act

I'reshly on me ;

—
'lis surely lor a name.

Imcio. I warrant it is : and thy head stands

so tickle on thy shoulders that a milkmaid, if

s.hc be in love, may sigh it off. Send after the

duke, and appeal to him. [found.

Claiid. I have done so, but he 's not to be

I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind ser\-ice :

This day my sister should the cloister enter,

And there receive her approbation :

Ac(jiiaint her with the danger of my state ;

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends

'Jo the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him ;

1 have great hope in that : for in her youth
Tlicre is a prone and speechless dialect

Such as moves men ; beside, she hath prosper-

ous art

When she will play with reason and discourse,

And well she can persuade.

lAuio. I pray she may ; as well for the en-

couragement of the like, which else would stand

under grievous imposition, as for the enjoying of

lliy life, who I would be sorry should be thus

foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack. I '11 to her.

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio.

Liicio. Within two hours,

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Monastery.

Enter DuKE a?id Friar THOMAS.

Duke. No ; holy father ; throw away that

thought

;

Believe not that the dribbling dart of love

Can pierce a complete bosom : why I desire thee

To give me secret harbour hath a purpose
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends
Of burning youth.

Fri. May your grace speak of it ?

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than
you

How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd,
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps.
I have deliver'd to Lord Angelo,

—

A man of stricture and firm abstinence,^
My absolute power and place here in Vienna
And he supposes me travell'd to Poland ;

For so I have slrew'd it in the common ear,

And so it is received. Now, pious sir.

You will demand of me why I do this ?

F9-i. Gladly, my lord. [laws,

—

Duke. We have strict statutes and most biting

The needful bits and curbs for headstrong
steeds,

—

Whicn loi these fourteen years we have let sleep,

Even like an o'ergrown lion in a cave,

That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond
fathers,

I laving bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch,

Only to stick it in their children's sight

For terror, not to use, in time the rod
Becomes more mock'd than fear'd: soourdecrees.
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ;

And liberty plucks justice by the nose ;

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart
-Goes all deconun.

Fri. It rested in your grace
To unloose this tied-up justice when you pleas'd

:

And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd
Than in Lord Angelo.
Duke. I do fear, too dreadful

:

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people scope,

'Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them
For what I l)id them do : for we bid this be done
When evil deeds have their permissive pass

And not the punishment. Therefore, indcc J,

my father,

I have on Angelo impos'd the ofl!ice ;

Whomay, in the ambush ofmyname, strikehome,
And yet my nature never in die fight,

To do it slander. And to behold his sway,
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order,

Visit both prince and people : therefore, I

pr'ythee,

Supply me with the habit, and instruct me
How I may formally in person bear me
Like a true friar. Alore reasons for this action

At our more leisure shall I render you
;

Only, this one -.—Lord Angelo is precise ;

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses

That his blood flows, or that his appetite

Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we see.

If power cliange purpose, what our scemers be.

\_Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Nunnery.
5.- -1 . , 'a ..J -

Enter Isabella and Franxisca.

Tsab. Andhaveyoununsno further privileges?—Fran. Are not these large enough ?

Isab. Yes, truly: I speak not as desiring more.
But rather wishing a more strict restraint

Upon the sisterhood, the votaries of St. Clare.

Lucio. Ho! Peacebeinthisplace ! [Jf7t/iin.

/sab. WTio 's that which calls ?

Fran. It is a man's voice. Gentle Isabella,

Turn you the key, and know his business of him

;

You may, I may not ; you are yet unsworn :

When you have vow'd, you must not speak with

men
But in the presence of the prioress ; [face ;

Then, if you speak, you must not show your
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Or, if you show your face, you must not speak.

He calls again ; I pray you answer him.
[Exit Francisca.

Isad. Peace and prosperity ! Who is 't that

calls ?

Enter Lucio.

Lttcio. Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those
clieek-roses

Proclaim you are no less ! Can you so stead me
As bring me to the sight of Isabella,

A novice of this place, and the fair sister

To her unhappy brother Claudio ?

Isab. Why her unhappy brother? let me ask

;

The rather, for I now must make you know
I am that Isabella, and his sister.

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly
greets you :

Not to be weary with yon, he's in prison.

Isab. Woe me ! For ^vhat ?

Lucio. For that which, if myself might be his

judge,_

He should receive his punishment in thanks ;

He hath got his friend with child.

Isab. Sir, make me not your story.

Lttcio. It is true.

I would not—though 'tis my familiar sin

With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest

Tongue far from heart—play with all virgins so

:

I hold you as a thing ensky'd and sainted

;

By your renouncement an immortal spirit

;

And to be talk'd with in sincerity,

As with a saint. [me.
Isab. You do blaspheme the good in mocking
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and

truth, 'tis thus

:

Your brother and his lover have embraced :

As those that feed grow fiill : as blossoming time,

That from the seedness the bare fallow brings

To teeming foison ; even so her plenteous womb
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry.

Isab. Some one with child by him ?—My
cousin Juliet ?

Lucio. Is she your cousin ?

Isab. Adoptedly ; as schoolmaids change
their names

By vain though apt affection.

Lucio. She it is.

Isab. O, let him marry her !

Lucio, This is the point.

The duke is very strangely gone from hence
;

Bore many gentlemen, myself being i^ne,

In hand, and hope of action : but we do learn
Ey those that know the very nerves of state,

His givings out were of an infinite distance
From, his true-meant design. Upon his place,

And with full line of his authority,

Governs Lord Angelo : a man whose blood
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels

The wanton stings and motions of the sense.

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge
With profits of the mind, study, and fast.

He,—to give fear to use and liberty,

Which have for long run by the hideous lav/.

As mice by lions,—hath pick'd out an act.

Under whose heavy sense your brother's life

Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it

;

.And follows close the rigour of the statute

To make him an example ; all hope is gone.
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer

To soften Angelo : and that 's my pith

Of business 'twixt you and your poor brother.

Isab. Doth he so seek his life ?

Lucio. Has censur'd him
Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath

A warrant for his execution.

Isab. Alas ! what poor ability 's in me
To do him good.

Lucio. Assay the power you have.

Isab. My power ! alas, I doubt,

—

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors.

And make us lose the good we oft might win
By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo,

And let him learn to know, when maidens sue,

Men give like gods ; but when they weep and
kneel,

All their petitions are as freely theirs

As they themselves would owe them.
Isab. I "11 see what I can do.

Lucio. But speedily.

Isab. I will about it straight

;

No longer stajing but to give the mother
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you :

Commend me to my brother : soon at night

I '11 send him certain word of my success.

Lucio. I take my leave of you.

Isab. Good sir, adieu.

\_Exeuiit.

ACT IL

SCEXE I.

—

A Hall in Angelo's House.

Euter Angelo, Escalus, a Justice, Pro-
vost, Officers, a/M? tf///^r Attendants.

Aug. We must not make a scarecrow of the

law.

Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,

And let it keep one shape till custom make it

Their perch, and not their terror.

Escal. Ay, but yet

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little

Than fall and bruise to death. Alas ! this

gentleman.
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Whom I would save, had a most noble father.

Let but your honour know,

—

Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,—

That, in the working of your own affections.

Had lime coher'd with place, or place with

wishing,

Or that the resolute acting of your blood

Could have attain'd the effect of your own
purpose.

Whether you had not sometime in your life

Err'd in this point which now you censure him,

And puU'd the law upon you.

Jng-. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus,

Another thing to fall. I not deny.

The jury, passing on the prisoner's life,

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two
Guiltier than him they try. What's open

made to justice,

That justice seizes. What know the laws

That thieves do pass on thieves ? 'Tis very

pregnant.

The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it,

Because we see it ; but what we do not see

We tread upon, and never think of it.

\<m may not so extenuate his offence

For I have had such faults; but rather tell me,
W' hen I, that censure him, do so offend.

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death.

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die.

Escal. Be it as your wisdom will.

Ang. Where is the provost ?

Prov. Here, if it like your honour.

Aug. See that Claudio

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning :

Bring him his confessor ; let him Vje prepared
;

F'or that 's the utmost of his pilgrimage.

\Exit Provost.
Escal. Well, heaven forgive him ! and for-

give us all

!

Some rise by sin and some by virtue fall

:

Some run from brakes of vice, and answer none

;

And some condemned for a fault alone.

Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers, S^c.

Elb. Come, bring them away: if these be
good people in a commonweal that do nothing
but use their abuses in common houses, I know
no law ; bring them away.

Ang. How now, sir ! What 's your name ?

and what 's the matter ?

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor
duke's constable, and my name is Elbow ; I do
lean upon justice, sir, and do bring in here be-

fore your good honour two notorious bene-
factors.

Ang. Benefactors ! Well ; what benefactors

are they? are they not malefactors?

Elb. If it please your honour, I know not

well what they are : but precise villains they

are, that I am sure of; and void of all profana-

tion in the world that good Christians ought to

have. [otilicer.

Escal. This comes off well ; here 's a wise

Ang. Go to ;—what quality are they of ?

Elbow is your name ? Why dost thou not
speak. Elbow?

Clo. He cannot, sir ; he's out at elbow.
Ang. What are you, sir?

- Elb. He, sir? a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd ;

one that serves a bad woman ; whose house,

sir, was, as they say, plucked down in the

suburbs ; and now she professes a hot-house,

which, I think, is a very ill house too.

Escal. How know you that ?

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before

heaven and your honour,

—

Escal. How ! thy wife !

Elb. Ay, sir ; who, I thank heaven, is an
honest woman,

—

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore ?

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as

well as she, that this house, if it be not a

bawd's house, it is pity of her life, for it is a

naughty house.

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable?

Elb. Marry, sir, by my wife ; who, if she

had been a woman cardinally given, might
have been accused in fornication, adultery, and
all uncleanliness there.

Escal. By the woman's means ?

Elb. Ay, sir, by Mistress Overdone's means:
but as she spit in his face, so she defied him.

Clo. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so.

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou

honourable man, prove it.

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces ?

[7(7 Angelo.
Clo. Sir, she came in great with child ; and

longing—saving your honour's reverence—for

stewed prunes, sir ; we had but two in the

house, which at that very distant time stood,

as it were, in a fruit-dish, a dish of some three-

pence ;
your honours have seen such dishes ;

they are not China dishes, but very good
dishes. [sir.

Escal. Go to, go to ; no matter for the dish,

Clo. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin ;
you are

therein in the right : but to the point. As I

say, this Mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with

child, and being great-bellied, and longing, as

I said, for prunes ; and having but two in the

dish, as I said. Master Froth here, this very

man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I

say, paying for them very honestly ;—for, as
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you know, Master Froth, I could not give you
threepence again,

—

Froth. No, indeed.

Clo. Very well : you being then, if you be

remembered, cracking the stones of the afore-

said prunes,

—

Froth. Ay, so I did, indeed.

Clo. Why, very well : I telling you then, if

you be remembered, that such a one and such

a one were past cure of the thing you wot of,

unless they kept very good diet, as I told

you,^
Froth. All this is true.

Clo. Why, very well then.

Escal. Come, you are a tedious fool : to the

purpose.—Wliat was done to Elbow's wife that

he hath cause to complain of? Come me to

what was done to her.

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet.

Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not.

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your

honour's leave. And, I beseech you, look into

Master Froth here, sir ; a man of fourscore

pound a-year ; whose father died at Hallow-
mas:—was't not at Hallowmas, Master Froth?

Froth. All-hallond eve.

Clo. Why. very well ; I hope here be truths

:

He, sir, sitting, as I say in a lower chair, sir ;

—'twas in the Bunch of Crapes., where, indeed,

you have a delight to sit, have you not?^
Froth. I have so ; beca ise it is an open

room, and good for winter. [truths.

Clo. Wliy, very well then ;— I hope here be

Aug. This will last out a night in Russia,

Whennightsarelongestthere: I '11 takemy leave,

And leave you to the hearinE; of the cause ;

Hoping you '11 find good cause to whip them all.

Escal. I think no less. Good morrow to

your lordship. {E.vit AngelO.
Now, sir, come on . what was done to Elbow's
uil'e, once more ? [her once.

Clo. Once, sir ? there was nothing done to

Elb. I beseech you, sir, ask him what this

man did to my wife.

Clo. I beseech your honour, ask me.
Escal. Well, sir : what did this gentleman

to her ?

Clo. I beseech you. sir, look in this gentle-

man's face.—Good Master Froth, look upon
his honour ; 'tis for a good purpose.—Doth
your honour mark his face ?

Escal. Ay, sir, very well.

Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it we'l.

Escal. Well, I do so.

Clo. Doth your honour see anyharm in his face?

Esral. Why, no.

C"/^._I'll be supposed upon a book, his face

is the worst thing about him. Good then ; if

his face be the worst thing about him, how
could Master Froth do the constable's wife any
harm ? I would know that of your honour.

Escal. He 'sin the right.—Constable, what
say you to it ?

Elb. First, an it like you, the house is a re-

spected house ; next, this is a respected fellow

;

and his mistress is a respected woman.
Clo. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more re-

spected person than any of us all.

Elb. Varlet, thou liest ; thou liest, wicked
varlet : the time is yet to come that she was
ever respected with man, woman, or child.

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him before

he married with her.

Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice or

Iniquity ?—Is this true ?

Elb. O thou caitiff ! O thou varlet ! O thou
wicked Hannibal ! I respected with her before

I was married to her ? If ever I was lespected

with her, or she with me, let not your worship
think me the poor duke's officer.—Prove this,

thou wicked Hannibal, or I'll have mine
action of battery on thee.

Escal. If he took you a box o' th' ear, you
might have your action of slander too.

Elb. Marry, I thank your good worship for

it. What is't your worship's pleasure I should

do with this wicked caitiff?

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some
offences in him that thou wouldst discover if

thou couldst, let him continue in his courses

till thou knowest what they are.

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it.

—

Thou seest, thou wicked varlet, now, what 's

come upon thee ; thou art to continue now,
thou varlet ; thou art to continue.

Escal. Where were you born, fi-iend ?

{To Froth.
Froth. Here in Vienna, sir.

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a-year ?

Froth. Yes, an 't please you, sir.

Escal. So.—What trade are you of, sir ?

[ To the Clown.
Clo. A tapster ; a poor widow's tapster,

Escal. Your mistress's name ?

Clo. Mistress Overdone.
Escal. Hath she had any more than one

husband ?

Clo. Nine, sir ; Overdone by the last.

Escal. Nine !—Come hither to me, Master

Froth. ^Master Froth, I would not have you
acquainted with tapsters : they will draw you.

Master Froth, and you will hang them. Get
you gone, and let me hear no more of you.

Froth. I thank your v.-orship. For mine
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ovvn part, I never cotne into any room in a tap-

house but I am drawn in.

Escal. Well ; no more of it, Master Froth

:

farewell. \^Exit Froth.]—Come you hither

to me, master tapster ; what 's your name,

master tapster ?

Clo. Pompey.
Escal. What else ?

Clo. Bum, sir.

Escal. 'Troth, and your bum is the greatest

thing about you ; so that, in the beastliest

sense, you are Pompey the great. Pompey,
you are partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever
you colour it in being a tapster. Are you not?

come, tell me true ; it shall be the better for you.

Clo. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that

would live.

Escal. How would you live, Pompey? by
being a bawd ? What do you think of the

trade, Pompey ? is it a lawful trade ?

Clo. If the law would allow it, sir.

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Pom-
pey : nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna.

Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and
splay all the youth in the city ?

Escal. No, Pompey.
Clo. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they

will to't then. If your worship will take order

for the drabs and the knaves, you need not to

fear the bawds.
Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I

can tell you. It is but heading and hanging.

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend

that way but for ten year together, you '11 be

glad to give out a commission for more heads.

If this law hold in Vienna ten year, I'll rent

the fairest house in it, after threepence a bay.

If you live to see this come to pass, say Pom-
pey told you so.

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey: and, in

requital of your prophecy, hark you,—I advise

you, let me not find you before me again upon
any complaint whatsoever, no, not for dwell-

ing where you do ; if I do, Pompey, I shall

beat you to your tent, and prove a shrewd
Cxsar to you ; in plain dealing, Pompey, I

shall have you whipt : so for this time, Pom-
pey, fare you well.

Clo. I thank your worship for your good
counsel ; but I shall follow it as the flesh and
fortune shall better determine.

Whip me ? No, no ; let carman whip his jade;
The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade.

[Exit.

Escal. Come hither to me, Master Elbow ;

comehilhcr, Master Constable. How long have
you been in this place of constable ?

Elb. Seven year and a half, sir.

Escal. I thought, by your readiness in the
office, you had continued in it some time. You
say seven years together ?

Elb. And a half, sir.

Escal. Alas I it hath been great painstoyou I

—

Theydo you wrong to put you so oft upon 't. Are
there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it .'

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such mat-
ters : as they are chosen, they are glad to choose
me for them ; I do it for some piece of money,
and go through with all.

Escal. Look you, bring me in the names of
some six or seven, the most sufficient of your
parish.

Elb. To your worship's house, sir ?

Escal. Tomy house. Fare you well. [Exit,

Elbow.] What's o'clock, think you ?

fust. Eleven, sir.

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with me.
/list. I humbly thank you.
Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio

;

But there 's no remedy.
Just. Lord Angelo is severe.

Escal. It is but needful

:

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so

;

]*ardon is still the nurse of second woe :

But yet,—Poor Claudio !—There 's no remedy.
Come, sir. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Provo.st and a Servant.

Serv. He 's hearing of a cause ; he will come
straight.

I '11 tell him of you. [know
Prov. Pray you do. [Exit Servant.] I'll

His pleasure ; may be he will relent. Alas,

He hath but as offended in a dream !

All sects, all ages, smack of this vice; and he
To die for it

!

Enter Angelo.

Ang. Now, what's the matter, provost?

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-

morrow ?

Ang. Did I not tell thee yea ? hadst thou

not order ?

Why dost thou ask again ?

Prov. Lest I might be too rash :

Under your good correction, I have seen

Wlien, after execution, judgment hath

Repented o'er his doom.
Ang. Go to ; let that be mine

:

Do you your office, or give up your place.

And you shall well be spared.

Prov, I crave your honour's pardon :
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What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ?

She 's very near her hour.

Aug. Dispose of her

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed.

Re-enter Servant.

Serv. Hereis the sister of the man condemned
Desires access to you.

Aug. Hath he a sister ?

Prov. Ay, mygood lord ; a very virtuous maid,

And to be shortly of a sisterhood,

If not already.

Aug. Well, let her be admitted.

YExit Servant.

See you the fornicatress be remov'd ;

Let her have needful but not lavish means ;

There shall be order for it.

Enter Lucio and Isabella.

Prov. Save your honour ! {^Offering to retire.

Aug. Stay a little while.—[7o Isab.] You
are welcome. What 's )-our will ?

hab. I am a woeful suitor to your honour.

Please but your honour hear me.
Ang. Well ; what 's your suit ?

Jsab. There is a vice that most I do abhor,

And most desire should meet the blow ofjustice

:

For which I would not plead, but that I must ;

For which I must not plead, but that I am
At war 'twixt will and will not.

Ang. Well ; the matter ?

Isab. I have a brother is condemned to die
;

I do beseech you, let it be his fault,

And not my brother.

Prov. Heaven give thee mo\ang graces.

A77g. Condemn thefaultandnottheactorof it!

Why, every fault 's condemn'd ere it be done
;

Mine were the very cipher of a function.

To find the fault whose fine stands in record.

And let go by the actor.

hab. . O just but severe law !

[ had a brother, then.—Heaven keep your hon-
our ! {^Retiring.

^-Lucio. [To Isab.] Give't not o'er so: to

him again, entreat him
;

'Cneel down before him, hang upon his gown ;

I'ou are too cold ; if you should need a pin,

'ou could not with more tame a tongue desire it

:

ID him, I say.

Isab, Must he needs die ?

Ang. Maiden, no remedy.
Isad. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon

him,
md neither heaven nor man grieve at the mercy.
Ang. I will not do 't.

/sai>. But can you, if you would ?

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.

Isab, But might you do 't, and do the world
no wrong.

If so your heart were touch'd with that remorse
As mine is to him.

Ang. He's sentcnc'd ; 'tis too late.

Lucio. You are too cold. \To Isabella.
Isab. Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a

word.
May call it back again. Well, believe this,

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs,

Not the king's crown nor the deputed sword,
The marshal's truncheon nor the judge's robe,

Become them Vvith one half so good a grace
As mercy does. If he had been as you.

And you as he, you would have slipp'd like him

;

But he, like you, would not have been so stern.

Ang. Pray you, be gone.

Isab. I would to heaven I had your potency.

And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus ?

No ; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge
And what a prisoner.

Litcio. Ay, touch him ; there 's the vein.

[Aside.

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law,

And you but waste your words.
Isab. Alas ! alas !

Vvhy, all the souls that were were forfeit once

;

.•\nd He that might the vantage best have took
Found out the remedy. How would you be
If He, which is the top of judgment, should

But judge you as you are ? O, think on that ;

And mercy then will breathe within your lips.

Like man new made.
Ang. Be you content, fair maid ;

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother :

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son.

It should be thus with him ;—he must die to-

morrow, [him, spare him !

Isab. To-morrow ! O that 's sudden ! Spare

He's not prepared for death. Even for our
kitchens

We kill the fowl of season : shallwe serve heaven
With less respect than we do minister [you

:

To our gross selves ? G ood, good my lord , bethink

Who is it that hath died for this offence ?

There 's many have committed it.

Lucio. Ay, well said.

Ang, The law hath not been dead, though
it hath slept

:

Those many had not dared to do that evil

If the first man that did the edict infringe

Had answer'd for his deed : now 'tis awake ;

Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet,

Looks in a glass that shows what future evils,—

Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd,

And so in progress to be hatch'd and born,

—
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Are now to have no successive degrees,

But, where they live, to end.

Isab. Yet show some pity.

Ang. Ishowit mostofallwheni showjustice;

For then I pity those I do not know.
Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall.

And do him right that, answering one foul wrong.
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied ;

Your brother dies to-morrow : be content.

hab. So you must be the first that gives this

sentence ;

And he that suffers. O, it is excellent

To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous

To use it like a giant.

Lncio. That 's well said.

Isah. Could great men thunder

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet,

For every pelting petty officer

Would use his heaven for thunder : nothing but

thunder.

Merciful heaven !

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt,

SpHtt'st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak
Than the soft myrtle ;—but man, proud man !

Drcss'd in a little brief authority,

—

Most ignorant of what he's most assured,

His glassy essence,—like an angry ape.

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven
As make theangels weep; who, with our spleens,

Would all themselves laugh mortal.

Lucio. O, to him, to him, wench : he will re-

lent;

He 's coming ; I perceive 't.

Prov. Pray heaven she win him !

Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with our-

self

:

[them ;

Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in

But, in the less, foul profanation.

Lucio. Thou 'rt in the right, girl; more o' that.

Isab. Thatinthe captain 's buta choleric word
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy.

Lncio. Art advised o' that ? more on 't.

Ang. Whydo you put these sayings upon me?
Isab. Because authority, though it err like

others.

Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself

That skins the viceo' the top. Gotoyourbosom
;

Knock there ; and ask your heart what it doth
know

That 's like my brother's fault ; if it confess

A natural guiltiness such as is his,

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue
Against my brother's life.

Aug. She speaks, and 'tis

Such sense that my sense breeds with it.

Fare you well.

Isab. Gentle, my lord, turn back.

Ang. I will bethink me :—Come again to-

morrow, [lord, tu'n back.
Isab. Hark how I '11 bribe you. Good, my
Ang. How ! bribe me ?

Isab. Ay, with such gifts that heaven shall

share with you.

Lucio. You had marr'd all else.

Isab. Not with fond shekelsof the tested gold,
Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor
As fancy values them : but with true prayers,

That shall be up at heaven, and enter there.

Ere sunrise : prayers from preserved souls,

I'Vom fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate
To nothing temporal.
Ang. Well ; come to me

To-morrow.
Lucio. Go to ; it is well ; away.

\Aside to Isabella.
Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe !

A7tg. Amen : for I

.\m that waygoing to temptation, \_Aside.

Where prayers cross.

Isab. At what hour to-morrow
Shall I attend your lordship ?

Ang. At any time 'fore noon.
Isab. Save your honour

!

[Exeunt Lucio, Isab. , a7id Prov.
Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue !

—

What's this? what's this? Is this her fault or

\ mine? [Ha !

The tempter or the tempted, who sins most?
Not she ; nor doth she tempt ; but it is I

That, lying by the violet, in the sun

Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower,

Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be

That modesty may more betray our sense

Than woman's lightness ? Having waste

ground enough.
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary

And pitch our evils there ? O, fie, fie, fie !

What dost thou ? or what art thou, Angelo ?

Dost thou desire her foully for those things

That make her good ? O, let her brother live;

Thieves for their robbery have authority

When judges steal themselves. W'hat ! do I

love her.

That I desire to hear her speak again [on ?

And feast upon her eyes ? What is 't I dream
O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint,

With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous

Is that temptation that doth goad us on
To sin in loving virtue : never could the strumpet,

With all her double vigour, art, and nature,

Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite.—Ever till now,
When men were fond, I smil'd and wonder'd

how. \EiXit»

I
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Scene III.

—

A Room in a Prison.

Enter Duke, habited like a Friar, and
I'ROVOST.

Duke. Hail to you, provost ! so I think you
are. [good friar ?

Prov. I am the provost. What's your will,

Duke. Bound by my charity and my bless'd

order,

] come to visit the afflicted spirits

Here in the prison : do me the common right

To let me see them, and to make me know
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister

To them accordingly. [were needful.

Prov. I would do more than that, if more

Enter ]VLIKV.

Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine,
"A'ho, falling in the flames of her own youth,
ll.ith blister'd her report. She is with child;

-^.nd he that got it, sentenc'd : a young man
;

More fit to do another such offence

Than die for this.

Duke. When must he die ?

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow,

—

I have provided for you ; stay awhile

[To Juliet.
And you shall be conducted. [carry ?

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you
Juliet. I do ; and bear the shame most

patiently.

Duke. I "11 teach you how you shall arraign

your conscience.

And try your penitence, if it be sound
Or hollowly put on.

Juliet. I "II gladly learn.

Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you ?

Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that

wrong'd him. [act

Duke. So then, it seems, your most offenceful

Was mutually committed ?

Juliet. Mutually. [than his.

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind
Juliet, I do confess it, and repent it, father.

Duke. 'Tis meet so, daughter : but lest you
do repent [shame,

—

A^ that the sin hath brought you to this

V\'liich sorrow is always toward ourselves, not
heaven, [love it,

^'I'lwing we would not spare heaven as we
. >;t as we stand in fear,

—

luliet. I do repent me as it is an evil,

/.:id take the shame with joy.

Duke. There rest.

Vrn.ir partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow.
And I am going with instruction to him.

—

Juliet. Grace go with you !

Duke. Benedicite! \Exit.
Juliet. Must die to-morrow ! O, injurious

law.

That respites me a life whose very comfort
Is still a dying horror !

Prov. 'Tis pity of him ! [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Angelo's House.

Enter Angelo.
Aug. When I would pray and think, I think

and pray [words ;

To several subjects. Heaven hath my empty
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue,
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth,
As if I did but only chew his name ;

And in my heart the strong and swelling evil

Of my conception. The state whereon I studied

Is like a good thing, being often read.

Grown sear'd and tedious
; yea, my gravity,

Wherein—let no man hear me— I take pride,

Could I with boot change for an idle plume.
Which the air beats for vain. O place ! O

form !

How often dost thou with thy case, thy haliit.

Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls

To thy false seeming ? Blood, thou still art

blood :

Let's write good angel on the devil's horn,
'Tis not the devil's crest.

Enter Servant.

How now, who's there ?

Serv. One Isabel, a sister.

Desires access to you.

Ang. Teach her the way. [Exit Serv.

O heavens

!

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart,

Making both it unable for itself

And dispossessing all the other parts

Of necessary fitness ? [swoons ;

So play the foolish throngs with one that

Come all to help him, and so stop the air

By which he should revive : and even so

The general, subject to a well-wished king.

Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness

Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love

Must needs appear offence.

Enter IsAlSELLA.

How now, {-MX maid ?

Isab. I am come to know your pleasure.

Ang. That you might know it, would much
better please me [not live.

Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother can-

Isab. Even so?—Heaven keep your honour!
[Retiring.
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Aug. Yet may lie live awhile : and, it may
be.

As long as you or I : yet he must die.

Isab. Under your sentence ?

Ang. Yea. [prieve,

Isad. When, I beseech you ? that in his re-

Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted

That his soul sicken not. [as good
Ang. Ha ! Fie, these filthy vices ! It were

To pardon him that hath from nature stolen

A man already made, as to remit [image
Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven's

In stamps that are forbid ; 'tis all as easy

Falsely to take away a life true made
As to put metal in restrained means
To make a false one. [earth.

Jsab. 'Tis set down so in heaven, but not in

Aug. Say you so? then I shall poze you
quickly.

Which had you rather,—that the most just law
Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him
Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness
As she that he hath stain'd ?

Isab. Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body tlmn my soul.

Ang. I talk not of your soul ; our compell'd
sins

Stand more for number than accompt.
Isab. liow say you ?

Ang. Nay, I '11 not warrant that ; for I can
speak

Against the thing I say. Answer to this ;

—

I, now the voice of the recorded law.

Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life :

Might there not be a charity in sin,

To save this brother's life ?

Isab. Please you to do 't,

I '11 take it as a peril to my soul

It is no sin at all, but charity.

A ng. Pleas'd you to do 't at peril of your soul,

Were equal poise of sin and charity.

Isab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin.

Heaven let me bear it ! you granting of my suit,

If that be sin, I '11 make it my morn prayer

To have it added to the faults of mine.
And nothing of your answer.

Ang. Nay, but hear me :

Your sense pursues not mine : either you are

ignorant

Or seem so, craftily ; and that 's not good.

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good
But graciously to know I am no better.

A7ig. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most
bright

Wlien it doth tax itself : as these black masks
Proclaim an enshicld beauty ten times louder

Than beauty could, displayed.—Cut mark me;

To be received plain, I '11 speak more gross :

Your brother is to die.

Isab. So.
Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears

Accountant to the law upon that pain.

Isab. True.

Ang. Admit no other way to save his life,

—

As I subscribe not that, nor any other.

But in the loss of question,—that you, his sister,

Finding yourself desir'd of such a person.

Whose credit with the judge, or own great place.

Could fetch your brother from the manacles
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were
No earthly mean to save him but that either

You must lay down the treasures of your body
To this suppos'd, or else let him suffer

;

What would you do ?

Isab. As much for my poor brother as myself:
That is, were I under the terms of death.

The impression ofkeen whips I'd wear as rubies.

And strip myself to death, as to a bed
That longing I have been sick for, ere I 'd yield

My body up to shame.
Ang. Then must your brother die.

Isab. And 'twere the cheaper way :

Better it were a brother died at once
Than that a sister, by redeeming him,
Should die for ever. [sentence

A7tg. Were not you, then, as cruel as the

That you have slandered so ?

Isab. Ignominy in ransom and free pardon
Are of two houses ; lawful mercy is

Nothing akin to foul redemption. [tyrant

;

Ang. You seem'd of late to make the law a
And rather prov'd the sliding of your brother

A merriment than a vice.

Isad. O, pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out,

To have what we would have, we spe.'.k not
what we mean :

I something do excuse the thing I hate.

For his advantage that I dearly love.

Ang. We are all frail.

Isab. Else let my brother die,

If not a feodary, but only he,

Owe, and succeed by weakness.
Ang. Nay, women are frail too.

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view
themselves

;

Which are as easy broke as they make forms.

Women !—Help heaven ! men their creation mar
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times

frail

;

For we are soft as our complexions are.

And credulous to false prints.

Ang. I think it well

:

And from this testimony of your own sex,

—

Since, I suppose, we are made to be no stronger
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Than faults may shake our frames,—let me be

bold ;—
I do arrest your words. Be that you are,

That is, a woman ; if you be more, you 're none

;

If you be one,—as you are well expressed

By all external warrants,—show it now
By putting on the destin'd livery. [lord,

Isab. I have no tongue but one : gentle, my
Let me intreat you, speak the former language.

Aug. Plainly conceive, I love you.

Jsab. My brother did love Juliet ; and you

tell me
That he shall die for it.

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, ifyou give me love.

Isab. I know your virtue hath a license in 't,

\ATiich seems a little fouler than it is.

To pluck on others.

Aug-. Believe me, on mine honour,

My words express my purpose.

'isab. Ha ! little honour to be much believed.

And most pernicious purpose ! — Seeming,

seeming !

—

1 will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for't

:

Sign me a present pardon for my brother

Or, with anoutslretch'd throat, I '11 tell the world

Aloud what man thou art.

Aug. Who will believe thee, Isabel ?

My ansoil'd name, the austereness of my life.

My vouch against you, and my place i' the state

Will so your accusation overweigh

That you shall stifle in your own report,

And smell of calumny. I have begun ;

And now I give my sensual race the rein :

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ;

Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes

That -banish what they sue for : redeem thy

brother

By yielding up thy body to my will ;

Or else he must not only die the death,

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out

To lingering sufferance : answer me to-morrcnv,

Or, by the affection that now guides me most,

I 'U prove a tyrant to him. As for you,

Say what you can, my false o'erweighs your
true. [Ex2t.

Isab. To whom shall I complain ? Did I

tell this,

Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths.
That bear in them one and the self-same tongue
Either of condemnation or approof !

Ridding the law make court'sy to their will ;

Hooking both right and wrong to the aopetite.

To follow as it draws ! I Ml to my brother :

Though he hath fallen bypromptureof the blood,
Vet hath he in him such a mind of honour
That, had he twenty heads to tender down
Dn twenty bloody blocks, he 'd yield them up

Before his sister should her body stoop

To such abhorr'd pollution.

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die:
Wore than our brother is our chastity.

I '11 tell him yet of Angelo's request,

And fit his mind to death for his soul's rest.

[EjciL

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Eoom in the Priso7t,

Enter Duke, Claudio, aiid Provost.

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from
Lord Angelo ?

Claud. The miserable have no other medicine
But only hope :

I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die.

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death or

life [with life,

—

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing [art,

That none but fools would keep : a breath thou
.Servile to all the skiey influences

That dost this haljitation, where thou keep'st,

Hourly afflict ; merely, thou art death's fool

;

For him thou labour'st by thy flight to shun.

And yet runn'st toward him still. Thou art not

noble ;

For all the accommodations that thou bear'st

Are nurs"d by baseness. Thou art by no means
valiant

;

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork

Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep.

And that thou oft provok'st ; yet grossly fear'st

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not
thyself:

For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains

That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not

;

For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get;
And what thou hast, forgett'st. Thou art not

certain ;

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects.

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou art poor;

For, like an ass whose back with ingots bov/s,

Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey,

And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou
none ;

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire.

The mere effusion of thy proper loins.

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum,
For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor!

youth nor age, > f

But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep,

Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth
Beco.nes as aged, and doth beg the alms
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old and rich
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Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor

beauty, [this

To make thy riches pleasant. What 's yet in

That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life

Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we
fear,

That makes these odds all even.

Claud. I humbly thank you.

To sue to live, I find I seek to die ;

And, seeking death, find life. Let it come on.

Isab. \_Within.\ What, ho! Peace here-;

grace and good company !

Prov. Who 's there ? come in : the wish de-

serves a welcome.
Duke. Dear sir, ere long I '11 visit you again.

Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you.

Enter ISABELLA.

Isab. My business is a word or two with

Claudio. [here 's your sister.

Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior,

Duke. Provost, a word with you.

Prov. As many as you please.

Duke. Bring me to hear thern speak where
I may be conceal'd.

[Exeunt Duke and Provost.
Claud. Now, sister, what 's the comfort ?

Isab. Why, as all comforts are ; most good
in deed :

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven,

Intends you for his swift embassador.

Where you shall be an everlasting lieger :

Therefore, your best appointment make with

speed ;

To-morrow you set on.

Claud. Is there no remedy ?

Isab. None, but such remedy as, tosave a head,

To cleave a heart in twain.

Claud. But is there any ?

Isab. Yes, brother, you may live :

There is a devilish mercy in the judge.

If you '11 implore it, that will free your life,

But fetter you till death.

Claud. Perpetual durance ?

Isab. Ay, just perpetual durance ; a restraint.

Though all the world's vastidity you had,

To a determin'd scope.

Claud. But in what nature ?

Isab. In such a one as, you consenting to't,

Would bark your honour from that trunk you
bear,

And leave you naked.
Claud. Let me know the point.

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake,

Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain,

And six or seven winters more respect

Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die ?

The sense of death is most in apprehension ;

And the poor beetle that we tread upon,

In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great

As when a giant dies.

Claud. Why give you me this shame ?

Think you I can a resolution fetch

Yxovcv flowery tenderness ? If I must die

I will encounter darkness as a bride.

And hug it in mine arms. [father's grave

Isab. There spake my brother ; there my
Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die

:

Thou art too noble to conserve a life

In base appliances. This outward-sainted de-

puty,—
Whose settled visage and deliberate word
Nips youth i' the head, and follies doth emmew
As falcon doth the fowl,— is yet a devil ;

His filth within being cast, he would appear

A pond as deep as hell.

Claud. The princely Angelo <

Isab. O, 'tis the cunning livery of hell,

The damned'st body to invest and cover

In princely guards ! Dost thou think, Claudio,

If I would yield him my virginity

Thou mightst be freed ?

Claud. O heavens ! it cannot be.

hab. Yes, he would give it thee, from this

rank offence

So to offend him still. This night 's the time

That I should do what I abhor to name.
Or else thou diest to-morrow.

Claud. Thou shalt not do'U
Isab. O, were it but my life,

I 'd throw it down for your deliverance

As frankly as a pin.

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel.

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death tO«

morrow.
Claud. Yes.—Has he affections in him

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose
When he would force it ? Sure it is no sin ;

Or of the deadly seven it is the least.

Isab. Which is the least ?

Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wise,

Why would he for the momentary trick

Be perdurably fined ?—O Isabel !

Isab. What says my brother ?

Claud. Death is a fearful thing.

Isab. And shamed life a hateful.

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not
where ;

To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot

;

This sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit

To bathe in fiery floods or to reside

In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ;

To be imprison'd in the viewless winds,

I
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And blown with restless violence round about

The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst

Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts

Imagine howling !
—

'tis too horrible !

The weariest and most loathed worldly life

That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment

Can lay on nature is a paradise

To what we fear of death.

Isab. Alas 1 alas !

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live

:

What sin you do to save a brother's life

Nature dispenses with the deed so far

That it becomes a virtue.

Isab. O you beast

!

faithless coward ! O dishonest wretch !

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ?

Is't not a kind of incest to take life [I think?

From thine own sister's shame. What should

Heaven shield my mother play'd my father

fair !

For such a warped slip of wilderness

Ne'er issued from his blood. Take my defiance:

Die ;
perish ! might but my bending down

Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed :

1 '11 pray a thousand prayers for thy death,

—

No word to save thee.

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel.

Isab. O fie, fie, fie !

Thy sin 's not accidental, but a trade :

Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd :

'Tis best that thou diest quickly. [Going.

Claud. O hear me, Isabella.

He-enter Duke.

I Duke.- Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but

one word.
Isab. What is your will ?

• Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure

I would by and by have some speech with you:

the satisfaction I would require is likewise

jTOur own benefit,

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure ; my stay

nust be stolen out of other affairs ; but I will

ittend you awhile.

Duke. [To Claudio aside."] Son, I have
iverheard what hath passed between you and
our sister. Angelo had never the purpose to

orrupt her ; only he hath made an essay of her

irtue to practise his judgment with the dis-

)osition of natures ; she, having the truth of

lonour in her, hath made him that gracious

lenial which he is most glad to receive : I am
onfessor to Angelo, and I know this to be

rue ; therefore prepare yourself to death. Do
lot satisfy your resolution with hopes that are

llible : to-morrow you must die ; go to your

Jiees and make ready.

i1

Clatid. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am
so out of love with life that I will sue to be
rid of it.

Duke. Hold you there. Farewell.

[Exii Claudio.

Re-enter Provost.

Provost, a word with you.

Prov. What's your will, father?

Duke. That, now you are come, you will be
gone. Leave me a while with the maid ; my
mind promises with my habit no loss shall

touch her by my company.
Prov. In good time. \Exit Provost.
Duke. The hand that hath made you fair

hath made you good : the goodness that is

cheap in beauty makes beauty brief in goodness;
but grace, being the soul of your complexion,
should keep the body of it ever fair. The
assault that Angelo hath made to you, fortune

hath conveyed to my understanding ; and, but

that frailty hath examples for his falling, I

should wonder at Angelo. How will you do
to content this substitute, and to save your
brother ?

Isab. I am now going to resolve him ; I had
rather my brother die by the law than my son
should be unlawfully born. But O, how much
is the good duke deceived in Angelo ! If ever

he return, and I can speak to him, I will open
my lips in vain, or discover his government.

Duke. That shall not be much amiss : yet,

as the matter now stands, he will avoid your
accusation ; he made trial of you only.—There-
fore fasten your ear on my advisings ; to the

love I have in doing good a remedy presents

itself. I do make myself believe that you may
most uprighteously do a poor wronged lady a
merited benefit ; redeem your brother from the

angry law ; do no stain to your own gracious

person ; and much please the absent duke if,

peradventure, he shall ever return to have
hearing of this business.

Isab. Let me hear you speak further ; I have
spirit to do anything that appears not foul in

the truth of my spirit,

Duke, Virtue is bold, and goodness never
fearful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana,

the sister of Frederick the great soldier who
miscarried at sea ?

Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good
words went with her name.
Duke. Her should this Angelo have married

;

was affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial

appointed : between which time of the contract

and limit of the solemnit)' her brother Frederick

was wrecked at sea, having in that perished
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vessel the dowry of his sister. But mark how
heavily this befell to the poor gentlewoman :

there she lost a noble and renowned brother,

in his love toward her ever most kind and

natural ; with him the portion and sinew of her

fortune, her marriage-dowry ; with both, her

combinate husband, this well-seeming Angelo.

hab. Can this be so ? Did Angelo so leave

fier?

Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not

one of them with his comfort ; swallowed his

vows whole, pretending, in her, discoveries of

dishonour ; in few, bestowed her on her own
lamentation, which she yet wears for his sake ;

and he, a marble to her tears, is washed with

them, but relents not.

Isab. What a merit were it in death to take

this poor maid from the world ! What corrup-

tion in tliis life that it will let this man live !

—

But how out ^f this can she avail ?

Duke. It is a rupture tliat you may easily

heal ; and the cure of it not only saves your

brother, but keeps you from dishonour in doing

it.

Isab. Show me how, good father.

Duke. This forenamed maid hath yet in her

the continuance of her first affection ; his un-

just unkindness, that in all reason should have

quenched her love, hath, like an impediment in

the current, made it more violent and unruly. Go
you to Angelo ; answer his requiring with a plaus-

ible obedience; agree with his demands to the

point: only refer yourself to this advantage,

—

first, that your stay with him may not be long ;

that the time may have all shadow and silence

in it ; and the place answer to convenience : this

being granted in course, now follows all. We
shall advise this wronged maid to stead up your

appointment, go in your place ; if the encounter

acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel him
to her recompense : and here, by this, is your

brother saved, your honour untainted, the poor

Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt deputy
scaled. The maid will I frame and make fit

for his attempt. If you think well to carry this

as you may, the doubleness of the benefit de-

fends the deceit from reproof. What think you
of it?

Isab. The image of it givesme content already

;

and I trust it will grow to a most prosperous

perfection.

Duke. It lies much in your bolding up.

Haste you speedily to Angelo : 'f for this night

he entreat you to his bed, give him promise of

satisfaction. I will presently to St. Luke's ;

there, at the moated grange, resides this de-

jected Mariana. At that place call upon me ;

and despatch with Angelo, that it may be
quickly.

Isab. I thank you for this comfort. Fare
you well, good father. \ExeuHt severally.

Scene \\.— The Street before the Prison.

Enter DuKE, as a Friar ; to him Elbow,
Clown, and Officers.

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but
that you will needs buy and sell men and women
like beasts, we shall have all the world drink
brown and while bastard.

Duke. O heavens ! what stuff is here?
Clo. 'Twas never merry wo«Jd since, of two

usuries, the merriest was put down, and the
vvorser allowed by order of law a furred gown
to keep him warm ; and furred with fox and
lamb-skins, too, to signify that craft, being
richer than innocency, stands for the facing.

Elb. Come your way, sir.—Bless you, good
father friar.

Duke. And you, good brother father.

What offence halh this man made you, sir ?

Elb. Marry, sir. he hath offended the law
;

and, sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir ; for

we havefound upon him, sir, a strange picklock,

which we have sent to the deputy.
Duke. Fie, sirrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd

!

The evil that thou causest to be done.
That is thy means to live. Do thou but think
What 'tis to cram a maw or clothe a back
From such a filthy vice : say to thyself,

—

From their abominable and^beastly touches
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live.

Canst thou believe thy living is a life.

So stinkingly depending ? Go mend, go mend-
er. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir

;

but yet, sir, I would prove-

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs

for sin.

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer

;

Correction and instruction must both work
Ere this rude beast will profit.

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir ; he has

given him warning : the deputy cannot abide a

whoremaster : if he be a whoremonger, and
comes before him, he were as good go a mile

on his errand.

Duke. That we were all, as some would
seem to be,

Free from our faults, as faults from seeming
free !

Elb. His neck will come to your waist, a cord»

sir.

Clo. I spy comfort ; I cry bail ! Here's %
gentleman, and a friend of mine.
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Enter Lucio.

Lticio. How now, noble Pompey ? What, at

the heels of Cx'sar ! Art thou led in triumph ?

'.'. .It, is there none of Pygmalion's images,

: , ly made woman, to be had now, for putting

jand in the pocket and extracting it clutched?

It reply, ha ? What say'st thou to this tune,

i ler, and method ? Is't not drowned i' the

la t rain, ha ? What say'st thou to 't ? Is the

w jild as it was, man ? Which is the way ? Is

it sad, and few words? or how? The trick of it?

Di(ke. Still thus, and thus ! still worse !

Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mis-

tress? Procures she still, ha?
Clo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her

beef, and she is herself in the tub.

Liuio. Why, 'tis good : it is the right of it :

it must be so : ever your fresh whore and your
powdered bawd : an unshunned consequence ;

it must be so. Art going to prison, Pompey ?

do. Yes, faith, sir.

Lucio. Wliy, 'tis not amiss, Pompey. Fare-

weii
; go, say I sent thee thither. For debt,

Pompey? or how?
Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd.
Lticio. Well, then, imprisonhim: ifimprison-

ment be the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his right;

bawd is he doubtless, and of antiquity, too :

bawd-born. Farewell, good Pompey. Com-
ntnd me to the prison, Pompey. You will

:urn good husband now, Pompey ; you will

ieep the house.

do. I hope, sir, your good worship will be

ny bail.

Liurio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it

s not the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to in-

nrease your bondage : ifyou take it not patiently,

vhy, your mettle is the more. Adieu, trusty

'ompey.—Bless you, friar.

Duke. And you.

Lticio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, ha?
Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come.
Cio. You will not bail me then, sir ?

Lticio. Then, Pompey, nornow.—^WTiat nev.s

broad, friar ? what news ?

,. Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come.
Lucio. Go,—to kennel, Pompey, go :

[Exetin! Elbow, Clown, ami Officers.

Oiat news, friar, of the duke ?

Duke. I know none. Can you tell me of

ly?

Lucio. Some say he is with the Emperor of
ussia ; other some, he is in Rome : but where

J he, think you ?

Duke. I icnow not where ; but wheresoever,
wish him well.

Lttcio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him
to steal from the state and usurp the beggary he
was never born to. Lord Angclo dukes it v/ell

in his absence ; he puts transgression to't.

Duke. He does well in 't.

Lticio. A little more lenity to lechery would
do no harm in him : something too crabbed that

vs^ay, friar.

Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity

must cure it.

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a
great kindred; it is well allied: but it is im-
p<>ssible to extirp it quite, friar, till eating and
drinking be put down. They say this Angclo
was not made by man and woman afterthe down-
right v,-ay of creation : is it tnie, think you ?

Duke. How should he be made, then ?

Lucio. Some report a sea-maid spawned him ;

some, that he was begot between two stock-

fishes.—But it is certain that, when he makes
water, his urine is congealed ice ; that I know
to be true : and he is a motion ungeneraiive

;

that 's infallible.

Duke. You are pleasant, sir, and speak apace.

Lucio. \Miy, what a ruthless thing is this in

him, for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away
the life of a man ? Would the duke that is ab-

sent have done this ? Ere he would have hanged
a man for the getting a hundred bastards, he
would have paid for the nursing a thousand.

He had some feeling of the sport ; he knew the

service, and that instructed him to mercy.
Duke. I never heard the absent duke much

detected for women ; he was not inclined that

,

way.

Lucio. O, sir, you are deceived.

Duke. 'Tis not possible.

L.ucio. Who, not the duke? yes, your beggar'

of fifty ;—and his use was to put a ducat in her

clack -dish : the duke had crotchets in him. He
would be drunk too : that let me inform you.

Lhike. You do him wrong, surely.

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy
fellow was the duke : and I believe I know the

cause of his withdrawing.
Duke. Wliat, I pr'ythee, might be the cause?

Lucio. No,—pardon ;
—

'tis a secret must be
locked within the teeth and the lips : but this

I can let you understand,—the greater file of

the subject held the duke to be wise.

Duke. Wise ? why, no question but he was.

Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweigh-
ing fellow.

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or

mistaking ; the very stream of his life, and the

business he hath helmed, must, upon a war-

ranted need, give him a belter proclamation.
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Let him be but testimonied in his own bring-

ings forth, and he shall appear to the envious a

scholar, a statesman, and a soldier. Therefore

you speak unskilfully ; or, if your knowledge
be more, it is much darkened in your malice.

Lticio. Sir, I know him, and I love him.

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge,

and knowledge with dearer love.

Lticio. Come, sir, I know what I know.
Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you

Icnovv not what you speak. But, if ever the

duke return,—as our prayers are he may,—let

me desire you to make your answer before him.

If it be honest you have spoke, you have courage

to maintain it : I am bound to call upon you ;

and, I pray you, your name ?

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known
to the duke.

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I

may live to report you.

Lucio. I fear you not.

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no
more ; or you imagine me too unhurtful an
opposite. But, indeed, I can do you little

harm : you '11 forswear this again.

Lucio. I '11 be hanged first ! thou art deceived

in me, friar. But no more of this. Canst thou

tell if Claudio die to-morrow cr no ?

Duke. Why should he die, sir ?

Lucio. Why, for filling a bottle with a tun-

dish. I would the duke we talk of were re-

turned again : this ungenitured agent will un-

people the province with continency ; sparrows

must not build in his house-eaves because they

are lecherous. The duke yet would have dark
deeds darkly answered ; he would never bring

them to light : would he were returned !

Marry, this Claudio is condemned for untrus-

sing. Farewell, good friar : I pr'ythee, pray
for me. The duke, I say to thee again, would
eat mutton on Fridays. He 's now past it ; yet,

and I say to thee, he would mouth with a beggar
though she smelt brown bread and garlic : say

that I said so.—Farewell. \^Exit.

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality

Can censure 'scape ; back-wounding calumny
The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ?

But who comes here ?

Enter'E.^.chixss, Provost, BAWD,a«^Officers.

Escal. Go, away with her to prison.

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me ; your
honour is accounted a merciful man ; good my
lord.

E-scal. Double and treble admonition, and

still forfeit in the same kind? This would
make mercy swear and play the tyrant,

Prov. A bawd of eleven years' continuance,
may it please your honour.
Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio's informa-

tion against me : Mistress Kate Keepdown was
with child by him in the duke's lime ; he pro-

mised her marriage ; his child is a year and a
quarter old come Philip and Jacob : I have
kept it myself ; and see how he goes about to

abuse me.
Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much

licence :—let him be called before us.—Away
with her to prison. Go to ; no more words.

[Exeunt Bawd atui Officers.] Provost, my
brother Angelo will not be altered, Claudio
must die to-morrow : let him be furnished with

divines, and have all charitable preparation :

if my brother wrought by my pity it should not

be so with him.

Prov. So please you, this friar hath been
with him, and advised him for the entertain-

ment of death.

Escal. Good even, good father.

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you !

Escal. Of whence are you ? [is now
Duke. Not of this country, though my chance

To use it for my time : I am a brother

Of gracious order, late come from the see

In special business from his holiness.

Escal. W'hat news abroad i' the world ?

Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever

on goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure

it : novelty is only in request ; and it is as dan-

gerous to be aged in any kind of course as it is

virtuous to be constant in any undertaking.

There is scarce truth enough alive to make
societies secure ; but security enough to make
fellowships accursed : much upon this riddle

runs the wisdom of the world. This news is

old enough, yet it is every day's news. I pray

you, sir, of what disposition was the duke ?

Escal. One that, above all other strifes, con-

tended especially to know himself.

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ?

Escal. Rather rejoicing to see another merr}',

than merry at anything which professed to make
him rejoice : a gentleman of all temperance.

But leave we him to his events, with a prayer

they may prove prosperous ; and let me desire

to know how you find Claudio prepared. I am
made to understand that you have lent him
visitation.

Duke. He professes to have received no sini-

ster measure from his judge, but most willingly

humbles himself to the determination of justice

:

yet had he framed to himself, by the instruction
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of his frailty, many deceiving promises of life ;

which I, by my good leisure, have discredited

to him, and how is he resolved to die.

Escal. You have paid the heavens your func-

tion and the prisoner the very debt of your call-

ing. I have laboured for the poor gentleman

to the extremest shore of my modesty ; but my
brother justice have I found so severe that he
hath forced me to tell him he is indeed—^justice.

Duke. If his own life answer the straitness

of his proceeding, it shall become him well ;

wherein if he chance to fail, he hath sentenced

himself.

Escal. I am going to visit the prisoner.

Fare you well.

Duke. Peace be with you !

[Exeunt EscAL. and Prov.
He who the sword of heaven will bear

Should be as holy as severe ;

Pattern in himself to know,
Grace to stand, and virtue go ;

More nor less to others paying

Than by self-offences weighing.

Shame to him whose cruel striking

Kills for faults of his own liking !

Twice treble shame on Angelo,

To weed my vice and let his grow !

O, what may man within him hide,

Though angel on the outward side J

How mayiikeness, made in crimes,

Making practice on the times, '1

Draw with idle spiders' strings

Most pond'rous and substantial things !

Craft against vice I must apply ;

With Angelo to-night shall lie

His old betrothed but despis'd ;

So disguise shall, by the disguis'd,

Pay with falsehood false exacting,

And perform an old contracting.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A Room hi M.A.RIana's House.

Mariana discovered sitting ; a Boy singing.

SONG.
Take, O take those lips away,
That so sweetly were forsworn ;

And those eyes, the break of day,
Lights that do mislead the mom ',

But my kisses bring again,

Bring again ;

Seals of love, but seal'd in vain,

Sealed in vain.

Mart. Break off thy song, and haste thee

quick away ;

!;|Hero -romes a man of comfort, whose advice

ath often still'd my brawling discontent.

—

\,Exit Boy.

\.Exit.

Enter DuKE.

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could wish
You had not found me here so musical :

Let me excuse me, and believe me so, [woe.
My mirth it much displeas'd, but pleas'd my
Duke. 'Tis good : though music oft hath such

a charm
To make bad good and good provoke to harm.
I pray you, tell me, hath anybody inquired for

me here to-day ? much upon this time have I

promised here to meet.

Mari. You have not been inquired after : J
have sat here all day.

Enter Isabella.

Duke. I do constantly believe you.—The
time is come even now. I shall crave your
forbearance a little : may be I will call upon
you anon, for some advantage to yourself.

Mari. I am always bound to you. [Exit,
Duke. Very well met, and welcome.

\\Tiat is the news from this good deputy ?

Isab. He hath a garden circummur'd with
brick,

WTiose western side is with a vineyard back'd ;

And to that vineyard is a planched gate
That makes his opening with this bigger key

:

This other doth command a little door
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads

;

There have I made my promise to call on him
Upon the hea\'y middle of the night.

Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find

this way ?

Isab. I have ta'en a due and warynote upon 't

;

With whispering and most guilty diligence,

In action all of precept, he did show me
The way twice o'er.

Duke. Are there no other tokens
Between you 'greed concerning her observance?

Isab. No, none, but only a repair i' the dark

;

And that I have possess'd him my most stay

Can be but brief : for I have made him know
I have a servant comes with me along.

That stays upon me ; whose persuasion is

I come about my brother.

Duke. 'Tis well borne up.
I have not yet made known to Mariana.
Aword of this.—WTiat, ho ! within ! come foXh.

Re-enter Mariana.

I pray you be acquainted with this maid ;

She comes to do you good.
Isab. I do desire the like.

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I re-

spect you ?
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Mari. Good friar, I know you do, and I

have found it. [the hand,

Ditke. Take, then, this your companion by

Who hath a story ready for your ear :

] <hall attend your leisure ; but make haste ;

The vaporous night approaches.

Mari. Will't please you walk aside?

[Exeunt Mari. a?td ISAB.

Duke. O place and greatness, millions of

false eyes

Are stuck upon thee ! volumes of report

R;n with these false and most contrarious quests

U;3on thy doings ! thousand 'scapes of wit

Mike thee the father of their idle dream,

And rack thee in their fancies !—Welcome !

How agreed ?

Re-enter Mariana and Isabella.

2sah. She'll take the enterprise upon her,

father,

If you advise it.

Duke. It is not my consent,

B.it my entreaty too.

Isab. Little have you to say,

When you depart from him, but, soft and low.

Kcmember nmv my brother,

Mari. Fear me not.

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at

all:

Me is your husband on a pre-contr;lct

:

To bring yon thus together 'tis no sin,

Silh that the justice of your title to him
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go ;

Our corn 's to reap, for yet our tilth 's to sow.

\^Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Prison.

Enter Provost and Clow.\.

p7'ov. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off

a man's head ?

Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can :

bat if he be a married man, he is his wife's head,

and I can never cut off a woman's head.

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches and
yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning
are to die Claudio and Barnardine. Here is in

our prison a common executioner who in his

office lacks a helper ; if you will take it on you
to assist him, it shall redeem you from your
gyves; if not, you shall have your full time of

imprisonment, and your deliverance with an
unpitied whipping ; for you have been a no-

torious bawd.
Clo. Sir, I have been an unla^vful bawd time

out of mind ; but yet I will be content to be a

lawful hangman. I would be glad to receive
some instruction from my fellow-partner.

Prov. What ho, Abhorson ! Wiere's Ab-
horson, there ?

Enter Abhorson.

Ahhor. Do you call, sir?

Proi). Sirrah, here 's a fellow will help yon
to-morrow in your execution. If you think it

meet, compound with liim by the year, and let

him abide here with you ; if not, use him for the
present, and dismiss him. He cannot plead his

estimation with you ; he hath been a bawd.
Abhor. A bawd, sir? Fie upon him ; he will

discredit our mystery.

Prov. Go to, sir ; you weigh equally ; a
leather will turn the scale. \_Exit.

Clo. Pray, sir, by your good favour,—for,

surely, sir, a good favour you have, but that you
have a hanging look,—do you call, sir, your
occupation a mystery?

AbJior. Ay, sir ; a mystery.
Clo. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mys-

tery ; and your whores, sir, being members of

my occupation, using painting, do prove my
occupation a mystery : but what mysterj' there
should be in hanging, if I should be hanged, I

cannot imagine.

Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery.

Clo. Proof.

Abhor. Every true man's apparel fits your
thief : if it be too little for your thief, your true
man thinks it big enough ; if it be too big for

your thief, your thief thinks it little enough : so
every true man's apparel fits your thief.

Re-enter Provost.

Prov. Are you agreed ?

Clo. Sir, I will serve him; for I do find your
hangman is a more penitent trade than your
bawd ; he doth oftener ask forgiveness.

Prov. You, siri-ah, provide your block and
your axe to-morrow foirr o'clock.

Ahhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instruct thee

in my trade ; follow.

Clo. I do desire to learn, sir ; and I hope, if

you have occasion to use me for your own turn,

you shall find me yare : for, truly sir, for your
kindness I owe you a good turn.

Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio.

{Exeunt Clo. and Abhor. IKaT
One has my pity ; not a jet the other, ir*'s.

Being a murderer, though he were my brother.

Enter Claudio.

Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thydeath

:

'Tis nowdead midnight, and by eight to-morrow

1
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Thou must be made immoital. Where 's Bar-

nardine ? [labour

Claitd. As fast lock'd up in sleep as guiltless

When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones :

He will not wake.
Prov. Who can do good on him ?

Well, go, prepare yourself. But, hark ! what
noise ? \^Kiiocking within.

Heaven give your spirits comfort !

\^Exit Claud 10.

By and by !

—

I hope it is some pardon or reprieve

For the most gentle Claudio.—Welcome, father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of

the night [of late ?

Envelop you, good provost ! Who call'd here

Prov. None, since the curfew rung.

Duke. Not Isabel ?

Prov. No.

I

Duke. They will, then, ere 't be long.

P)-ov. What comfort is for Claudio ?

I Duke. There 's some in hope.

I

Prov. It is a bitter deputy.

! Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is parallel'd

;
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice;

'He doth with holy abstinence subdue
That in himself which he spurs on his power
To qualify in others : were he meal'd
With that which he corrects, then were he

tyrannous ;

But this being so, he's just.—Noware theycome.
\_Knocking within.—V^O\0%t: goes out.

This is a gentle provost : seldom when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.

—

How now ? what noise ? That spirit 's possess'd

with haste [strokes.

That wounds the unsisting postern with these

Provost returns, speaking to one at the door.

Prov. There he must stay until the officer

Vrise to let him in ; he is call'd up. [yet>

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio
?ut he must die to-morrow ?

Prov. None, sir, none.
Duke. As near the dawning, Provost, as i't is,

'ou shall hear more ere morning.
Prov. Happily

'ou something know
; yet I believe there comes

\o countermand ; no such example have we :

csides, upon the very siege of justice,
ord Angelo hath to the public ear
rofess'd the contrary.

Enter a Messenger.

Duke. This is his lordship's man.

Prov. And here comes Claudio's pardon.
Mess. My lord hath sent you this note ; and

by me this further charge, that you swerve not
from the smallest article of it, neither in time,
matter, or other circumstance. Good-morrow

;

for as I take it, it is almost day.

P7-0V. I shall obey him. \^Exit Messenger.
Duke. This is his pardon

;
purchas'd by such

sin, \_Aside.

For which the pardoner himself is in :

Hence hath offence his quick celerity

WHien it is borne in high authority :

When vice makes mercy, mercy's so extended
That for the fault's love is the ofifender friended.

—

Now, sir, what news ?

Prov. I told you : Lord Angelo, belike

thinking me remiss in mine office, awakens me
with this unwonted putting on ; methinks
strangely, for he hath not used it before.

Duke. Pray you, let's hear.

Prov. [Reads.] Whatsoeveryou may hear to

the contrary, let Claudio be executed byfour of
the clock ; and, in the afternoon, Barnardiiie :

for my better satisfaction, let me have Claudio's

head sent tne by Jive. Let this be duly per-

formed ; with a thought thai more depeiuis on
it than we must yet deliver. Thus fail not to

doyom- office, as yott will answer it atyourperil.
What say you to this, sir ?

Duke. What is that Barnardine who is to be
executed in the afternoon ?

Prov. A Bohemian born ; but here nursed
up and bred : one that is a prisoner nine years

old.

Duke. How came it that the absent duke had
not either delivered him to his liberty or executed
him? I haveheardltwas ever his manner to do so.

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for

him : and, indeed, his fact, till now in the

government of Lord Angelo, came not to aa
undoubtful proof.

Duke. Is it now apparent ?

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by him-
self.

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in

prison ? How seems he to be touched ?

ProT.'. A man that apprehends death no more
dreadfully but as a drunken sleep ; careless,

reckless, and fearless of what 's past, present,

or to come ; insensible of mortality and desper-

ately mortal.

Duke. He wants advice.

Prov. He will hear none ; he hath evermore
had the liberty of the prison ; give him leave to

escape hence, he would not : drunk many times

a-day, if not many days entirely drunk. We
have very often awaked him, as if to carry him
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to execution, and showed him a seeming war-

rant for it : it hath not moved him at all.

Duke. More of him anon. There is written

in your brow, Provost, honesty and constancy :

if I read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles

me ; but in the boldness of my cunning I will

lay myself in hazard. Claudio, whom here you
have a warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit

to the law than Angelo who hath sentenced

him. To make you understand this in a mani-
fested effect, I crave but four days' respite ; /or

the which you are to do me both a present and
a dangerous courtesy.

Prov. Pray, sir, in what ?

Duke. In the delaying death.

Prov. Alack ! how may I do it ? having the

hour limited ; and an express command, under
penalty, to deliver his head in the view of

Angelo ? I may make my case as Claudio's,

to cross this in the smallest.

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant
you, if my instructions may be your guide.

Let this Barnardine be this morning executed,
and his head borne to Angelo.

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will

discover the favour.

Duke. O, death 's a great disguiser : and you
may add to it. Shave the head and tie the

beard ; and say it was the desire of the penitent

to be so bared before his death. You know the

course is common. If anything fall to you upon
this, more than thanks and good fortune, by the

saint whom I profess, I will plead against it

with my life.

Prov. Pardon me, good father ; it is against

my oath,

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to

the deputy?
Prov. To him and to his substitutes.

Duke. You will think you have made no
offence if the duke avouch the justice of your
dealing ?

Prov. But what likelihood is in that ?

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty.

Yet since I see you fearful that neither my coat,

integrity, nor my persuasion can with ease at-

tempt you, I will go further than I meant, to

pluck all fears out of you. Look you, sir, here
is the hand and seal of the duke. You know
the character, I doubt not ; and the signet is

not strange to you.

Prov. I know them both.

Duke. The contents of this is the return of

the duke
;
you shall anon over-read it at your

pleasure ; where you shall find, within these

two days he will be here. This is a thing that

Angelo knows not : for he this very day receives

letters of strange tenor : perchance of the duke 's

death ; perchance entering into some monastery

;

but, by chance, nothing of what is writ. Look,
the unfolding star calls up the shepherd. Put
not yourself into amazement how these things

should be : all difficulties are but easy when
they are known. Call your executioner, and off

with Barnardine's head : I will give him a pre-

sent shrift, and advise him for a better place.

Yet you are amazed : but this shall absolutely

resolve you. Come away ; it is almost clear

dawn. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Another Room in the same.

Enter Clown.

Clo. I am as well acquainted here as I was
in our house of profession : one would think it

were Mistress Overdone's own house, for here
be many of her old customers. First, here 's

young Master Rash ; he 's in for a commodity
of brown paper and old ginger, ninescore and
seventeen pounds ; ofwhich he made five marks,
ready money : marry, then, ginger was not
much in request, for the old women were all

dead. Then is there here one Master Caper,
at the suit of Master Threepile the mercer, for

some four suits of peach-coloured satin, which
now peaches him a beggar. Then have we here

young Dizy, and young Master Deepvow, and
Master Copperspur, and Master Starvelackey

the rapier and dagger-man, and young Dropheir
that killed lusty Pudding, and Master Forth-

right the tilter, and brave Master Shoetie the

great traveller, and wild Halfcan that stabbed
Pots, and, I think, forty more ; all great doers

in our trade, and are now "for the Lord's sake."

Enter Abhorson.

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither.

Clo. Master Barnardine ! you must rise and
be hanged. Master Barnardine !

Abhor. What, ho, Barnardine 1

Barnar. [l-Fithni.] A pox o' your throats!

Who makes that noise there ? What are you ?

C/o. Your friend, sir ; the hangman. You
must be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death.

Barnar. [^JVith/n.] Away, you rogue, away;
I am sleepy.

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that

quickly too.

C/o. Pray, Master Barnardine, awake tilj

you are executed, and sleep afterwards.

Abhor, Go in to him, and fetch him out.

Clo. He is coming, cir, he is coming ; 1 hear

his straw rustle.
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Enter Barnardine.

Abhor. Is the axe upcm the block, sirrah ?

CU>. Very ready, sir.

Barnar. I low now, Abhorson ? what 's the

news with you ?

Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap

into your prayers > iui, look you, the warrant 's

come.
Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking

all night ; I am not fitted for 't.

Clo. O, the better, sir ; for he that drinks

all night and is hanged betimes in the morning
may sleep the sounder all the next day.

Enter DuKE.

Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your
ghostly father. Do we jest now, think you ?

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hear-

ing liow hastily you are to depart, I am come to

advise you, comfort you, and pray with you.

Ba) liar. Friar, not I ; I have been drinking

hard all night, and I will have more time to

prepare me, or they shall beat out my brains

wilh billets : I will not consent to die this day,
thill 's certain.

Duke. O, sir, you must ; and therefore, I

beseech you.

Look forward on the journey you shall go.

Barnar. I swear I will not die to-day for

any man's persuasion.

Duke. But hear you,—
Barnar. Not a word ; if you have anything

to say to me, come to my ward ; for thence
v/ill not I to-day. \^Exit.

Duke. Unfit to live or die. O gravel heart !

—

Altei him, leliows ; bring him to the block.

\^Exeiint Abhor. a«//Ci.ovvN.

Enter Pro\'OST.

rro7). Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner?
Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for

death ;

And to transport him in the mind he is

Were damnable.
Proi). Here in the prison, father.

There died this morning of a cruel fever

One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate,

A man of Claudio's years ; his beard and head
Just of his colour. WTiat if we do omit
This reprobate till he were well inclined

;

And satisfy the deputy wilh the visage

Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ?

Duke. O, 'tis an accident that Heaven pro-

vides !

Despatch it presently ; the hour draws on
PreGx'd by Angelo : see this be done,

And sent according to command ; whiles i

Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die.

Brov. This shall be done, good father, pre-

sently.

But Barnardine must die this afternoon :

And how shall we continue; Claudio,
To save me from the danger that might come
If he were known alive ?

Duke. Let this be done ;

—

Put them in secret holds; both Barnardine and
Claudio.

I

nig

l''-re twice the sun hath made his journal greet-

To the under generation, you sliall find

Your safety manifested.

/'rozi. I am your free dependent.
Duke. Quick, dciipatch.

And send the head to Angelo.
[Exit Provost.

Now will I write letters to Angelo,— [icnls

The provost, he shall bear them,—whose ( on-
Shall witness to him I am near at home,
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound
To enter publicly : him I '11 desire

To meet me at the consecrated fount,

A league below the city ; and from thence.

By cold gradation and weal-balanced form,

We shall proceed with Angelo.

Ke-enter Provost.

Prov. Here is the head ; 1 '11 carry it myself.

Duke. Convenient is it. Make a swift return

;

F*"or I would conimime wilh you of such thiiij;s

That want no ear but yours.

Prov. I '11 make all speed. \KMt.
Isab. [H'ythin.] Peace, ho, be here !

Duke. The tongue of Isabel.—She's coma
to know

If yet her brother's pardon be come hither:

But I will keep her ignorant of her good,

To make her heavenly comforts of despair

When it is least expected.

Enter IsABKl.I.A.

/sab. Ho, by your leave !

Duke. CJood morning to you, fairand gracious

daughter.

Isab. The belter, given me by so holy ainaii.

Hath yet the dejiuty sent my brother's pardun?

Duke. He hath released him, Isabel, fioin

the world :

His head is off and sent to Angelo.

Isab. Nay, but it is not so.

Duke. It is no other t

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your dose
patience.

Isah. O, I will to him and pluck out his eyes.

Duke. Vou shall not be admitted to his sight.



T'O MEASURE FOR MEASURE. [act IV,

Isab. Unhappy Claud io! Wretched Isabel

!

Injurious world ! Most damned Angelo !

Duke. This nor hurts him nor profits you a

jot

:

Forbear it, therefore; give your cause to Heaven.

M-irk what I say ; which you shall find

By every syllable a faithful verity :

The duke comes home to-morrow ;—nay, dry

your eyes ;

One of our convent, and his confessor,

Gives me this instance. Already he hall) carried

Notice to Escalus and Angelo,

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates.

There to give up their power. If you can,

pace your wisdom
In that good path that I would wish it go.

And you shall liave your bosom on this wretch,

(}rnce of the duke, revenges to your heart,

And general honour.
hab, I am directed by you.

Duke. This letter, then, to P"riar Peter give;

'Tis that he sent me of the duke's return :

Siy, by this token, I desire his company
At Mariana's house to-night. Ilcr cause and

yours

I '11 perfect him wii}):il ; and he shall bring you
IJ.iore the d\ikc ; and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him home, and home. 1' or my poor self,

I ajn combined by a sacred vow,
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter

:

C'ommand these fretting waters from your eyes

Wuh a light heart ; trust not my holy order

If 1 pervert your course.—Who 's here i*

Enter LUCIO.

Lufip. Good even,

Friar ; where is the provost ?

Duke. Not within, sir.

l.ttrio. O, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine
heart to see thine eyes so red : thou must be
palient : I am fain to dine and sut) with water

and bran; I dare not for my head fill my belly;

one fruitful meal would set me to't. But they

say the duke will be here to-morrow. By my
troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother. If the old

fantasiical duke of dark corners had been at

home, he had lived. \Exil Isabella.
Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little be-

holding to your reports ; but the best is, he
lives not in them.

Lttiio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so

well as I do: he 's a better woodman than thou
takest him for. [Fare ye well.

Duke. Well, you '11 answer this one day.

Liuio. Nay, tarry ; 1 '11 go along with thee ;

I can fell thee pretty tales of the duke.
Duke. You have told me '• many of him

already, sir, if they be true : if not true, none
were enough.

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a
wench with child.

Duke. Did you such a thing ?

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I : but was fain to

forswear it ; they would else have married ine

to the roKen medlar.

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than hon-
est. Rest you well.

Lucio. By my troth, I '11 go with thee to the

lane's end. If bawdy talk offend you, we'll

have very little of it. Nay, friar, I am a kind

of burr ; I shall stick, \Exeuitt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Angelo's House.

Enter ANGELO and EsCALUS.

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath dis-

vouchcd other.

Aug. In most uneven and distracted manner.
His actions show much like to madness ; pray

heaven his wisdom be not tainted ! And why
meet him at the gates, and rc-deliver our
authorities there ?

Escal. I guess not.

Aug. And why should we proclaim it in an
hour before his enlering, that if any crave re-

dress of injustice, they should exhibit their peti-

tions in the streets'?

Escal. He shows his reason for that : to have
a despatch of complaints ; and to deliver us

from devices hereafter, which shall then have
no power to stand against us.

Aug. Well, I beseech you, let it be pro-

claimed :

Betimes i' the morn I '11 call you at your house:

Give notice to such men of sort and suit

As are to meet him.

Escal. I shall, sir: fare you well. \_E.\-it.

Aug. Good night.

—

[nant.

This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpreg-

And dull to all proceedings. A deflower'd maid !

And by an eminent lx)dy that enforced

The law against it !— But that her tender shame
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss.

How might she tongue me ? Yet reason dares

her—no :

For my authority bears a credent bulk,

That no particular scandal once can touch

But it confounds the breather. He should

have liv'd, [sense.

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous
Might in the times to come have ta'en revenge,

By so receiving a dishonour'd life

With ransom of .such shame. Would yet he
had liv'd 1
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Alack, when once our grace we have forgot,

Nothing goes right ; we would, and we would
not. [Ex/i.

ScKN'E V.

—

Fields without (he Tcnvn.

£i!(erDVKE in his own habit, and Friar

Peter.

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me.

[ Giving letters.

The provost knows our purpose and our plot.

i he matter being afoot, keep your instruction

And hold you ever to our special drift ;

Though sometimes you do blench from tliis to

that [house.

As c:iu.se doth minister. Go, call at Flavius'

And tell him where I stay : give the like notice
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus,
.\nd bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ;

ii.il send me Flavius first.

F. Peter. It shall be speeded well.

[Exit FRi.'iR.

Enter Varrios.

Duke. I thank thee, Varrius; thou hast made
good haste : [friends

Come, we will walk. There 's other of our
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Vamus.

[ Exeunt.

Scene W.—Street near the City Gate.

Enter ISABELLA attJ Mariana.

Isab. To sneak so indirectly I am loath ;

I would say the tnith ; but to accuse him so.

That is your pait : yet I 'm advis'd to do it :

lie says, to 'vailluil purpose.

Afart. De ruled by him.
Isab. Besides, he tells me that, if peradven-

ture

lie speak against me on the adverse side,

f should not think it strange ; for 'tis a physic
That 's bitter to sweet end.

Mari. I would friar Peter.

—

Isab. O, peace ; the friar is come.

Enter Friar Peter.

F. Peter. Come, I have found you out a

stand most fit,

WTicre you may have such vantage on the duke
He shall not pass you. Twice have the trum-

pets sounded
;

The generous and gravest citizens

Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The duke is entering ; therefore, hence, away.

[ExeiDit.

ACT V.

Scene \.—A public Place near the City Gate.

Mariana (veileil), Isabella, and Peter, at

a distanee. Enter at opposite doors DuKE,
X'akrius, Lords; Angelo, Fscalus, Lucjo,
Provost, Officers, rt;;^/ Citizens.

Duke. My very worthy cousin, iairly met ;

—

Our old and faitiiiul fiicnd, we are glad to see
you.

[ royal grace I

Ang. and Eseal. Happy return be to yw.xi

Duke. Manyand hearty lliankmgs to youboih-
We have made inquiry of you ; and we heai
.Such goodness of your justice that our soul

Cannot Init yield you forth to public t!i,;i,ks,

Forerunning more requital.

/ing. You make my bonds still greLitcr.

Duke. O, your desert speaks loud ; .aiu I

should wrong it

To lock it in tlie wards of covert bosom,
When it deserves, with characters of brass,

.\ forted residence 'gainst the tooth of time

And rasure of oblivion. Give me your hand,
.\iid let the subject see, to make them know
That outward courtesies would .liin proclaim

Favours that keep within.—Come, Escalus ;

\'ou must walk by us on our other hand :

.Vnd good supporters are you.

Peter and Isabella comefonvard.

F. Peter. Now is your time ; speak loud,

and kneel Ijefore him. [re^i id

/;ab. Justice, O royal dulce ! \'ail y ur

Upon a wrong'd, I 'd fain have said, a maid !

O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye
I'y throwing it on any other object

Till you have heard me in my true complaint,

.\nd give me justice, justice, justice, justice \

Duke. Relate your wrongs. In what ? Vy
whom ? P)e brief :

Here is Lord Angelo shall give you justice.

Reveal yourself to him.

Isab. O, worthy duke,
You bid me seek redemption of the devil :

Hear me yourself; for that which I must s]K.-".k

Must either punish me, not being belicv'i'.,

Or wring redress from you ; hear me, O, hr.ir

me here. [firm :

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are nit

Sb.e hath been a suitor to me for her brother,

Cut off by course of justice.

Isab. Dy course of justice !

Ang. And she will speak most bitterly ai.d

strange. [I speak :

Isab. Most strange, but yet most truly, will

That Angelo 's forsworn, is it not strange?
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That Antjelo's a murderer, is't not strange?

That Aiii!;elo is an adulterous thie(,

An hypocrite, a virgin-violator,

Is it not strange and strange ?

Duke. Nay, it is ten times strange.

/sab. It is not truer he is Angclo
Tlian this is all as true as it is strange :

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth

To the end of reckoning.

Buke. Away with her !— Poor soul.

She spe-aks this in the infirmity of sense.

hub. O prince, I conjure thee, as ihou believ'st

There is another comfort tlian this world.

That thou neglect me nol with that opinion

That I am touch'd with madness : make not

impossible [sibie

That which but seems unlike ; 'tis not impos-

IJat one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground.

May setiH as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute

As Angelo ; even so may Angclo,
III all his dressings, characts, titles, forms,

T>*.' an arch-villain ; believe it, royal prince,

II he be less, he 's nothing ; but he 's more.

Had I more name for badness.

Duke. By mine honesty.

If she be mad, as I believe no other,

\ ler madness hath the oddest frame of sense,

Sach a dependency of thing on thing.

As e'er I heard in madness.

Isab. O gracious duke,
Ilarp not on that : nor do not banish reason

For inequality ; but let your reason serve

To make the truth appear where it seems hid

And hide the false seems true.

Duke. Many that are not mad
Have, sure, more lack of reason.—What would

you say ?

Isab. I am the sister of one Claudio,

Condemn'd upon the act of fornication

To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angelo :

I, in probation of a sisterhood.

Was sent to by my brother : one Lucio
As then the messenger ;—

Lttcio. That 's I, an 't like your grace :

I came to her from Claudio, and desir'd her

To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo
For her poor brother's pardon.

Isab. That 's he, indeed.

Duke. You were not bid to speak.

Lueio. No, my good lord :

Nor wish'd to hold my peace.

Duke. I wish you now, then ;

Pray you, take note of it ; and when you have
A business for yourself, pray Heaven you then

Be perfect.

Lud'^. I warrant your honour. [to it.

Dukj. The warrant 's for yourself; take heed

/sab. This gentleman told somewhat ot my
lale.

Ltuio. Right. [wrong
Duke. It may be right ; but you are in the

To .speak before your time.— Proceed.
IscU;. I went

To this pernicious caitiff deputy.
Duke. That 's somewhat madly spoken.
Isab. Pardon it

;

The phrase is to the matter. [ceed.

Duke. Mended again. The matter ;— [iro-

hab. In brief,—to set the needless process by,

How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd.

How he refell'd me, and how I replied,

—

For thiswasof mucn length,—the vile conclusion

I now begin with grief and shame to utter :

He would not, but by gift of my chaste body
To his concupiscible intemperate lust.

Release my brother ; and, after much debatement,
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour,

And I did yield to him. But the next morn
betimes.

His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant
For my poor brother's head.

Duke. This is most likely

Isab. O, that it were as hke as it is true !

Duke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know'sO
not what thou speak'st,

Or else thou art suborn'd against his honour
In hateful practice. First, his integruy

Stands without blemish:—next, it nnports no
reason

That with such vehemency he should pursue

Faults proper to himself: if he had .so offended,

He would have ueigh'd thy brother by himself,

And not have cut him off. Some one hath set

you on
;

Confess the truth, and say by whose advice

Thou cam'st here to complain.

Isab. And is this ail ?

Then, O you blessed ministers above.

Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time,

Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up
In countenance !—Heaven shield your grace

from woe,

As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go !

Duke. I know you'd fain be gone.—An
officer !

To prison with her !—Shall we thus permit

.A. blasting and a scandalous breath to fall

On him so near us? This needs must be a

practice.

WHio knew of your intent and coming hither?

Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodo-
wick.

Duke. A ghostly father, belike. Who knows
that Lodowick ?
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Lucto. My lord, I know him ; 'tis a meddling
friar. [lord,

I do not like the man: had he been lay, my
For certain words he spake against your grace
In your retirement, I had swing'd him soundly.

Duke. Words against me? This a good
friar, belike !

And to set on this wretched woman here
Against our substitute!— Let this friar be found.

Liicio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that

friar

I saw them at the prison: a saucy friar,

A ver.y scurvy fellow.

F. Peter. Bless'd be your royal grace !

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard
Your royal ear abus'd. First, hath this woman
Most wrongfully accus'd your substitute ;

Who is as fiee from touch or soil with her
As she from one ungot.

Duke. We did believe no less.

Isjiow you that friar Lodowick that she speaks
of? [holy;

F. Peter. I know him lor a man divine and
Not scurx'y, nor a temporary meddler.
As he's repf)rted by this gentleman ;

.'\nd, on my trust, a man that never yet

Did, as he vouches, niisreport your grace.

Ltieio. My lord, most villanousiy; believe 11.

F. Peter. Weil, he in time may come to clear

himself;

But at this instant he is sick, tny lord.

Of a strange lever. Upon his mere request,

—

Being come to knowledge that there was com-
plaint

Intended 'gainst Lord .Angelo,—came I hither

Tospeak, as from his mouth, what he doth know
Is true and false ; and what he, with his oath
And all probation, will make up hill cle: I,

Whensoever he 's convented. First, for this

woman

—

To justify this worthy nobleman.
So vulgarly and personally accus'd,—
lier shall you hear disproved to tier ej'es.

Till she herself confess it.

Diil-e. CTOod friar, let 's hear it.

[Isabella is carried off, guaideci ; and
M A R JAN .4 romes fos-rvard.

Do you not smile at this. Lord Angelo ?

—

O heaven ! the vanity of wretched fools !

* Wve us some seats.—Come, cousin Angelo ;

In this I '11 be impartial ; be you judge
0{ your own cause.— Is this the witness, friar .?

First, let her show her face, and after speak.
Mari. Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my

lace

Until my husband bid me.
Duke. What ! are \du married .-'

Mari.
Duke.
.Mari.

Duke.
Mari.
Duke.

No, my lord.

Are you a maid ?

No, my lord.

A widow, then ?

Neither, my lord.

Why, you
neither maid, widow, nor.A.re nothmg then

wife ?

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk; for many
of them are neither maid, widow, nor wife.

Duke. Silence that fellow : I would he had
some cause

To prattle for himself.

Lucio. Well, my lord. [married ;

i\[ari. My lord, I do confess I ne'er was
•And I confess, besides, I am no maid :

1 have known my husband
;
yet my husband

knows not

That ever he knew me.
I ueio. lie was drunk, then, my lord; it can

be no better.

Duke. For the benefit of silence, would thou
v.ert so too.

Lucio. Well, my lord.

Dnkt. This is no witness for Lord Angelo.
Mari. NoNV I come to't, my lord :

.She that accuses him of fornication,

In self-same manner doth accuse my husband ;

.And charges him, my lord, with such a time
When I '11 depose I had him in mine arms,
With all the clfect of love.

^I'g. Charges she more than me 1

i\Iart. Not that I know.
Duke. No? )'ou say, your husband.
Mari. Wliy, just, my lord, and that is Angelo,

Who thinks he knows that he ne'er knew my
body.

But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel's.

itig. This is a strange abuse.— Let's see thy

face, [mask.
Mari. My husband bids me ; now I will un-

[Unvei/ii:^.

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, [on :

Which once ihou swor'st was worth the looking
This is the hand which, with a vow'd contract,

\\'as fast belock'd in thine : th.;s is the body
That took away the match from Isabel,

And did supply thee at thy garden house
In her imagin'd persfui.

Duke. Know )'i_>u this woman ?

Lucio. Carnally, she says.

Duke. Sirrah, no more.
Lucio. Enough, my lord. [woman ;

Aug. My lord, I must confess I know lliis

And five years since there was some speech of

marriage
Belwi.xt nu'Selt and her ; VNhich was broke off,
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I'^rtly for that her promis'd proportions

(,'.T.me short of composition ; but in chief

For that her reputation was disvalued

In levity : since which time of five years [her,

J never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from

Upon my faith and honour.

Mari. Noble prince,

As there comes light from heaven and words
from breath.

As there is sense in truth and truth in virtue,

I am affianc'd this man's wife as stronj^Iy

As words could make up vows : and, my good
lord, [house,

But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-

I le knew me as a wife. As this is true,

Lt.'t nie in safety raise me from my knees.

Or else for ever be confixed here,

A marble monument

!

Ang. I did but smile till now :

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of

justice ;

My patience here is touch'd. I do perceive

These poor informal women are no more
But instruments of some more mightier member
Th.-it sets them on. Let me have way, my lord,

To find this practice out.

Duke. Ay, with my heart ;

And punish them unto your height of pleasure.

—

Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious woman.
Compact with her that 's gone, ihinkst thou thy

oaths, [saint.

Though they would swear down each particular

Were testimonies against his worth and credit,

That 's seal'd in approbation ?—You, Lord
Escalus,

Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains

To fmd out this abuse, whence 'tis deriv'd.

—

There is another friar that set them on ;

Let him he sent for. [he indeed

F. Peter. Would he were here, my lord ; for

Hath set the women on this complaint

:

Your provost knows the place where he abides.

And he may fetch him.
Duke. Go, do it instantly.

—

\Exit Provost.
And you, my noble and well- warranted cousin,

Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth.

Do with your injuries as seems you best

In any chastisement. I for awhile [well
Will leave you : but stir not you till you have
Dt-'termined upon these slanderers.

Escal. My lord, we '11 do it thoroughly. ^Exit
Du ICE. ]—Signior Lucio, did not you sayyouknew
that friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ?

l.urio. Cucullus Hon facil motiachum: honest
in nothing but in his clothes ; and one that hath
spoke most villanous speeches of the duke.

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here till

he come, and enforce them against him: we sluiU

find this friar a notable fellow.

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word.
Escal. Call that same Isabel here onceag.-n'n

\to an Attendant ]; I would speak with her.

Pray you, my lord, give me leave to question ;

you shall see hov/ I handle her.

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own rept.Tt.

Escal. Say you ?

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think if you handled her

privately she would sooner confess : perchance,
publicly, she'll be ashamed.

Re-enter Officers, with Isabella.

Escal. 1 will go darkly to work with her.

Lucio. That 's the way ; for women are light

at midnight.

Escal. Come on, mistress \to Isabella] :

here 's a gentlewoman denies all that you ha-, j

said.

Re-enter the DuKE, in the Friar's habit,

and Provost.

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke
of ; here with tfie provost,

Escal. In very good tnne :—sp>eak not you to

him till we call upon you.

Lucio. Mum.
Escal. Come, sir : did you set these women

on to slander Lord Angelo f they have confessed

you did.

Duke. 'Tis false.

Escal. How ! know you where you are ?

Duke. Respect to your great place ! and let

the devil

Be sometime honour'd for his burning throne!

—

Where is the duke? 'tis he should hear me s{;eak.

Escal. The duke's in us ; and we will hear

you speak :

Look you speak justly.

Duke. Boldly, at least. But, O, p)oor souls.

Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox.

Good night to your redress ! Is the duke gone?
Then is your cause gone too. The duke 's unjust

Thus to retort your manifest appeal.

And put your trial in the villain's mouth
WTiich here you come to accuse. [of.

Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke

Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow'd

friar !

Is 't not enough thou hast subom'd these women
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth,

And in the w-itness of his proper ear,

To call him villain ?

And then to glance frorr him to the duke him-
self,

To tax him with injustice ? Take him hence ;
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To the rack with him.—We '11 touze you joint

by joint,

Hut we will know this purpose.— Wliat! unjust?

Duke. Be not so hot ; the duke
Dire no more stretch this finger of mine than he
I ),ire rack his own ; his subject am I not,

N'or here provincial. My business in this state

Made me a looker-on here in Vienna,
Where 1 have seen corruption Ixjil and bubble
Till it o'errun the stew : laws for all faults,

i')ut faults socountenanc'd that thestrong statutes

Siiand lilvc tlie forfeits in a barber's shop.
As much in mock as mark.

Escal. Slander to the state ! Away with him
to prison !

Ai!^. What can you vouch against him, Signior

L\icio ?

Is this the man that you did tell us of?
Lacio. 'Tishe, my lord. Come hither, good-

man bald- pate. Do you know me ?

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of

your voice. I met you at the prison, in the ab-

sence of the duke.
Lueio. O did you so ? And do you remember

what you said of the duke ?

Duke. Most notedly, sir.

Lucio. Do you so, sir ? And was the duke a

fieshmonger, a fool, and a coward, as you then
reported him to be?

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me
ere you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke
so of him ; and much more, much worse.

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I

pluck thee by the nose for thy speeches ?

Duke. I protest I love the duke as I love

myself.

Ang. Hark hov/ the villain would gloze now,
after his treasonable abuses !

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talked withal.

Away with him to prison!—Where is theprovost?

—Away with him to prison ! lay bolts enough
upon him : let him speak no more.—Away with
lliose giglots too, and with the other confederate
companion !

{^The Provost lays hands on the DuKE.
Duke. Stay, sir ; stay awhile.
Ang. What! resists he?— Help him, lAicio.

Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir ! come, sir ; foh,

sir. Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal ! you
must be hooded, must you ? Show your knave's
visage, with a pox to you ! show your sheep-

biting face, and be hanged an hour ! Will 't

not off?

[Pulls off the Friar's hood, and discovers

the Duke.
Duke. Thou art the first knave that e'er made

a duke.

First, Provost, let mebailthesegenllc three :

Sneak not away, sir \to Lucio] ; for the friar and
you

Mu.sthave a wordanon :—Lay holdon him.
Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging.
Duke. What you have spoke I pardon ; sit

you down. [7b KscAi.us.
We '11 borrow place of him.— Sir, by your leave

:

[ To Angklo.
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence
That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast,

Rely upon it till my tale be heard,
And hold no longer out.

Ang. O my dread lord,

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness.

To think I can be undiscernible,

When I perceive your grace, like power divine,

1 lath look'dupon my passes. Then, good prince,

No longer session hold upon my shame.
But let my trial be mine own confession :

Immediate sentence tlien, and sequent death,
Is all the grace I beg.

Duke. Come hither, Mariana :

—

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woniaii ?

Ang. I was, my lord.

Duke. Go, take her hence and mai ry her in-

stantly.

Do you the office, friar ; which consummate,
Return him here again.—Go with him, Provost.

[Exeunt Am;., Marl, Pet., and Pkov.
Escal. My lord, I am more amazed at h;s

dishonour
Than at the strangeness of it.

Duke. Come hither, Isabel

:

V^our friar is now your prince. As I was then
Advertising and holy to your business.

Not changing heart with habit, I am still

Attorney 'd at your service.

Isab. O give me pardon,

That I, your vassal, have employ'd and pain'd

Vour unknown sovereignty.

Duke. You are pardon'd, Isabel.

And now, dear maid, be yoa as free to us.

Your brother's death, I know, sits at your heart ;

And you may marvel why I obscur'd myself.

Labouring to save his life, and would not rather

Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power
Than let him so be lost. O most kind maid,
It was the swift celerity of his death,

VvHiich I did think with slower foot came on,

That brain'd my purpose. Put jieace be with

him !

That life is better life, past fearing death,

Than that which lives to fear : make it your

comfort.

So happy is your brother.

Jsab. I do, my lord.
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yiV-^«/*r Angelo, Mariana, Peter, a«<t'

Provost.

Duke. For this new-married man approaching

here,

Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon
For Mariana's sake: but as he adjudg'd your

brother,

—

Bj'ng criminal, in double violation

Oi sacred chastity and of promise -breach

Thereon dependent, for your brother's life,

—

The very mercy of the law cries out

Most audible, even from his proper tongue,

An Angela for Claudio, death for death.

Histe still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure;

L'kedothquitlike, and measurestill fornieasure.

Then, Angelo, thy fault th\is manifested,

—

Which though thou wouldst deny, denies thee

vantage,

—

We do condemn thee to the very block

Where Claudio stoop'd to death, and with like

haste.—
Away with him.

Mart. O my most gracious lord,

I hope you will not mock me with a husband !

Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a

husband.
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour,

I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation.

For that he knew you, might reproach your Hie,

And choke your good to come : for his posses-

sions.

Although by confiscation they are ours,

We do instate and widow you withal.

To buy you a better husband.
;l/rtr/. O my dear lord,

I crave no other, nor no better man.
Duke. Never crave him ; we are definitive.

Mart. Gentle, my liege,

—

[Kneeh'fig.

Duke. \'ou do but lose your labour. —
Away with him to death.—Now, sir {to Lucio],

to you. [my part ;

Mari. O my good lord !—Sweet Isabel, take
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come
T '11 lend you all my life to do you service.

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her:

Should she kneel down, in mercy of this fact,

II:;r brother's ghost his paved bed v.ould break,

And take her hence in horror.

Mari. Isabel,

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me ;

1 !o!dup your hands, say nothing,— I'll speakall.

Tliey say, best men are moulded out of faults ;

A.nd. for the most, become much more the better

For being a little bad : so may my husband.
O Isabel, will you not lend a knee ?

Duke, lie dies (or Claudio's death.

IscUk .Most bounteous sir, [A'neeling.

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd,
.\s if my brother liv'd : I partly think

A due sincerity govern'd his deeds
Till he did look on me ; since it is so,

Let him not die. My brother had but justice,

In that he did the thing for which he died :

¥oi Angelo,
I lis act did not overtake his bad intent,

.\nd must be buried but as an intent [jects ;

That perish'd by the way : thoughts are no sub-

Intents but merely thoughts.

Mari. Merely, my lord.

Duke. Your suit 's unprofitable ; stand up, I

say.

—

I have bethought of another fault.

—

Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded
At an unusual hour ?

Prov. It was commanded so.

Duke. Mad you a special warrant for the

deed ? [message.

Prov. No, my good lord ; it was by private

Duke. For which I do discharge you of your
office :

Uive up your
Prov.

ceys.

Pardon me, noble lord :

i thought it was a fault, but knew it not :

Vet did repent me, after more advice :

For testimony whereof, one in the prison,

That should by private order else have died,

I have reserved alive.

Duke. What 's he .?

Pro7i. His name is Bamardine.
Duke. I would thou hadsl done so by

Claudio.

—

Go fetch him hither ; let me look upon him.

[Exit Provost.
Escal. I am sorry one so learned and so wise

As you. Lord Angelo, have still appear'd,

Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood

And lack of temper'd judgment afterward.

Ang. I am sorry that such sorrow I procure:

And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart

That I crave death more willingly than mercy ;

'Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it.

Re-enter Provost, with Barnakdine,
Claudio {tnitffied), and Juliet.

Duke. \\Tiic'n is that Bamardine ?

Prov. This, my lord.

Duke. There was a friar told me of this

man :

—

Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul.

That apprehends no further than this world,

And squar'st thy life according. Thou 'rt con-

demn'd ;
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But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all,

And pray thee take this mercy to provide

For better times to come : Friar, advise him ;

I leave him to your hand.—VVhat muffled

fellow 's that ?

Prov. This is another prisoner that I sav'd,

W'iio should have died when Claudio lost his

head

;

As like almost to Claudio as himself.

\^Unniii[flcs Claudio.
Duke. If he be like your brother, \to

Isabella], for his salce

Is he pardon"d ; and, for your lovely sake,

('live me your hand, and say you will be mine;

I le is my brother too : but fitter time for that.

By this Lord Angelo perceives he 's safe
;

Methinks I see a quick'ning in his eye.

—

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well :

Look that you love your wife; her worth worth

yours.

—

i ^Ind an apt remission in myself;

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon.

—

Vou, sirrah \to Lucio], that knew me for a

fool, a coward.

One all of luxury, an ass, a niadnian ;

W herein have I so deserved of you

rhat you extol me thus ?

Lucio. 'Faith, my lord, I spoke it but

according to the trick. If you will hang me
for it, you may ; but I had rather it would
please you I might be whipped.

Duke. \\Tiipp'd first, sir, and hang'd after.

—

I'roclaim it. Provost, round about the city,

L"^ an\' woman 's wrong'd by this lewd fellow,—

As I have heard him swear himself there 's one

Whom he begot with child,—let her appear,
And he shall marry her : the nuptial finish'd,

Let him be whipp'd and hang'd.

Lucio. I beseech your highness, do not
marry me to a whore ! Your highness said

even now I made you a duke ; good my lord,

do not recompense me in making me a cuckold.

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou sluilt marry
her.

Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewitlial

Remit thy other forfeits.—Take him to prison
;

And see our pleasure herein executed.

Lucio. Marrying a punk, m}- lord, is press-

ing to death, whipping, and hai-.ging.

Duke. Slandering a prince deseivcs it.

—

[Exeunl Officers ivilh Lucio.
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you re-

store.

—

joy to you, Mariana !—Love hci, Angelo ;

I have confess'd her, and I knovN her virtue.

—

Tlianks, good friend Escalus, for thy much
goodness

There 's more behind that is more gratulate.

Thanks, Provost, for thy care and secrecy ;

We shall employ thee in a worthier place.

—

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragozine for Claudio's :

The offence pardons itself.—Dear Isabel,

I have a motion much imports your good ;

W^hereto if you '11 a willing ear incline.

What 's mine is yours, and what is yours is

mine :

—

So, bring us to our palace ; where we '11 show
What 's yet behind that 's meet you all >hou:d

know. \Exeuv.l.
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Don Pedro, Prince of Arragon.

l)oN John, kis bastard Brother.

Claudio, a young Lord of Floreme, favourite

to Don Pedro.
Benedick, a young Lord of Padua, favourite

/iketvise of Dos. Pedro.

Lv.O^ \TO, Governor of Messina.

Antonio, /lis Brother.

Bali-hazar, Servant to DoN Pedro.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.

' \ two foolish Officers.

EoRACHio,
I /r^z/^wm 0/ Don John.

CONkADS, )

Dogberry,
Verges,
A Sexton.
A Fkiar.
A Boy.

Hero, Daughter to Leonato.
Beatrice, Niece to Leonato.
M argaret, \ Qentlewomen atte}idingon Hero.
Ursula, /

*

Messengers, Watch, and Attendants.

ACT I.

Scene I. —Before Lkonato's House.

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and

ot/iers, with a Messenger.

Leon. I learn in this letter that Don Pedro

of Arragon comes this night to Messina,

Mess, lie is very near by this; he was not

three leagi>es olT when I left him.

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost

in this action ?

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name.

Leon. A victory is twice itself when the

achiever brings home full numbers. I find

here that Don Pedro hath bestowed much

honour on a young Florentine called Claudio.

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and

equally remembered by Don Pedro. He hath

boi ne himself beyond the promise of his age ;

doing, in the figure of a lamb, the feats of a

lion : he halh, indeed, belter bettered expecta-

tion than you must expect of me to tell you
how.

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina
will be very much glad of it.

Mess. I have already delivered him letters,

and there appears much joy in him ; even so

much that joy could not show itself modest
enough without a badge of bitterness.

Leon. Did he break out into tears ?

Mess. In great measure.

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness. There
are no faces truer than those that are so washed.

Scene,—Messina.

How much better is it to weep at joy than to

joy at weeping ?

Beat. I pray you, is Signior Montanto re-

turned from the wars or no?
Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there

was none such in the army of any sort.

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece ?

Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick of

Padua.
Aless. O, he is relumed, and as pleasant as

ever he was.

Beat. 1 le set up his bills here in Messina,

and challenged Cupid at the flight : and my
uncle's lool, reading the challenge, subscribed

for Cupid, and challenged him at the bird-bolt.

— I pray you, how many hath he killed and
eaten in these wars? But how many halh he

killed? for, indeed, I promised to eat all of his

killing.

Leo7i. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Bene-

dick too much ; but he'll be meet with you, I

doubt it not.

]\Less. He hath done good service, lady, in

these wars.

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath

holp to eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-

man ; he hath an excellent stomach.

Aless. And a good soldier too, lady.

Beat. And a 'good soldier to a lady: but

what is he to a lord ?

ALess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ;

stuffed with all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is so, indeed : he is no less than a

stuffed man : but for the stuffing,—well, W3
are all mortal.
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Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece :

there is a kind of merry war betwixt Siguier
Ucnedick and her : they never meet but there

IS a skirmish of wit between them.
Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In

our last conflict four of his five wits went halt-

ing off, and now is the old man governed with
one: so that if he have wit enough to keep
h.imself warm, let him bear it for a difference

tictween himself and his horse ; for it is all the
V. ealth that he hath left, to be known a reason
;Ll)le creature.—Who is his companion now?
J le hath every month a new sworn brother.

Mess. Is it possible ?

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his

fiiith but as the fashion of his hat ; it ever
changes with the next block.

Me:,s. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in

y.nir books.
Beat. No : an he were I would burn my

study. But, I pray you, who is his companion '

Is there no young squarer, now, that will make
a voyage with him to the devil ?

Ahss. lie is most in the company of the
right noble Claudio.

Beat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like

;i disease : he is sooner caught than the pestil

ence, and the taker runs presently mad. God
help the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the
lienedick, it will cost him a thousand pound ere

he be cured.

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady.

Beat. Do, good friend.

Leon. You will never run mad, niece.

Beat. No, not till a hot January.
Mess. Don Pedro is ap[jroached.

Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazai^
and others, Don John, Claudio, a?za' Bene-
dick.

D. Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are

come to meet your trouble : the fashion of the

world is to avoid cost, and you encounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in

the likeness of your grace ; for trouble being

gone, comfort should remain ; but when you
depart from me, sorrow abides, and happiness

takes his leave.

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too

willingly.— I think this is your daughter.

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me
so. [her ?

Pent. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked
Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were

you a child.

D. Pedro, You liave it full, Benedick : we

may guess by this what you are, being a man.
Truly, the lady fathers herself.—Be happy,
lady ! foi you are like an honourable father.

Be7ie. If Signior Leonato be her father, she
would not have his head on her shoulders lor

all Messina, as like him as she is.

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking,

Signior Benedick ; nobody marks you.

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain ! are ycu
yet living ?

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die while
she hath such meet food to feed it as Signior

Benedick ? Courtesy itself must convert to

disdain if you come in her presence.

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat.— But it

is certain I am loved of all ladies, onl) yju ex-

cepted : and I would 1 could find in my ht-art

that I had not a hard heart : for, truly, I love

none.
Beat. A dear happiness to women ; they

would else have been troubled with a pernicious

suitor. I thank God, and my cold blood, I am
of your humour for that : I had rather hear my
dog bark at a crow than a man swear he loves

me.
Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that

mind ! so some gentleman or other shall 'scape

a piedeslinate scratched face.

Beat. Scratching could not make il worse an
'twere such a face as yours were.

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot -teachjr.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a
beast of yours.

Bene. I would my horse had the speed of

your tongue, and so good a continuer. But
keep your way o' God'.s name ; I have dene.

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick ; I

know you of old.

D. L'edro. This is the sum of all : Leonato,

—Signior Claudio, and Signior Benedick,- -iny
dear friend Leonato hath invited you all. I

tell him we shall stay here at the least a month

;

and he heartily prays some occasion may de-

tain us longer : I dare swear he is no h)-pocrite,

but praj's from his heart.

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not

be forsworn.—Let me bid you welcome, my
lord : being reconciled to the prince your

brother, I owe you all duty.

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many
words, but I thank you.

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ?

D. Pedro, Your hand, Leonato ; we will go
together.

[Exeunt all bid Bene. , and Claud.
Claiid. Benedick, didst thou note the daugh-

ter of Signior Leonato ?
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Bene. I noted her not, but I looked on her.

Claud. Is she not a modest young Lidy ?

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest

man should do, for my simple true judgment j

or would you have me speak after my custom,

as being a professed tyrant to their sex ?

Clau.i. No, I pray thee, speak in sober

judgment.
Bene. Why, i' faith, methinks she is too low

for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise,

and too little for a great praise : only this com-
mendation I can afford her ; that were she

other than she is, she were unhandsome ; and
being no other but as she is, I do not like her.

Claud. Thou ihinkest I am in sport : I pray

thee, tell me truly how ihou likest her.

Bene. Would you buy her, that you in(}uire

after her ?

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ?

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. I3ut

speak you tliis with a sad brow ? or do you play

the flouting Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good hare-

Snder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come,
in what key shall a man taJce you to go in the

song?
Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady

that ever I looked on.

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and
I see no such matter : there 's her cousin, an
she were not possessed with a fury, exceeds her
as much in beauty as the first of May doth the

last of December. Hut I hope you have no in-

tent to turn husband, have you ?

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I

had sworn (he contrary, if Hero would be my
wife.

/>ene. Is it come to tliis, i' faith ? 1 lath not
the world one man but he will wear his cap
with suspicion ? Shall I never .see a bachelor
of threescore again ? C.o to, i' faith ; an thou
wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear
the print of it, and sigh away .Sundays, Look,
Don Pedro is returned to seek you.

Re-enter Don Pedro.

D. Pedro. WTiat secret hath held you here,
that you followed not to Leonato's ?

Bene. I would your grace would constrain
tne to tell.

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.
Bene. You liear, Count Claudio : I can be

secret as a dumb man,—I would have you think
so; but on my allegiance,—mark you this,

—

on my allegiance:—He is in love. With who?—Now that is your grace's part.—Mark how
short his answer is:—With Hero, Leonato's
sLurt daughter.

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered.

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord :
" It is

not so, nor 'twas not so ; but, indeed, God for-

bid it should be so."

Claud. If my passion change not sliortly,

God forbid it should be otherwise.

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the
lady is very well worthy.

Claud. Vou speak this to fetch me in, my
lord?

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought.
Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine.
Mene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my

lord, I spoke mine.

Claud. That I love her, I feel.

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know.
Bene. That I neither feel how she should be

loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is

the opinion that fire cannot melt out of me : I

will die in it at the stake.

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate
heretic in the despite of beauty.

Claud. And never could maintain his part
but in the force of his will.

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank
her ; that she brought me up, I likewise give
her most humble thanks ; but that I will have
a recheat winded in my forehead, or hang my
bugle in an invisible baldrick, all women shall

pardon me. Because I will not do them the
wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the
right to trust none ; and the fine is,—for the
which I may go the finer,— I will live a
bachelor.

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look
pale with love.

Be?ie. With anger, with sickness, or with
hunger, my lord ; not with love : prove th;it

ever I lose more blood with love than I will

get again with drinking, pick out mine eyes
with a ballad-maker's pen, and hang me up at

the door of a brothel -house, for the sign of

blind Cupid.
D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from

this faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument.
Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat,

and shoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him
be clapped on the shoulder and called Adam.
D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try:

In lime the savage bull doth bear the yoke.
Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the

sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's

horns and set them in my forehead : and let me
be vilely painted ; and in such great letters as

they write Here is good horse to hire, let them
signify under my sign,

—

Hereyou may see BsnS'
dick the married niait.
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CIuiuL If Vhis should evti happen, ihou

\vv uldst be horn-mad.
D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all

his quiver in Venice, ihou wilt quake for this

sli )nly.

Heiie. I look for an earthquake too, then.

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporise with the

h.nirs. In the meantime, good Si^jnior Bene-

dick, repair to Leonato's ; commend me to

hi ill, and tell him I will not fail him at supper

;

fui, indeed, he hath made great preparation.

Bciic. I have almost matter enough in me
U'\ such an embassage; and so 1 commit you—

Claud. To the tuition of God ; From my
h..iise,—if I had it-

D. Pedro. The sixth of July. Your lovins^

friend, Benedick.

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock noi. The body

of your discourse is sometime guarded wilii

fragments, and the guards are but slightly

hasted on neither : ere you flout old ends any

further, examine your conscience ; and so I

leave you. \Exit Benedick.

C/dud. My liege, your highness now may do

me good.

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teacli ; teach

it but how.
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn

Any hard lesson that may do thee gotid.

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord !>

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she 's his only

heir :

D. ist thou affect her, Claudio?

Claud. O my lord,

\A'iien you went onward on this ended action,

I looked upon her with a soldier's eye,

That liked, but had a rougher task in hand

Than to drive liking to the name of love:

But now I am retnrn'd, and tiiat war-thoughts

Have left their places vacant, in their rooms

Coine thronging soft and delicate desires,

A'l prompting me how fair young Hero is,

S.iying, I liked her ere I went to wars.

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently,

And tire the hearer with a book of words :

If ;hou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ;

And I will break with her, and with hci father,

And thou shalt have her. Was 't not to this end

That thou began'st to twist so fine a story?

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love,

T''.;it know love's grief by his complexion !

Bat lest my liking might too sudden seem,

1 would have salv'd it with a longer treatise.

D. Pedro. WTiat need the bridge much
broader than the flood !

The fairest grant is the necessity.

Look, whatwill serve is fit: 'tis once, thoulov'st;

And I will fit thee with the remedy.
I know we shall have revelling to-night;

I will assume thy part in some disguise.

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio
;

And in her bosom I '11 unclasp my heart.

And take her hearing prisoner with ihe force

And strong encounter of my amorous tale:

Then, after, to her father will 1 brcalc
;

And the conclusion is, she shall be thine :

In practice let us put it pjresenlly. \_E.\eunl.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter, severally., Leonato a)ul Antonio.

Leon. How now, brother! Whereismycousin,
your son ? Hath he provided this mu.sic .-"

Aul. He is very busy about it. But,

brother, I can tell you strange news that you
yet dreamed not of.

Leon. Are they good .-'

Ant. As the event stamps them ; but they

have a good cover ; they show well outward.

The prince and Count Claudio, walking in a

thick-pleached alley in my orchaid, were ihus

much overheard by a man of mine : the prince

discovered to Claudio that he loved my niece

your daughter, and meant to acl;nowledge it

this night in a dance ; and, if he found her ac-

cordant, he meant to take the present time by
the top, and instantly break with you of it.

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you
this?

Ant. A good sharp fellow ; I will send for

him, and question him yourself

Leon. No, no ; v^e will hold it as a dream,
till it appear itself:— but I will acquaint my
daughter witlial, that she may be the better

prepared for an answer, if peradventure this be

true. Go you and tell her of it. \Severalpersons

cross the sta^s^e. ] Cousins, you know what you
have to do.—0, I cry you mercy, friend : you
go with me, and I will use your skill.—Good
cousin, have a care this busy time. [E.veunt.

Scene III.

—

Another Room in Leonato's
House.

Enter Don JOHN and CoNKADE.

Con. What the good-year, my lord ! why are

you thus out of measure sad ?

D. John. There is no measure in the oc-

casion that breeds it ; therefore the sadness is

without limit.

Con. Vou should hear reason.

D. John. And when I have heard it, what
Messing bringeth it ? [sufferance.

Con. If not a present remed\', yet a patient
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D. John, r wonder that thou, being—as thou

say'si thou art—bom under Saturn, goest about

to apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mis-

chief. I cannot hide what I am : I must be

sad when 1 have cause, and smile at no man's

jests ; eat when I have stomach, and wait for

no m:in's leisure ; sleep when I am drowsy, and

'tend to nci man's business ; laugh when I am
merry, and clasv no man in his humour.

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full

show ol this till you may do it without control

nient. You have of late stood out against youi

brother, and he halh la'en you newly into his

grace ; where it is impossible you should lake

true root but by the fair weather that you make
yourself: it is needful that you frame the

se;ison for your own harvest.

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my
blood to be disdained of all than to fashion a

carriage to rob love from any : in this, though

I cannot be said to be a flattering honest man,
it must not be denied that I am a plain-dealing

viUain. I am trusted with a muzzle and en-

franchised with a clog : therefore I have de-

creed not to sing in my cage. If I had my
m.outh I would bite ; it I had my liberty I

would do my liking : in the meantime let me
l>e that I am, and seek not to alter me.

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent ?

D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it only.

Who comes here ? What news, Borachio ?

Enter BoRACHIO,

Bora. I carne yonder from a great supper :

the prmce, your brother, is royally entertained

by Leonato ; and I can give you intelligence of

an intended mamage.
D. John. Will it serve for any model to

build mischief on ? What is he for a lool that

beiroilis himself to unquietness 1

Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right hand.
D. John. \Vho! the most exquisite Claudio?
Bora. Even he.

D. John. A proper squire ! And who, and
who ? which way looks he ?

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and
heir of Leonato.

D. John. A very forward March-chick !

How came you to this ?

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I

was smoking a musty room, comes me the

prince and Claudio liand in hand, in sad con-

ference. 1 whipt me behind the arras, and
there heard it agreed upon that the prince

should woo Hero for himself, and, hasdng

obtained her, give her to Count Claudio.

D. John. Come, come, let us thither ; tliis

may prove food to my ilispleasure : that young
start-up hath all the glorj- of my overthrow.

If I can cross liim any way, I bless myself every

way. Vou are botii sure, and will assist me i

Con. To the death, my lord.

D. John. Let us to the great supper : their

cheer is the greater that I am subdued. Would
the cook were of my mind !—Shall we go prove

what 's to be done ?

Bora. We '11 wait upon your lordship.

\_Exeuril.

SctiNE I.

ACT H.

-A Hall in Leonato's House.

£"«/^r LliONATO, ANTO.NIO, HeRO, BEATRICE,
and titers.

Leon. Was not Count John here at supper ?

Ant. I saw him not.

Beat. How tarti that gentleman looks ! I

never can see him but I am heart-burned an
hour after.

Ht-ro. He is of a very melancholy disposition.

Brat. He were an excellent man that were
luade just in the mid-way between him and
Benedick : the one is too like an image, and
says nothing ; and the other too like my lady's

eldest son, evermore tattling.

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue
in Count John's mouth, and half Count John's
melancholy in Signiot Benedick's face,

—

Beat. With a good leg and a good foot, uncle,

and money enough in his purse, such a man
would win any woman in the world,—if he
could get her goodwill.

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never
get thee a husband if thou be so shrewd of thy

tongue.

Ant. In faith, she is too curst.

Beat. Too curst is more than curst. I shall

lessen God's sending that way : for it is said,

God sends a etirst cow short horns ; but to a
cow too curst he sends none.

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send
you no horns.

Beat. Just if he send me no husband ; for the
which blessing I am at him upon my knees every
morning and evening. Lord ! I could not en-

dure a husband with a beard on his face : I had
rather lie in the woollen.

Leon. You may light upon a husband that

hath no beard.

Beat. What should I do with him ? dress him
in my apparel, and make him my waiting gentle-

woman ? He that hath a beard is more than a

youth ; and he that halh no beard is less than a
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nii.n : and he that is more than a youih is not for

me ; and he that is less than a man I am not for

him: therefore I will even takesixpence in earnest

ol the bear-ward, and lead his apes into hell.

Leon. Well then, go you into hell ?

Beai. No ; but to the gate ; and there will

the devil meelme, likeanold cuckold, with horns
on !iis head, and say, Getyou to heaven^ Beatrice;

' : you to heaven : hei'e 's noplaceforyon maids

:

leliver I up my apes and away to Saint Peter

the heavens ; he shows me where the bache-
icr-j sit, and there live we as merry as the day
is long.

Afit. Well, niece [to HsRO], I trust you will

be ruled by your father.

Beat. Yes, faith ; it 'smycousin'sdutyto make
courtesy, and say, Father, as itpleaseyou :—but

y'-i for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome
fellow, or else make another courtesy, and say,

Father, as it please me.

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day
fitted with a husband.

Beat. Not till God make men of some other
i;utal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman
ti • i)e over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust

!

to make an account of her life to a clod of way-
v.ard marl ? No, uncle, I '11 none: Adam's sons
are my brethren ; and, truly, I hold it a sin to

match m my kindred.

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you :

if the prince do solicit you in that kind, you
know your answer.

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if

you be not wooed in good time : if the prince be
too important, tell him there is measure in ever}'-

thing, and so dance out the answer. For, hear

me. Hero, wooing, wedding, and repenting is as

a Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the
first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and
full asfantrustical ; the v.edding, mannerlyaiodi st

as a measure, full of state and ancientry ; and
then comes repentance, and, with his bad legs,

falls into the cinque-pace faster and faster, till

he sink into his grave.

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing

shrewdly.

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a
Cl-urch by daylight.

Leon. The revellers are entering, brother;

nake good room.

Eater Don Pedro, Cl-A-udto, Benedick, Bal-
thazar ; Z>i7a;John, Bor.a,chio, jMargaret,
Ursula, and others, masked.

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about wfth
your friend ?

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly,

and say nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and,
especially, when I walk away.
D. Fedro. With me in your company?
Llero. I may say so, when I please.
D. Fedro. Ajid when please you to say so ?

Hero. When I Uke your favour ; for God de-
fend the lute should be hke the case \

D. Pedro. My viso: is Piiilemon's roof ; with-
in the house is Jove.

LLero. Why, then, your \'isor should be
thatched.

D. Fedro. Speak low, if you speak love.

[ Takes her aside,
Balth. Well, I would you did like me.
Marg. So would not I, for your own sake

;

for I have many iii qualities.

Balth. Which is one ?

."darg. I say my prayers aloud.

Balth. I love you the better ; the hearers
may cry Amen.

Jl/arg. God match me with a good dancer !

Balth. Amen.
Marg. And God keep him out of my sight

when the dance is done !—Answer, clerk.

Balth. No more words ; the clerk is answered.
Urs. I know you well enough

;
you are Sig-

nior Antonio.
Ant. At a word, I am not.

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head.
Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit h:m.
Urs. You could never do him so ill-well un-

less you were the very man. Here 's his diy hand
up and down : you are he ; you are he.

Afii. At a word, I am not.

Urs. Come, come ; do you think I do not
know you by your excellent wit? Can virtue

hide itself? Go to ; mum ; you are he : graces
v.ill appear, and there 's an end.

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so?
Bene. No, you shall pardon me.
Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ?

Bene. Not now.
Beat. That I was disdainful !—and that I hnd

my good wit out of the Hundred Merry Tales !—
Well, this was Signior Benedick that said so.

Bene. \Mrat 's he ?

Beat. I am sure you know liim well enough.
Bene, Not I, beheve me.
Beat. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bcize, I pray you, what is he?
Beaf. Why, he is the prince's jester : a very

dull fool ; only his gift is in devising impossible
slanders : none but libertines delight in him ; and
the commendation is not in his wit but in his vil-

lany ; for he both pleaseth men and angers them,
and then they langh at him and beat him. I am
sure he is in the fieet : I would he had boarded nie.
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Bene. When I know the gentleman I '11 tell

him what you say.

Beal. Do, do : he Ml but break a comparison or

tw J on me ; which, peradventure, not marked,

or not laughed at, strikes liim into melancholy ;

and then there 's a partridge wing saved, for the

iojl will eat no supper that night. \^Music with-

in.\ We must follow the leaders.

Bene. In every good thing.

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave

them at the ne.xt turning.

\_Dance. Then exeunt all but Don Jon.N,
BORACHIO, ««(/ Cl.AUDIO.

D.John. Sure,my brotherisamorouson Hero,

and hath withdrawn her father to break wiili

him about it. The ladies follow her, and but

one visor remains. [his bearing.

Bora. .'\nd that is Claudio. I know him by
D. John. Are not you Signior Benedick ?

Claud. You know me well ; I am he.

D. John. Signior, you are very near my brother

in his love : he is enamoured on Hero ; I prayyou
dissuade him from her ; she is no equal for his

birth : you may do the part ofan honest man in it.

Claud. How know you he loves her ?

D. John. 1 heard him swear his affection.

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would
m.xrry her to-night.

D. John. Come, let us to the banquet.
[Exeunt Don John and Borachio.

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick,
B.il hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio.
'Tis certain so ;—the prince woos for himself.

Friendship is constant in all other things

Save in the office and affairs of love :

Therefore , all hearts in love use theirown tongues:
Let every eye negotiate for itself.

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch,

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.

This is an accident of hourly proof, [Hero !

Which I mistrusted not : farewell, therefore,

Re-enter Be.nedick.

Bene. Count Claudio ?

Claud. Yea, the same.
Bene. Come, will you go with me ?

Claud. Whither.?
Bene. Even to the ne.Kt willow, about your own

business, count. What fashion will you wear
the garland of? About your neck, like an
usurer's chain? or under your arm like a lieu-

tenant's scarf? You must wear it one way, for

the prince hath got your Hero.
Claud. I wish him joy of her.

Be7ie. Why, that 's spoken like an honest
drover ; so they sell bullocks. But did you
think the prince would have served you thus?

Claud. I pray you, leave me.
Bene. Ho ! now you strike like the blind manj

'twas the boy that stole your meat, and you '11

beat the post.

ClaiuL If it will not be, I '11 leave you. \Exit.
Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Now will he creep

into sedges. But, that my Lady Beatrice

should know me, and not know me ! The prince's

fool !—Ha, it may be I go under that title because
I am merry.—Yea, but so I am apt to do inysell

wrong : I am not so reputed : it is the base, the
bitter disposition of Beatrice that puts the world
mto her person, and so gives me out. Well,
I '11 be revenged as I may.

Re-enter Don Pedro.

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where 's the count?
Did you see him ?

Bene. Troth, my lord, 1 have played the part

of [yady Fame. I found him here as melancholy
MS a lodge in a warren ; I told him, and I think

I tt)ld him true, that your grace had got the

good-will of this young lady ; and I offered him
my company to a willow tree, either to make him
a garland, .is being forsaken, or to bind him up
a rod, as being worthy to be whipped.

D. Pedro. To be whipped ! What 's his fault ?

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy,

who, being overjoyed with finding a bird's nest,

shows it his companion, and he steals it.

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgres-

sion ? The transgression is in the stealer.

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had
been made, and the garland too ; for the garland

he might have worn himself ; and the rod he
might have bestowed on you, who, as I take it,

have stolen his bird's nest.

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and
restore them to the owner.

Bene. If their singing answer your saying,

by my faith, you say honestly.

D. Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel

to you ; the gentleman that danced with her
told her she is tiiuch wronged by you.

Bene. 0,she misused me past the enduranceof
a block ; an oak but with one green leaf on it

would have answered her ; my very visor began
!o assume life and scold with her : she told mc,

—

not thinking I had been myself,—that I was the

prince's jester ; that I was duller than a great

thaw ; huddling jest upon jest with such impos-

sible conveyance upon me, that I stood like a man
at a mark, with a whole army shooting at me.
She speaks poniards, and every word stabs : if

her breath were as terrible as her terminations,

there were no living near her ; she would infect

to the north star. I would not marry her though
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she were endowed with all that Adam had left

him before he transgressed : she would have
made Hercules have turned spit ; yea, and have
cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk

not of her : you shall find her the infernal Ate
in good appaiel. 1 would to God some scholar

would conjure her ; for certainly, while she is

here, a man may live as quiet in hell as in a

sanctuary ; and people sin upon purpose, be-

cause they would go thither ; so, indeed, all

disquiet, horror, and perturbation follows her.

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes.

Re-enlcr Claudio and Beatrice, Leonato
and Hero.

Bene. Will your grace command me any ser-

vice to the world's end ? I will go on the

slightest errand now to the antipodes that you
can devise to send me on ; I will fetch you a

loothpicker now from the farthest inch of Asia;
bring you the length of Prester John's foot ;

fetch you a hair off the great Cham's beard; do
you any embassage to the Pigmies ;—rather

than hold three words' conference with this

harpy. You have no employment for me ?

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good
company.

Bene. O God, sir, here 's a dish I love not ;

I cannot endure my Lady Tongue. \_Exit.

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come; you have lost

the heart of Signior Benedick.
Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile ;

nnd I gave him use for it,—a double heart for

his single one : marry, once before he won it

of me with false dice, therefore your grace may
well say I have lost it.

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady,

you have put him down.
Beat. So I would not he should do me, my

lord, lest 1 should prove the mother of fools.

i have brought Count Claudio, whom you sent

me to seek. [fore are you sad ?

D. Pedro, ^^^^y, how now, count ! where-
Claud. Not sad, my lord.

D. Pedro. How then ? Sick ?

Claud. Neither, my lord.

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor
merry, nor well : but civil, count ; civil as an
orange, and something of that jealous com-
plexion.

D, Pedro. V faith, lady, I think your blazon
to be true ; though I '11 be sworn, if he be so,

his eonceit is false. Here, Claudio, I have
wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is won. I

have broke with her father, and his good-will
obtained : name the day of marriage, and God
give thee joy !

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and
with her my fortunes ; his grace hath made the

match, and all grace say Amen to it !

Beat. Speak, count, 'tis your cue.

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy:

I were but little happy if I could say how much.
—Lady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give

away myself for you, and dote upon the ex-

change.

Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, stop

his mouth with a kiss, and let not him speak
neither. [heart.

D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry
Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool,

it keeps on the windy side of care.— My cousin

tells him in his ear that he is in her heart.

Claud. And so she doth, cousin.

Beat. Good lord, for alliance !-—Thus goes

every one to the world but I, and I am sun-

burnt ; I may sit in a corner and cry heigh

ho ! for a husband.

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one.

Beat. I would rather have one of your father's

getting. Hath your grace ne'er a brother like

you ? Your father got excellent husbands, if a
maid could come by them.

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ?

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have
another for working-days ; your grace is too

costly to wear every day. But, I beseech your

grace, pardon me ; I was born to speak all

mirth and no matter.

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and
to be merry best becomes you ; for, out of

question, you were born in a merry hour.

Reat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried ;

but then (here was a star danced, and under

that was I born. Cousins, God give you joy !

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I

told you of?

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle.—By your

grace's pardon. \Exit Beatrice.
D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited

lady.

Leon. There 's little of the melancholy ele-

ment in her, my lord : she is never sad but

when she sleeps ; and not ever sad then ; for I

have heard my daughter say she hath often

dreamed of unhappiness, and waked herself

with laughing.

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of

a husband.
Leon. O, by no means • she mocks all her

wooers out of suit. [Benedick.

D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for

Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a

week married, they would talk themselves mad.
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D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you lo

go to church?
Claud. To-morrow, my lord. Time goes on

crutches till love iiave all his rites.

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which
is hence a just seven-night ; and a time too brief

too, to have all things answer my mind.

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so

long a breathing ; but I warrant thee, Caudio,

the time shall not go dully by us. I will in the

interim undertake one of Hercules' labours;

which is, to bring Signior Benedick and the

Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection the

one with the other. I would fain have it a

match ; and i doubt not but to fashion it if you
three will but minister such assistance as I shall

give you direction.

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost

me ten nights' walchings.

Claud. And I, my lord.

I>. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero?
Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord,

to help my cousin to a good husband.

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhope-
fullest husband that I know, thus far can I

praise him ; he is of a noble strain, of approved
valour, and confirmed honesty. I will teach

you how to humour your cousin that she shall

fall in love with Benedick:—and I, with your

two helps, will so practise on Benedick, that,

in despite of his quick wit and his queasy
stomach, he shall fall in love with Beatrice.

If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer;

his glory shall be ours, for we are the only love-

gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you my
drift. \_Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Atioiher Room In Leonato's
Jloicse.

Enter Don John and Borachio.

D. John. It is so: the Count Claudio shall

marry the daughter of Leonato.

Bora. Yea, my lord, but I can cross it.

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impedi-

ment will be medicinal to me ; I am sick in

displeasure to him ; and whatsoever comes
athwart his affection ranges evenly with mine.

How canst thou cross this marriage?
Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly

that no dishonesty shall appear in me.
D. John. Show me brieP.y how.
Bora. I think I told your lordship a year

since how much I am in the favour of Margaret,
tlie waiting-gentlew-oman to Hero.
D. John. I remember.
Miora. I can at any unseasonable instant of

the night appoint her to look out at her lady's

chamber-window.
D. John. What hfe is in that, to be the death

of this marriage?

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to tem-
per. Go you to the prince your brother ; spare

not to tell him t?iat he hath wronged his honour
in marrj-ing the renowned Claudio—whose esti-

mation do you mightily hold up— to a con-

taminated stale, such a one as Hero.
D. John. What proof shall I make of that?

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to

vex Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato.
Look you for any other issue?

D.John. Only to despite them I will en-

deavour anything.

Bora. Go, then ; find me a meet hour to draw
Don Pedro and the Count Claudio alone: tell

them that you know that Hero loves me ; intend

a kind of zeal both to the prince and Claudio,

as,—in love of your brother's honour, who haih

made this match, and his friend's reputation,

who is thus like to be cozened with the sem-
blance of a maid,—that you have discovered

thus. They will scarcely believe this without
trial : offer them instances ; which shall bear

no less likelihood than to see me at her chamber-
window ; hear me call Margaret Hero ; hear

Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them
to see this the ver}' night before the intended

wedding : for, in tlie meantime I will so fashion

the matter that Hero shall be absent ; and there

shall appear such seeming truth of Hero's dis-

loyalty that jealousy shall be caiied assurance,

and all the preparation overthrown.

D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it

can, i will put it in practice. Be cunning in

the working this, and thy fee is a thousand

ducats.

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and
my cunning shall not shame me.

D. John. I will presently go learn their day
of marriage. \Exeunl.

Scene HI.

—

Leonato's Garden.

Enter BENEDICK and a Boy.

Bene. Boy,

—

Boy. Signior.

Betie. In my chamber-window lies a book

;

bring it hither to me in the orchard.

Boy. I am here already, sir.

Bene. I know that ; but I would have thee

hence and here again. \^Exit Boy.] I do
much wonder that one ir.an, seeing how much
another man is a fool when he dedicates h;s

behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed
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at such shallow follies in others, become the

argument ol' his own scorn l)y falling in love.

And such a man is Claudio. I have known
w hen there was no music with him but the drum
and (ife ; and now had he rather hear the tabor
and the pipe : I have known when he would
have walked ten mile afoot to see a good
armour ; and now will he lie ten nights awake
carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was
wont to speak plain and to the purpose, like an
honest man and a soldier; and now is he tinned
orihographer ; his words are a very fantastical

banquet, just so many strange dishes. May I

be so converted, and see with these eyes? I

cannot tell ; I think not : I will not be sworn
but Love may transform me to an oyster ; but
I'll take my oath on it, till he have made an
oyster of me he shall never make roe such a
fool. One woman is fair ; yet I am well : an-

other is wise ; yet I am well : another virtuous:

yet I am well : but till all graces be in one
woman, one woman shall not come in my grace.

Rich she shall be, that 's certain ; wise, or I '11

none ; virtuous, or I '11 never cheapen her

;

fair, or I '11 never look on her ; mild, or come
not near me ; noble, or not I for an angel ; of
good discourse, an excellent musician, and her
hair shall be of what colour it please God. Hal
the prince and Monsieur Love ! I will hide
me in the arbour. . [IF/tAdra^as.

Enter Don Pedro, Lkon'ato, and Claudio.

P. PedTO. Come, shall we hear this music ?

Claud. Vea, my good lord.—How still the

evening is,

As hushed on purpose to grace harmony !

/'. Pt-dro. See you where Benedick hath hid
himself? [ended.

Claud. O, very well, my lord : the music
We '11 fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth.

Enter BALTHAZAR, zvith Music.

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we '11 hear that

song again. [voice

BaUh. O, good my lord, tax not so bad a
To slander music any more than once.

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellencj'

To put a strange face on his own perfection :

—

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more.
Dalth. Because you talk of wooing, I \\ill

sing

:

Smce many a wooer doth commence his suit

Tw her he thinks not worthy ; yet he woos ;

Vet will he swear he loves.

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come

:

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument,
Do it in notes.

Balih. Note tfiis before my notes,

There 's not a note of mine that 's worth the
noting. [he speaks

;

D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets that
Note notes, forsooth, and noting ! \^Music.

Bene. Now, divine air ! now is his soul
ravished ! Is it not strange that sheeps' guls
should hale souls out of men's bodies ?—Well,
a horn lor my money, v\ hen all 's done.

Balthazar sinzs.

Sk-h no more, Ir.dies, Mgh no more
;

ftien were deceivers ever
;

Olio foot in st.-a and one on shore,
To one thing constant nev.r ;

Then sigh not so,

But let th.em go,
And be you blithe and bonny ;

Converting all your sounds ol woe
Inio, Hey nonny, nonny.

Shis no more diities, sir^g no mo
or dumps so dull and heavy ;

Thf tV.-;ud of men wa-S ever ?o
.'^iiire summer first v.a< leavy.

1 hen sigh not so, &c.

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song.

Pa'th. And an ill singer, my lord.

Claud. 11 a, no ; no, laith ; thou singest well
enough for a shift.

Bene, [AsiWe.] An he had been a dog that

should have howled thus they would have
lianged him : and I pray God his bad voice

l>ode no mischief ! I had as lief have heard the

liight-raven, come what pLigue could have come
after it.

D. Pedro. Vea, marry [to Claudio].— Dost
thou hear, Balthazar ! I pray thee gel us some
excellent music ; for to-morrow night we would
have it at the lady Hero's chamber-window.

Balih. The best I can, my lord.

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [E.xciiiit BAL-
THAZAR and A/ns!c.'\ Come hither, Leonato.
What was it you told me ol to-da}-,—that j'our

niece Beatrice was in love with Signior Bene-
dick ?

Claud. O ay :—stalk on, stalk on : the fowl

sits [aside to Pedro]. I did never think that

lady would have loved any man.
Leon. No, norl neither; but most wonderful

that she should so dote on Signior Benedick,

whom she hath in all outward behaviours seemed
ever to abhor.

Bene. Is't possible? Sits the wind in that

corner ? [Aiide.

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell
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what lo think of it ; but that she loves him with

an enraged aftection,—it is past the infinite of

thought.

D. Pedro. May be she doth but counterfeit.

Claud. 'Faith, like enough.
Leon. O God ! counterfeit ! There was

never counterfeit of passion came so near the

life of passion as she discovers it.

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion

shows she ?

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will

bite. [Aside.

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit

you,—Vou heard my daughter tell you how.
Claud. She did, indeed.

D. Pedro. Mow, how, I pray you ? You
amaze me : I would have thought her spirit had
been invincible against all assaults of affection.

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ;

especially against Benedick.
Bene. [Aside.] I should think this a gull, but

that the white-bearded fellow speaks it : knav-
ery cannot, sure, hide itself in such reverence.

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it

up. [Aside.

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection

known to Benedick.

Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that 's

her torment.

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter
says : Shall J, says she, that have so oft en-

countered hhn with scorn, write to him that J
love him ?

Leon. This says she now, when she is begin-

ning to write to him : for she '11 be up twenty
times a night : and there will she sit in her

smock till she have writ a sheet of paper ;—my
daughter tells us all.

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I

remember a pretty jest your daughter told us of.

Leon. O !—WTien she had writ it, and was
reading it over, she found Benedick and Beat-

rice between the sheet?

—

Claud. That.

Leon. O ! she tore the letter into a thousand
halfpence ; railed at herself that she should be
so immodest to write to one that she knev/
would flout her. L measure him, says she, by
my own spirit ; for L should flout him if he
writ to vie ; yea, though L love him, L should.

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls,

weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair,

prays, curses ;

—

O sweet Benedick ! God give
me patience !

Leon. She doth indeed ; my dauglUer says

so ; and the ecstasy hath so much overborne
her that my daughter is sometime alraid she

will do a desperate outrage to herself. It is

very true.

£>. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew
of it by some other, if she will not discover it.

Claud. To what end ? He would but make
a sport of it, and torment the p)oor lady worse.

D. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to

hang him. She 's an excellent sweet lady ;

and, out of all suspicion, she is virtuous.

Claud. And she is exceeding wise.

D. Pedro. In everything but in loving Bene-
dick.

Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood com-
bating in so tender a body, we have ten proofs

to one that blood hath the victory. I am sorry

for her, as I have just cause, being her uncle

and her guardian.

D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this

dotage on me : I would have daffed all other

respects and made hei half myself. I pray you,

tell Benedick of it, and hear what he will say.

Leon. Were it good, think you ?

Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die ; for

she says she will die if he love her not ; and
she will die ere she makes her love known : and
she will die if he woo her, rather than she will

'bate one breath of her accustomed crossness.

D. Pedro. She doth well ; if she should

make tender of her love, 'tis very possible lie '11

scorn it : for the man, as you know all, hath a

contemptible spirit.

Claud. He is a very proper man.
D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward

happiness.

Claud. 'Fore God, and in my mind, very wise.

D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some
sparks that are like wit.

Leon. And I lake him to be valiant.

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in

the managing of quarrels you may say he is

wise ; for either he avoids them with great dis-

cretion, or undertakes them with a most
Christian-like fear.

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily

keep peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to

enter into a quarrel with fear and trembling.

D. Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man
doth fear God, howsoever it seems not in him
by some large jests he will make. Well, I am
sorry for your niece. Shall we go see Benedick,

and tell him of her love ?

Claud. Never tell him, my lord ; let her

wear it out with good counsel.

Leott. Nay, that 's impossible ; she may
wear her heart out first.

D. Pedro. Well, we'll hear further of it by

your daughter : let it cool the while. I love
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Benedick well : and I could wish he would
modestly examine himself, to see how much he

is unworthy to have so good a lady.

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is

ready.

Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I

will never trust my expectation. \_Aside.

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread

for her : and that must your daughter and her

gentlewoman carry. The sport will be when
they hold one an opinion of another's dotage,

and no such matter ; that 's the scene that I

would see, which will be merely a dumb show.

Let us send her to call him in to dinner. \_Aside.

[Exetmf Don Pedro, Claudio, a;;rr?'LEONATO.

Benicdick advames from Ihe arbour.

Bene. This can be no trick. The conference

was sadly borne.—They have the truth of this

from Hero. They seem to pity the lady ; it

seems her affections have their full bent. Love
me ! why, it must be requited. I hear how I

am censured : they say I will bear myself

proudly if I perceive the love come from her ;

they say, too, that she will rather die than give

any sign of affection.— I did never think to

marry— I must not seem proud.—Happy are

they that hear their detractions and can put

them to mending. TJiey say the lady is fair ;

'tis a truth, I can bear them witness : and
virtuous

—
'tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise,

but for loving me.—By my troth, it is no addi-

tion to her wit ;—nor no great argument of her

folly, for I will be horribly in love with her.

—

I may chance have some odd quirks and rem-

nants of wit broken on me because I have
railed so long against marriage ; but doth not

the appetite alter ? A man loves the meat in

his youth that he cannot endure in his age.

Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper
bullets of the brnin awe a man from the career

of his humour ? No : the world must be
peopled. When I said I would die a bachelor

1 did not think I should live till I were married.

—Here comes Beatrice. By this day, she's a

fair lady : I do spy some marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Against my will I am sent to hid you
come in to dinner. [pains.

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for 3-our

Beat. I took no more pains for these thanks
than you take pains to thank me ; if it had
been painful I would not have come. [sage ?

Bene. You take pleasure, then, in the mes-
Beat, Yea, just so much as you may take

upon a knife's point, and choke a daw withal.
—You have no stomach, signior ; fare you weil.

\^ExiC.
Bene. Ha 1 Against my will Iam sent to bid

you come to dinner—there 's a double meaning in
that. / took no more pains for those thanks
than you took pains to tJiank me—that 's as
much as to say. Any pains that I take for you is

as easy as thanks.— If I do not take pity of her,
I am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a
Jew : I will go get her picture. [Exit.

ACT. IIL

Scene I.

—

Leonato's Garden.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula.

Hero, Good Margaret, run thee into the
parlour

;

There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice
Proposing with the prince and Claudio :

Whisper her ear, and tell her I and Ursula
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse
Is all of her ; say that thou overheard'st us ;

And bid her steal into the pleached bower,
Where honeysuckles, ripen'd by the sun.

Forbid the sun to enter ;—like favourites,

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride
Against that power that bred it :—there will

she hide her.

To listen our propose. This is thy office,

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg. I '11 make her come, I warrant you,
presently. S^Exil.

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatricedoth come
As we do trace this alley up and down,
Our talk must only be of Benedick :

WTien I do name him, let it be thy part

To praise him more than ever man did merit

:

My talk to thee must be how Benedick
Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made,
That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin ;

Enter Beatrice, behind.

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs

Close by the ground, to hear our conference.

Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the ti.sh

Cut with her golden oars the silver stream,

And greedily devour the treacherous bait

:

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now
Is couched in the woodbine coverture :

Fear you not my part of the dialogue.

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose

nothing
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.—

[ They adva7icc*to the bower.
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No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ;

I know her spirits are as coy and wild

As haggards of the rock.

Urs. But are you sure

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ?

Hero. So says the prince and my new-trothed

lord. [madam?
Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it,

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her

of it

;

But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick,

To wish him wrestle with affection,

And never to let Beatrice know of it. [man
Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentle-

Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? [serve

Hero. O God of love ! I know he doth de-

As much as may be yielded to a man :

But nature never framed a woman's heart

Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice :

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,

Misprizing what they look on ; and her wit

Values itself so highly, that to her

All matter else seems weak : she cannot love,

Nor take no shape nor project of aifection.

She is so self-endeared.

Urs. Sure, I think so ;

And therefore, certainly, it were not good
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it.

Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never yet

saw man, [featured,

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely

But shevvould spell him backward : if fair-faced.

She 'd swear the gentleman should be her sister

;

If black, why. Nature, drawing of an anlic.

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed ;

If low, an agate very vilely cut :

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds;
If silent, why, a block moved with none.

So turns she every man the wrong side out ;

And never gives to truth and virtue that

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not com-
mendable, [fashions

Hero. No : not to be so odd and from all

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable :

Bat who dare tell her so ? If I should speak.

She 'd mock me into air ; O, she would laugh
me

Out of myself, press me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire,

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly :

It were a better death than die with mocks ;

Which is as bad as die with tickling. [say.

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick
And counsel him to fight against his passion :

And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders

To stain my cousin with. One doth not know
How much an ill word may empoison liking.

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong.
She cannot be so much without true judgment,—
Having so swift and excellent a wit
As she is priz'd to have,—as to refuse
So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick.

Hero. He is the only man of Italy,

Always excepted my dear Claudio.
Urs. I pray you be not angry with me, madam,

Speaking my fancy ; Signior Benedick,
For shape, for bearing, argmticnt, and valoui.

Goes foremost in rejxjrt through Italy.

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good
name. [it.

—

Urs. His excellence did earn it ere he had
When are you married, madam ? [go in ;

Hero. Why, every day ;—to-morrow. Come,
I 'II show thee some attires, and have thy counsel

Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow.
Urs. \Aside.\ She's lim'd, I warrant you;

we have caught her, madam.
Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by

haps :

Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps.

[Exettnl Hero ami Ursula.

Beatrice advances.

Beat. Wliat fire is in mine ears ? Can this

be true ? [much ?

Stand I condemn'd for pride, and scorn so

Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu!

No glory lives behind the back of such.

And, Benedick, love on ; I will requite thee ;

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand :

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee

To bind our loves up in a holy band :

For others say thou dost deserve, and I

Believe it better than reportingly. \Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and
Leonato.

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be

consummate, and then I go toward Arragon.

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, u

you '11 vouchsafe me.
D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil

in the new gloss of your marriage as to show a

child his new coat, and forbid him to wear iL

I will only be bold with Benedick for his com-
pany ; for, from the crown of his head to the

sole of his foot, he is all mirth ; he hath twice

or thrice cut Cupid's bow-string, and the little

hangman dare not shoot at him : he hath a heart

I
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as sound as a bel), and his tongue is the clapper

;

for what his heart thinks his tongue speaks.

Bene. Gallants, I arn not as I have been.

Leon. So say I ; methinks you are sadder.

Claud. I hope he he in love.

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there 's no
true drop of blood in him to be truly touched

with love : if he be sad he wants money.
Rene. I have the toothache.

D. Pedro. Draw it.

Bene. Hang it !

Claud. You must hang it first and draw it

li'.erwards.

D. Pedro. \\Tiat, sigh for the toothache !

Leon. Where is but a lii'raoiir or a worm !

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief but

~
. L- that has it.

Claud. Yet, say I, he is in love.

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy

ill him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to

strange disguises; as, to be a Dutchman to-day,

a Frenchman to-morrow, or in the shape of two
countries at once, as a German from the waist

downward, all slops, and a Spaniard from the

iii]) upward, no doublet. Unless he have a

fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, he
is no foo! for fancy, as you would have it appear
he is.

Cuui.i. Ifhe be not in love with some woman
th^^re is no believing old signs : he brushes his

h.il o' moriiings : what should that bode ?

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the

l/uber"s ?

Claud. No, but the barber's man haih been
seen with him ; and the old ornament of his

cheek hath ah'cady stuffed tennis-balls.

I.eon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did,

l-y ihe loss of a beard.

D. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself v.ith civet.

Can you smell him out by that .?

Claurl. That's as much as to say the sweet
yiv.iih 's in love.

D. l\dro. The greatest note of it is his

inL-Lin.holy. [face ?

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the

which I hear what they say of him.
Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is

r ow crept into a lute-string, and nov/ governed
by stops.

D, Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for

hmi : conclude, conclude, he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him.
D. Pedro. That would I know too ; I war-

rant one that knows him not.

Caud. Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in

d.-jpue of all, dies for him.

D. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face

upwards.
Bene. Yet is this no charm for the toothache.

—Old signior, walk aside with me ; I liave

studied eight or nine v/ise words to speak to

you, which these hobby-horses must not hear.

{^Exeunt Benedick and Leona'I(.>.

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him
about Beatrice.

Claud. 'Tis even so : Hero and ^^argaret

have by this played their parts with Beatrice ;

and then the two bears will not bite one another
when they meet.

Enter Don John.

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you.

D. Pedro. Good den, brother.

D. John. If your leisure served, 1 would
speak with you.

D. Pedro. In private .''

D. John. If it please you ;—yet Count
Claudio may hear ; for what I would speak of

concerns h.im.

D. Pedro. \Miat 's the matter ?

D. John. Means your lordship to lie married

to-morrow. ? \_To Claudio.
D. Pedro. You know he does.

D. John. I know not that, when he knows
what I know.

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray

you discover it.

D. John. You may think I love you not ; let

that appear hereafter, and aim better at me t)y

that I now will manifest. For my brother, I

think he holds you well, and in dearness of

heart hath holp to effect your ensuing marriage

;

surely suit ill spent, and labour ill bestov.-ed !

D. Pedro. Why, what 's the matter ?

D. John. I came hither to tell you : and,

circumstances shortened,—for she hath been too

long a-talking of,—the lady is disloyal.

Clattd. Who? Hero?
D. John. Even she ; Leonato's I lero, your

Hero, every man's Hero.
Claud. Disloyal ?

D. John. Tlie word is loo good to paint out

her wickedness ; I could say she were worse ;

think you of a worse title and I will fit her to

it. V^onder not till further warrant : go but

with me to-night, you shall see her chamber-

window entered, even the night before her

wedding-day : if you love her then, to-morrov;

wed her ; but it would better fit your honour

to change your mind.
Claud. May this be so ?

D. Pedro. I will not think it.

D.John. If you dare not trust that you see,
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confess not that you know : if you will follow

me I will show you enough ; and when you

have seen more, and heard more, proceed

accordingly.

Claud. If I see anything to-night why I

should not marry her to-morrow, in tlie con-

greg.ition where I should wed, there will I

shame her.

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to ob-

tain her, I will join with thee to disgrace her.

D. John. I will disjarage her no farther till

you are my witnesses : bear it coldly but till

midnight, and let the issue show itself.

D. I'edro. O day unlowartlly turned !

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting !

D. Jolin. O plague right well prevented !

So aIIi you say when you have seen the sequel.

Scene \\\.^A Street.

Enter DOGBEKRY and Vercies, with the

Watch.

Dogb. Are you good men and true ?

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they

should suffer salvation, body and soul.

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good
for them, if they should have any allegiance in

them, being chosen for the prince's watch.

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neigh-

bour l3ogberry.

Dogb. First, who think you the most desert-

less man to be constable ?

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George
Seacoal ; for they can write and read.

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal : God
hath blessed you with a good name : to be a

well-favoured man is the gift of fortune : but to

write and read comes by nature.

2 Watch, Both which, master constable,

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your

answer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give

(jod thanks, and make no boast of it ; and for

your writing and reading, let that appear when
there is no need of such vanity. You are

thought here to be the most senseless and fit

man for the constable of the watch ; therefore

bear you the lantern. This is your charge ;

—

you shall comprehend all vagrom men ; you
are to bid any man stand, in the prince's name.

2 Watch. IIow if 'a will not stand ?

Dogb. Why, then, take no note of him, but
let him go ; and presently call the rest of the
watch together, and thank God you are rid of
a knave.

^'erg. If he will not stand when he is bidden,

he is none of the prince's subjects.

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with
none but the prince's subjects.—You shall also

make no noise in the streets ; for for the watch
to babble and talk is most tolerable and not to

be endured.

2 Watch. We will rather slecj) tl>an talk ;

we know what belongs to a watch.

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and
most quiet watchman ; for I cannot sec how
sleeping should offend : only, have a care that

your bills be not stolen.—Well, you are to call

at all the ale-houses, and bid them that are

drunk get them to bed.

2 Watch. How if they will not f

Dogb. Why, then, let Ihem alone till they

are sober ; if they make you not then the

better answer, you may say they are not the

men you took them for.

2 Watch. Well, sir.

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect

him, by virtue of your office, to be no true man :

and, for such kind of men, the less you meddle
or make with them, why, the niore is for your
honesty.

2 H'atck. If we know him tti be a thief,

shall we not lay hands on him ?

Dogb. Truly, by your ©fifice you may ; but I

think they that touch pitch will be defiled: the

most peaceable way for you, if you do take a
thief, is to let him show himself what he is, and
steal out of your company.

I'erg. You have been always called a merci-

ful man, partner.

Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my
will ; much more a nian who hath any honesty
in him.

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night

you must call to the nurse and bid her still it.

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep and
will not hear us ?

Dogb. Why, then, depart in peace, and let

the child wake her with crying : for the ewe
that will not hear her lamb when it baas will

never answer a calf when he bleats.

Verg. 'Tis very true.

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You,
constable, are to present the prince's own per-

son ; if you meet the prince in the night you

may stay him.
Verg. Nay, by 'r lady, that I think 'a cannot.

Dogb. Five shillings to one on 't, with any

man that kno\vs the statues, he may stay him :

marry, not without the prince be willing : for,

indeed, the v/atch ought to offend no man ; and

it is an offence to stay a man against his will.

I^'erg. By'r lady, I think it be so.

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha ! ^^"ell, masters, good

I
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night : an there be any matter of weigh:

chances, call up me : keep your fellows'

counsels and your own, and good night.

—

Come, neighbour.

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear oui

charge : let us go sit here upon the church

-

bench till two, and then all to bed.

Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours :

I pray you, watch about Signior Leonatos

door ; for the wedding being there to-morrow,

there is a great coil to-night. Adieu, be vigi-

lant, I beseech you.

{Exeimt Dogberry and Verges.

Enter Borachio and CoNR.\DE.

Bora. What, Conrade !

—

Watch. Peace, stir not. \_Aside.

Bora. Conrade, I say !

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow.

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched; I thought

there would a scab follow.

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that ; and

now forward with thy tale.

Bora. Stand thee close then under this pent-

house, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a

true drunkard, utter all to thee.

Watch. [Aside.'] Some treason, masters

;

yet stand close.

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don
John a thousand ducats. . [so dear ?

Con. Is it possible that any villany should be

Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask if it were
possible any villany should be so rich; for when
rich villains have need of poor ones, poor ones

may make what price they will.

Con. I wonder at it.

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed.

Thou knowest that the fashion of a doublet, or

a hat, or a cloak is nothing to a man.
Cofi. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. I mean the fashion.

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion.

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say the fool 's

the fool. But seest thou not what a deformed
thief this fashion is ?

Watch. I know that Deformed ; 'a has been
a vile thief this seven year ; 'a goes up and
down like a gentleman: I remember his name.

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ?

Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the house.

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed
thief this fashion is? how giddily he turns about
all the hot bloods between fourteen and five-

and-thirty ? sometimes fashioning them like

Pharaoh's soldiers in the reechy painting; some-
times like god Bel's priests in the old churcii

window ; sometimes like the shaven Hercules

in the smirched worm-eaten tapestry, where his
cod-piece seems as massy as his club?

Con. All this I see ; and see that the fashion
wears out more apparel than the man. But art

not thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that
thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me
of the fashion ?

Bora. Not so neither ; but know that I have
to-night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's
gentlewoman, by the name of Hero ; she leans

me out at her mistress's chamljer-window, bids

me a thousand times good nighty— I tell this

tale vilely :— I should first tell thee, how the

prince, Claudio, and my master, planted and
placed and possessed by my master Don John,
saw afar off in the orchard this amiable en-

counter.

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero?
Bora. Two of them did, the prince and

Claudio ; but the devil my master knew she
was Margaret ; and partly by his oaths, which
first possessed them, partly by the dark night,

which did deceive them, but cliiefly by my
villany, which did cor firm any slander that

Don John had made away went Claudio en-

raged ; swore he wouW meet her, as he was
appointed, next morning at the temple, and
there, before the whole congregation, shame
her with what he saAv o\-er-night, and send her
home again without a husband.

1 Watch. We charge you in the prince's

name, stand.

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable:

we have here recovered the most dangerous
piece of lechery that ever was known in the

connnonwealth.
1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them;

I know him, 'a wears a lociv.

Con. Masters, masters !

2 Watch. You'll be made bi ^l^ Deformed
forth, I warrant you.

Con. Masters,

—

I Watch. Never speak ; we charge you, let

us obey you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commo-
dity, being taken up of these men's bills.

Co)i. A commodity in question, I warrant
you. Come, we '11 obey you. [E.xeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Boom hi Leonato's House.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula.

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beat-

rice, and desire her to rise.

Urs. I will, lady.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Urs. Well. [Exit URSULA.
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Marg. Trolh, I Lhiiik your other rabato were
better. [this.

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I 'U wear
Marg. By my trolli, it's not so good ; and I

warrant your cousin will say so.

Hero. My cousin 's a fool, and thou art an-

other ; I'll wear none bat this.

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently,

if the hair were a thought browner : and your
gown's a most rare fxshion, i' faith. I saw the

Duchess of Milan's gown that they praise so.

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say.

Marg. By my trolh, it's but a night-gown in

respect of yours. Cloth of gold, and cuts, and
laced with silver; set with pearls, down-sleeves,

side-sleeves, and skirts round, underborne with
a blucish tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful,

and excellent fashion, 5'ours is worth ten on 't.

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my
heart is exceeding heavy !

Marg. 'Twill be heavier soon, by the weight
of a man.

Hero. Fie upon thee ! art not ashamed ?

Marg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honour-
ably ? Is not marriage honourable in a beggar?
Is not your lord honourable without marriage ?

I think, you vvould have me say, saving your
reverence,

—

a husband : an bad thinking do not

wrest true speaking I '11 offend nobody. Is

there any harm in

—

the heavier for a husband?
None, I think, an it be the right husband and
the right wife ; otherwise 'tis light, and not

luMvy. Ask my Lady Beatrice else,—here she

couies.

Enter Beatrice.

Hero. Good morrow, coz.

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero.
Hero. Why, how now ! do you speak in the

sick tune ?

Beat. I am out of all other tune, mcthinks.
Marg. Clap 's into Light o" love ; that goes

without a burden : do you sing it and I 'il dance
it.

Beat. Yea, Light o' love, with your heels !

—

then if your husband have stables enough, you '11

see he shall lack no barns.

Marg. O illegitimate construction ! I scorn

that with my heels.

Beat. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin ; 'tis

time you were ready. By my troth, I am ex-

ceeding ill :—hey-ho !

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ?

Beat. For the letter that Ijegins them all, H.
Marg. Weil, an you be not turned Turk,

there 's no more sailing by the star.

Beat. Wliat means the fool, trow?

Marg. Nothing I ; but God send every one

their heart's desire !

Hero. These gloves the count sent me ; they

are an excellent perfume.

Lkcii. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell.

Marg, A maid and stuffed! there's goodly
catching of cold.

Heat. O, God help me ! God help me ! how
long have you professed apprehension ?

Marg. liver since you left it :—doth not my
wit become me rarely ?

Beat. It is not seen enough; you should wear
it in your cap.—By my troth, I am sick.

Marg. (Jet you some of this distilled Cardinis

Benedictus and lay it to your heart ; it is the

only thing for a qualm.
LLero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle.

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictus? you have

some moral in this Benedictus.

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no
moral meaning; I meant plain holy-thistle.

Vou may think, perchance, that I think you are

in love: nay, by'r lady, I am not such a fool

to think what I list ; nor I list not to think what
I can ; nor, indeed, I cannot think, if I would
think my heart out of thinking, that you are in

love, or that you will be in love, or that you

can be in love : yet Benedick was such anolhcr,

and now is he become a man : he swore he

would never marry ; and yet now, in despite of

his heart, he eats his meat without grudging :

and how you may be converted I know not ;

but methinks you look with your eyes as other

women do. [kecjis ?

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue
Marg. Not a false gallop.

Re-enter Ursula.

Urs. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the

count, Signior Benedick, Don John, and all

the gallants of tb.e town are come to fetch you

to church.

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good
Meg, good Ursula. ^Exeunl.

Scene V.

—

Another Room in Leonato's
Hozise.

Enter Leonato, with Dogkerky rt«(/VERGES.

Leon. \Miat would you with me, honest

neighbour ?

Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confi-

dence with you that decerns you nearly.

L^on. Brief, I pray you ; for you see 'tis a
busy time with me.

Dogb. Marry, this it is, sir.

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir.
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Leon. What is it, my good friends ?

Doi^b. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little

olf the matter : an old man, sir, and his wiis

arc not so blunt as, God help, I would desire

they were ; but, in foith, b.oiiesl as the skin

between his brows.

Verg. Yes, I thank God I am as honest as

any man living that is an old man and no
honester than I.

Doyi). Comparisons are odorous: pa/abras,

iK-ighbour Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious.

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but

we are the poor duke's officers : but, truly, for

fiiine own pait, if I were as tedious as a king, I

C'luld find in my heart to bestow it ail of yoai

worship.

Leon. All thy tediousness on me ! ha !

Dogb. Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more
than 'tis : for I hear as good exclamation on
your worship as of any man in the city ; and
though I be but a poor man, I am glad to heai

Verg. And so am I. [S'ly-

L_.eon. I would fain know what you have to

Verg. iMarry, sir, our watch to-night, except-

ing your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple
ijf as arrant knaves as any in Messina

Dogb. A good old man, sir ; he wi 1 be talk-

ing ; as they say, Wlien-the age is in the wit is

out ; God help us ! it is a world to see !—VVeii

said, i' faith, neighbour Verges:—well, God 's a

good man ; an two men ride of a horse, one
must ride behind.—An honest soul, i' faith, sir;

by my troth he is, as ever broke bread: but God
is to be worshipped. All men are not alike,

—

alas, good neighbour ! [of you.

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short

Dogb. Gifts that God gives.

Leon. I must leave you.

Dogb. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have
iiuleed comprehended two auspicious persons,

and we would have them this morning examined
L^efore your worship.

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and
bring it me ; I am now in great haste, as it may
appear unto you.

Dogb. It shall be suffigance. [well.

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go: fare you

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your

daughter to her husband.
Leon. I will wait upon them ; I am ready.

[Exeunt Leon, and Messenger.
Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get you to

Francis Seacoal ; bid him bring his pen and

inkhorn to the gaol : we are now lo examina-
tion these men.

Verg. And we must do it wisely.

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant
you

; here 's that [tom/uiig his J'oirJ:t:iid"\ t\\A\
drive some of them to a 7ion com : only get the
learned writertoset down ourexconur.tmication,
and meet me at the gaol. [Exeunt.

.\CT IV.

SciNE I.— The inside of a Churdt.

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato,
Friar, Ceaudio. Benedick, Hero, and
Beatrice, 6^t-.

Leon. Come, Friar Francis, be brief ; only
to the plain form of marriage, and you shall re-

count their particular duties afterwards.
Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry

this lady ?

Claud. No. [to marry her.

Leon. To be married to her, friar ; you come
Friar. Lady, you come liither to be married

lo this count ?

Hero. I do.

Friar. If either of you know any inwaid im-

[>ediment why you should not be conjoined I

charge you, on your souls, to utter it.

Claud. Know you any. Hero ?

LLero. None, my lord.

Friar. Know you any, count ?

Leon. I dare make his answer, none.
Claud. O, what men dare do ! v.bat men

may do ! what men daily do ! not knowing
what Ihey do !

Bene. How now ! Interjections ? Why,
then, some be of laughing, as, ha ! ha ! he !

Claud. Stand thee by, friar :— Father, by
your leave ;

Will you with free and unconstrained soul

Give me this maid, your daughter ?

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me.
Clauii. And what have I to give you back,

whose worth
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ?

D. l\\lro. Nothing, unless you render her

again. [thankfulness.

—

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble

There, Leonato, take her back again
;

Give not this rotten orange to your friend ;

She 's but the sign and semblance of her

honour.

—

Behold, how like a maid she blushes here !

O, what authority and show of truth

Can cunning sin cover itself withal !

t Comes not that blood as modest evidence
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To witness simple virtue? Would you notswear,

All you that see her, that she were a maid,

By lliese exterior shows ? But she is none :

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed :

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ?

Claud. Not to be married,

Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton.

Leon. Dear, my lord, if you, in your own
proof.

Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth,

And made defeat of her virginity,

Claiid. I know what you would say : if I

have known her,

You '11 say, she did embrace me as a husband.

And so extenuate the 'forehand sin :

No, Leonato,

I never tempted her with word too large
;

But, as a brother to his sister, show'd
Bashful sincerity and comely love.

Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you ;'

Claud. Out on thy seeming ! I will \sTite

against it :

Vou seem to me as Dian in her orb ;

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ;

But you are more intemperate in your blood

Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals

That rage in savage sensuality. [so wide ?

Hero. Is my lord well, that he dolh speak
Claud. Sweet prince, why speak not you ?

D. Pedro. What should I speak ?

I stand dishonour'd, that have gone about
To link my dear friend to a common stale.

Leon. Are these things spoken ? or do I but

dream ?

D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these

things are true.

Bette. This looks not like a nuptial.

Hero. True !—O God !

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? [brother ?

Is this the prince ? Is this the prince's

Is this face Hero's ? Are our eyes our own ?

Leon. All this is so ; but what of this, my
lord ? [your daughter ;

Claud. Let me but move one question to

And, by that fatherly and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her answer truly.

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my
child.

Hero. O God defend me ! how am I beset !

—

What kind of catechising call you this ?

Claud. To make you answer truly to your
natne. [name

Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that

With any just reproach ?

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ;

Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue.

What man was he lalk'd with you yesternight
Out at your window, betwixt twelve .and one ?

Now, if you are a maid, answer to this.

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my
loid. [Leonato,

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden.—
I am sorry you nmst hear : upon mine honour.
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count.
Did see her, hear her, at that hour la.st night.

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ;

Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain,

Confess'd the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in secret.

D. John. Fie, fie ! they are

Not to be named, my lord, not to be spoke of

;

There is not chastity enough in language,
Without offence, to utter them. Thus, pretty

lady,

I am sorry for thy much misgovernment.
Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou

been
If half thy outward graces had been placed

About thy thoughts and couns-jls of thy heart !

But fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! fare-

well.

Thou pure impiety and impious purity !

F^or thee I '11 lock up all the gates of love,

And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang,
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm,
And never shall it more be gracious.

Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point

for me ? [Hero swoons.

Beat. Why, how now, cousin ? wherefore

sink you down ?

D. John. Come, let us go : these things,

come thus to light,

Smother her spirits up.

[Exeutti D. Pedro, D. John, and Claup.
Bene. How doth the lady ?

Beat. Dead, I think ;—help, uncle ;

—

Hero ! why. Hero !—Uncle !—Signior Bene-
dick !— friar !

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavj- hand '

Death is the fairest cover for her shame
That may be wish'd for.

Beat. How now, cousin Hero ?

Friar. Have coml'ort, lady.

Leon. Dost thou look up ?

Friar. Yea ; wherefore should she not ?

I^on. V^Tierefore ! Why, dolh not every

earthly thing

Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny
The story that is printed in her blood ?

—

Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes :

For did I think thou wouldst not quickly die,

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than ihy

shames.
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Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches,

Strike at thy life. Griev'd I I had but one ?

Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ?

O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ?

Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ?

\\'hy had I not, with charitable hand,

Took up a beggar's issue at my gates
;

Who, smirched thus and mir'd with infamy,

I might have said, No part of it ii, mine ;

This shame dei'ii'es itselffrom unknozvn loins ?

But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd,

And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much
That I myself was to myself not mine,
Wxluing of her ; why, she—O, she is fallen

Into a pit of ink, that th*; wide sea

Hath drops too few to wash her clean again,

And salt too little, which may season give

To her foul tainted flesh !

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient :

Yox my part, I am so attir'd in wonder
I know not what to say.

Beat. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied !

Be7ze. Lady, were you her bedfellow la-^^

night ? [night,

Beat. No, truly not : although, until la>t

1 have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.

Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O, that is

stronger made
\Miich was before barr'd up with ribs of iron !

Would the two princes He ? and Claudio lie,

\Mio lov'd her so that, speaking of her foulness,

Wash'd it with tears ? Hence from her ! let

her die.

Friar. Hear me a little
;

For I have only been silent so long,

And given way unto this course of fortune,

By noting of the lady : I have mark'd
A thousand blushing apparitions start

Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ;

.And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire

To burn the errors that these princes hold
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool

;

Trust not my reading, nor my observation.

Which with experimental seal doth warrant
The tenor of my book ; trust not my age,

My reverence, calling, nor divinity.

It this sweet lady lie not guiltless here
Under some biting error.

Leon. Friar, it cannot be :

Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left

Is that she will not add to her damnation
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it

:

\Miy seek'st thou then to cover with excuse
That which appears in proper nakedness ?

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are

accused of?

Hero. They know that do accuse me ; I

know none

:

If I know more of any man alive

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant.
Let all my sins lack mercy !—O my father.

Prove you that any man with me convers d
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight

Maintained the change of words with any
creature,

Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death !

Friar. There is some strange misprision in

the princes. [honour
;

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of

And if their wisdoms be misled in this,

The practice of it lives in John the bastard,

Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies.

Leon. I know not. If they speak but truth

of her, [honour,
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her
The proudest of them shall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine,
Nor age so eat up my invention.

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means.
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friencLs,

But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind,

Both strength of limb and policy of mind,
Ability in means and choice of friends,

To quit me of them througlily.

Friar. Pause aw hile,

And let my counsel sway you in this case.

Your daughter here the princes left for dead ;

Let her awhile be secretly kept in.

And publish it that she is dead indeed :

Maintain a mourning ostentation.

And on your family's old monument
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites

That appertain unto a burial.

Leon. What shall become of this ? What
will this do ? [behalf

Friar. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her

Change slander to remorse ; that is some good ;

But not for that dream I on this strange course,

But on this travail look for greater birth.

She dying, as it must be so maintain d.

Upon the instant that she was accus'd,

Shall be lamented, pitied, and excus'd

Of every hearer : for it so falls out

That what we have we prize not to the worth
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost,

^Vhy, then we rack the value ; then we find

The virtue that possession would not show us

\N'hiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio

:

When he shall hear she died upon his words.

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep

Into his study of imagination ;

And every lovely organ of her life

Shall come appareil'd in more precious habit.,
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More moving delicate, and full of life,

Into ihe eye and prospect of his soul,

Tlian when she liv'd indeed :—then shall he
mourn,

—

If ever love had interest in his liver,

—

And wish he had not so accused her ;

No, though he thought his accusation true.

Let lliis be so, and doubt not but success

Will lashion the event in better shape

Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

B It if all aim but this be levell'd false,

The supposition of the lady's death

Will quench the wonder of her infamy :

And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her,

—

As best befits her wounded reputation,

—

In some reclusive and religious life,

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.

Bote. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise

you ;

And though you know my inwardness and love

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio,

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

As secretly and justly as your soul

Should with your body.

Leon. Being that I flow in grief

The smallest twine may lead me.
Friar. 'Tis well consented ; presently away

;

for to strange sores strangely they strain the

cure.—
Come, lady, die to live: this wedding-day

I'erhaps is but prolonged ; have patience, and
eiuluve.

[Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leon.
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this

while ?

Beai. Vea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bc7ie. I will not desire that.

Beat. You have no reason ; I do it freely.

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin

is wrong'd.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve

of me that would right her !

BeJte. Is there any way to show such friend-

ship ?

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend.

Bene. May a man do it ?

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours.

Be>te. I do love nothing in the world so well

as you. Is not that strange ?

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not.

It were as possible for me to say I loved noth-
ing so well as you : but believe me not ; and
yet I lie not ; I confess nothing, nor I deny
nothing.—I am sorry for my cousin.

Bene. By mysword, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
Beat. Do not swear by it and eat it.

Bene. I will swear by it that you love me ;

and I will make him eat it lliat says I love not

you.

Beat. Will you not eat your word ?

Bern. With no sauce that can be devised to

it : I protest I love thee.

Beat. Why, then, God forgive me !

Bene. What olfence, sweet Beatrice ?

Beat. You have stayed me in a happy houi :

I was about to protest I loved you.

Befte. And do it with all thy heart ?

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart

that none is left to protest.

Bene. Come, bid me do anything tor thee.

Beat. ICill Claudio.

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world.

Beat. You kill me to deny it. Farewell.

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice.

Beat. I am gone though I am here ;—there

is no love in you :—nay, I pray you, let lue go.

Bene. Beatrice,

—

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene. We '11 be friends first.

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me
than fight with mine enemy.

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ?

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a

villain that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured

my kinswoman ?—O that I were a man !

—

What 1 bear her in hand until they come to

take hands, and then with public accusation,

uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour,—

O

God, that I were a man I I would eat his heart

in the market-place !

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ;

—

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window !—

a

proper saying !

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice ;

—

Beat. Sweet Hero !—she is wronged, she is

slandered, she is undone.
Bene. Beat

—

Beat. Princes and counties ! Surely, a

princely testimony, a goodly count-confect ; a

<\veet gallant, surely !

' O that I were a man
ibr his sake ! or tliat I had any friend would be

a man for my sake ! But manhood is melted

into courtesies, valour into compliment, and

men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones

too : he is now as valiant as Hercules that only

tells a lie and swears it.—I cannot be a man

with wishing, therefore I will die a woman

with grieving. [I love thee.

Bene. Tarr>', good Beatrice. By this hand.

Beat. Use it for my love some other way

than swearing by it.

Betie. Think you in your soul the Count

Claudio hath wronged Hero? fsoii!.

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thcrucit or a

«

1
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Bene. Enough, I am engaged ; I will chal-

lenge him ; I will kiss your hand and so leave

you. By this hand, Claudio shall render me a

dear account. As you hear of me, so think of

me. Go, comfort your cousin : I must say she

is dead ; and so, farewell. \_Exeunt.

Scene H.—A Prison.

Enter DoGBERRV, Verges, aiid Sexton, in

g-.nvns ; and the Watch, li'i'h Conkade and
BCRACHIO.

Dogb. Is our whole dissenibly appeared ?

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the

sexton !

Sexton. Which be the malefactors ?

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner :

Verg. Nay, that 's certain ; we Imve the ex-

hibition to examine.

Sexton. But whicli are the offenders that are

to be examined ? let them come before master

constable.

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me.
—What is your name, friend ?

Bora. Borachio.

Dogb. Pray write down— Borachio.

Yours, sirrah? [Conrade.

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name i;s

Dogb. Write down—master gentleman Con-
rade.—Masters, do you serve God ?

%7ra. }^^^' "''' '''^ ^°P^-

Dogb. Write down—that they hope the)-

serve God :—and write God first ; for God de-

fend but God should go before such villains !

—

Wasters, it is proved already that you are little

better than false knaves ; and it wiJl go near to

be thought so shortly. How answer you for

yourselves ?

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none.

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure

you ; but I will go about with him.—Come you
hither, sirrah : a word in your ear, sir ; I say

to you, it is thought you are false knaves.
Bora. Sir, I say to you, we are none.
Dogb. Well, stand aside.

—
'Fore God, they

are both in a tale. Have you writ down—that

they are none ?

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the
way to examine ; you must call forth the Watch
that are their accusers.

Dogb. Yea, marry, that's the eftest way.

—

Let the Watch come forth.— Masters, I charge
you in the prince's name, accuse these men.

I Watch. This man said, sir, that Don John,
the prince's brother, was a villain.

Dogb. Write down—Prince John a x-illain.

—

Why, this is flat perjury, to call a prince's

brother villain.

Bora, Master constable,

—

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not
like thy look, I promise thee.

Sexton. What heard you him say else ?

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a
thousand ducats off Don John for accusing the

Lady Hero wrongfully.

Dogb. Flat burglary as ever v/as committed.
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is.

Scxlon. What else, fellow ?

1 IValck. And that Count Claudio did

mean, upon his words, to disgrace Hero before

ihe whole assembly, and not marry her.

Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned
into everlasting redemption for this.

Sexton. What else ?

2 Watch. This is all.

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you
can deny. Prince John is this morning secretly

stolen away ; Hero was in this manner accused,

in this ver}' manner refused, and upon the grief

of this suddenly died.—Master constable, let

these men be bound and brought to Leonato's;

I will go l:>efore and show him their examina-
tion. lExtt.

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioned.

Verg. Let them be in band.
Con. Off, coxcomb !

Dogb. God 's my life ! where 's the sexton ?

let him write down—the prince's officer, cox-

comb.—Come, bind them. Thou naughty
varlet !

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass.

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect niy place ?

Dost thou not suspect my years ?—O that he

were here to write me down an ass ! but,

masters, remember, that I am an ass ; though

it be not written down, yet forget not that I am
an ass.—No, thou villain, thou art fiill of piety,

as shall be proved upon thee by good witness.

I am a wise fellow ; and, which is more, an

officer ; and, which is more, a householder ;

and, which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh

as any is in Messina : and one that knows the

law, go to ; and a rich fellow enough, go to i

and a fellow that hath had losses ; and one

that hath two gowns, and everything handsome
about him.— Bring him away. O that I had

jeen writ down an ass ! \_Lxenut,

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Before Leonato's House.

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

Ani. If you go on thus you will kill yourc^l'}
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And 'lis not wisdom thus to second grief

Ajjainst yourself.

Leon. 1 pray thee, cease Ihy counsel,

Which falls into tuine ears as profitless

As water in a sieve : give not me counsel ;

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine.

Bring me a father that so lov'd his child,

VViiose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine,

And bid him speak of patience ;
[mine,

Mciusure his woe the length and breadth of

And let it answer every strain for strain ;

As thus for this, and such a grief for such,

In every lineament, Ijranch, shape, and form :

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard.

Cry—sorrow, wag ! and hem when he should

groan, [drunk

Patch grief with proverbs, make misfortune

With candle- wasters,—bring him yet to me,
And I of him will gather patience.

Hilt there is no such man : for, brother, men
Can counsel and speak comfort to that grief

Which they themselves not feel; but, tasting it,

Their counsel turns to passion, which before

Would give preceptial medicine to rage.

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread.

Charm ache with air and agony with words

:

No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience

To those that wring under the load of sorrow ;

But no man's virtue nor sufficiency

To be so moral when he shall endure [sel :

The like himself : therefore, give me no coun-

My griefs cry louder than advertisement.

Anl. Therein do men from children nothing

dilfer. [blood ;

Leon. I pray thee, peace; I will be flesh and
For there was never yet philosopher

That could endure the toothache patiently.

However they have writ the style of gods,

And make a pish at chance and sufferance.

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon your-

self ;

Make those that do offend you suffer too.

Leon. There thou speak'st reason : nay, I

will do so.

My soul doth tell me Hero is belied
;

And tiiat shall Claudio know ; so shall the

prince.

And all of them that thus dishonour her.

Ant. Here comes the prince and Claudio
hastily.

Enter Don Pedro atid Ci.Atrnio.

D. Pedro. Good den, good den.

Claud. Good day to both of you.

Leon. Hear you, my lords,

—

Z). Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato.

Leon. Some haste, my lord 1—well, fare you
well, my lord :

—

Are you so hasty now ?— well, all is one.

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good
old man. [ling,

Ant. If he could right himself with quarrel-

Some of us would lie low.

Claud. Who wrongs him ?

Leon. Marry, thou dost wrong me: thou dis-

sembler, thou :
—

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword

—

1 fear thee not.

Clatui. Marry, beshrew my hand
If it should give your age such cause of fear :

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword.

Leon. Tush, lush, man ; never fleer and jest

at me ;

I speak not like a dotard nor a fool ;

As, under privilege of age, to brag [do
What I have done being young, or what would
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head,

Thou hast so wrong'd mine innocent child and
me

That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by.

And with gray hairs and bruise of many days,

1 )o challenge thee to trial of a man.
I s;iy thou hast belied mine innocent child ;

I'hy slander hath gone through and through her

heart.

And she lies buried with her ancestors,

—

! in a tomb where never scandal slept,

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villany.

Claud. My villany !

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say

D. Pedro. You say not right, old man.
Leon. My lord, my lord,

1 '11 prove it on his body if he dare.

Despite his nice fence and his active practice,

1 lis May of youth and bloom of luslihood.

Claud. Away ! I will not have to do with

you.

Leon. Canst thou so daff me ? Thou hast

kill'd my child ;

If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shah kill a man.

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed;

But that's no matter ; let him kill one first ;

—

Win me aod wear me,—let him answer me.

—

Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me:

Sir boy, I 'II whip you from your foining fence;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon. Brother,

—

[my niece ;

Anl. Content yourself. God knows I lov'd

And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains.

That dare as well answer a man, indeed,

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue :

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops !

—

Leon. Brother Antony.

—

I
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not hear you.

No?
heard ;

—

And shall,

Ant. Hold you content. What, man ! 1

know them, yea, [scruple,

—

And what they weigh, even to the utmost

Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong'ring boys,

That lie, and cog, and tlout, deprave and slander.

Go anticly, and show outward hideousness.

And speak ofi" half a dozen dangerous words.

How they might hurt their enemies, if they

durst ;

And Ihis is all.

Leon. But, brother Antony,

—

An/. Couie, 'tis no matter ;

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this.

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake
your patience.

My heart is sorry for your daughter's death ;

But, on my honour, she was charg'd with nothing

But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leott. My lord, my lord,

—

D. Pedro. I wil

Leon.

Come, brother, away.— I will b

.{ut.

Or Some of us will smart for it.

yExennt Leon, and Ant.
D. Pedro. See, see; here comes the man we

went to seek.

Enter Benedick.

Claud. Now, signior ! what news ?

Peiie. (iood day, my lord.

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior: you are almost
come to part almost a fray.

Claitd. We had like to have had our two noses
snapped off with two old men without teeth.

D. J''edro. Leonato and his brother. What
Uiink'st thou ? Had we fought, I doubt we
sliould have been too young for them.

Bejie. In a false quarrel there is no true

valour. I came to seek you both.

Claud. We have been up and down to seek
thee ; for we are high proof melancholy, and
v.ould fain have it beaten away. Wilt thou use

thy wit ?

/>.'//;. It is in my scabbard :

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear
side?

Claud. Never any did so, though very many
have been beside their wit. — I will bid thee
draw, as we do the minstrels; draw, to pleasure
us.

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks
pale.—Art thou sick or angry ?

Claud. What! courage, man ! Wha; thor.gh
care killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in

th'- !o kill care.

Bene, Sir, I shall meet )'our wit in the career.

shall I draw it?

thy wit by thy

an you charge it against me.— I [)ray you, choose
another subject.

Claud. Nay, then, give him another staff;

this last was broke cross.

D. Pedro. By this light, he chang(;s iii'jre

and more ; I think he be angry indeed.

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his

girdle.

liene. Shall I speak a word in your ear?
Claud. God bless me from a challenge !

Pn'ue. You are a villam;— I jest not:— I will

make it good how you dare, with what >iui

dare, and when you dare.—Do me right, oi £

will protest your cowardice. You have kiU'.d

a sweet lady, and her death shall (all heavv on
you. Let ine hear from you.

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have
good cheer.

D. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ?

Claud. V (aith, I thank him; he liath bid me
to a calfs head and a capon, the which if I do
not carve most curiously, say my knife's naugiit.

--Shall I not find a woodcock too ?

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes
easily.

/'. Pedro. 1 '11 tell thee how Beatrice praised

thy wit the other day : I said thou hadst a
fine wit ; I'>ue, says she, a fine little one. A^o^

said I, a great wit ; Bight, says she, a gieal
gross one. Nay., said I, a good wit. Just,
said she, // hurts nobody. Nay, said f, the

gentleman is wise. Certain, said she, a 7visi

gentleman. Nay, said I, he liath the tongues,

i'liat I believe, said she. for he sivore a thing
to me on Monday night zvhich he /o?'eswore en
Puesday miming; theie's a double tongue;
t/iere's tzi'o tongues. Thus did she, an hour
together, trans-shape thy particular virtues; ycl,

at last, she concluded, with a sigh, thou wast
the properest man in Italy.

Claud. F"or the which she wept heartily, and
said she cared not.

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for

all that, an if she did not hate him deadly, slie

would love him dearly: the old man's daughter
told us all.

Claud. All, all; and, moreover, God saw hint

when lie jvas hid in the garden.

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage

bull's horns on the sensible Benedick's head ?

Claud. \'ea, and text underneath, Here
dwells Benedicli the marj-ied man ?

Bene. Fare you well, boy ; you know my
mind. I will leave you now to your gossip-

like humour : you break jests as braggarts <lo

their blades, which, God be thanked, hurt r^A.

—My lord, for your many courtesies 1 tiiank

F
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you: I must discontinue your company: your

bioiher the bastard is fled from Messina: you

liave among you killed a sweet and innocent

lady. l'"or my Lord Lackbeard there, he and

I shall meet; and till then, peace be with him.

[Exit BENliDICK.

D. Peiiro. He is in earnest.

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and I '11

warrant you for the love of Beatrice.

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee?

Claud. Most sincerely.

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is when
he goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off

his wit!

CLmd. He is then a giant to an ape: but

then is an ape a doctor to such a man.

D. Pedro. But, soft, you, let be; pluck up,

my heart, and be sad ! Did he not say my
brother was fled?

Enter Dogbkrry, Verges, and the Watch,
•with CONRADE and BOR.A.CHIO.

Do^h. Come, you, sir ; if justice cannot tame

you, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her

balance; nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite

once, you must be looked to.

D. Pedro. How now ! two of my brother's

men bound ! Borachio one

!

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord.

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence hath these

men done?
Dogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false

report; moreover, they have spoken untruths;

secondarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastly,

they have belied a lady; thirdly, they have

verified unjust things: and, to conclude, they

are lying knaves.

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have

done; thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence;

sixth and lastly, why they are committed; and,

to conclude, what you lay to their charge?

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own
division ; and, by my troth, there 's one mean-
ing well suited.

D. Pedro. \Miom have you offended, masters,

that you are thus bound to your answer? this

learned constable is too cunning to be under-

stood. What's your offence?

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to

mine answer ; do you hear me, and let this count
kill me. I have deceived even your very eyes:

what your wisdoms could not discover these

shallow fools have brought to light; who, in

the night, overheard me confessing to this man
how Don John your brother incensed me to

sl:inder the T^ady Hero; how you were brought
into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret in

Hero's garments ; how you disgraced her, when
you sliould marry her : my viliany they have
upon record ; which I had rather seal with my
death than repeat over to my shame. The
lady is dead upon mine and my master's false

accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but
the reward of a villain.

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron

through your blood ? [it.

Claud, I have drunk poison whiles he uttered

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to

this ?

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the prac-

tice of it. [treachery

:

D. Ped7-o. He is compos'd and fram'd of

And fled he is upon this viliany. [appear

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth
In the rare semblance that I lov'd it fust.

Dogh. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by
this time our sexton hath reformed Signior

Leonato of the matter : and, masters, do not

forget to specify, when time and place shall

serve, that I am an ass.

Verg. Here, here comes master Signior

Leonato and the sexton too.

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, with the

Sexton.

Leon. Which is the villain ? let me see his

eyes.

That when I note another man like him
I may avoid him : which of these is he ?

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look

on me.
Leon. Art thou the slave that with thy

breath hast kill'd

Mine innocent child ?

Bora. Yea, even I alone.

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou bely'st thyself;

Here stand a pair of honourable men

—

A third is fled—that had a hand in it.—

I thank you, princes, for my daugliier's death;

Record it with your high and worthy deeds;

'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Clatul. I know not how to pray your patience.

Yet I must speak. Choose your revenge your-

self;

Impose me to what penance your invention

Can lay ujx)n my sin : yet sinned I not

But in mistaking.

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I

;

And j-et, to satisfy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight

That he'll enjoin me to.

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live—

\

That were impossible ; but, I pray you boi>i,

j Possess the people in Messina here
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I luvv innocent she died : and, if your love

Can labour aught in sad invention,

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb,
And sing it to her bones ; si)ig it to-night :

—

To-morrow morning come you lo my house ;

And since you could not be my son-in-law,

r>e yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter,

Almost the copy of my child that 's dead.
And she alone is heir to both of us ;

Ciivc her the right you should have given her

cousin,

/\nd so dies my revenge.

Claud. O, noble sir,

\^)ur ovcrkindness dolh wring tears from me !

I do embrace your offer ; and dispose

For henceforth of poor Claudio.

Leon. To-morrow, then, I will expect your
coming ;

To-night I take my leave.—This naughty man
Sliall face to face be ijrought lo Margaret,
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all tliis wrong,
ilii'd to it by your brother.

Bo!-a. No, by my soul, she was not ;

Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to

me ;

I'lUt always halli been just and virtuous

In anything that I do know by her.

Do^h. Moreover, sir,— which, indeed, is not

under white and black,— this plaintiff here, the

offender, did call me ass: I beseech you, let it

lie remembered in his punishment. And also,

I he Watch heard them talk of one Deformed :

they say he wears a key in his ear and a lock

hanging by it, and borrows money in (lod's

name; the which he hath used so long, and
nc:ver paid, that now men grow hard-hearted,

and will lend nothing for God's sake : pra)

you, examine him upon that point.

Leo7t. I thank thee for thy care and hones;

pnins.

Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thank
(ul and reverend youth, and I praise (.jod for you.

Leon. There 's for thy pains.

Dogf). God save the foundation !

Leon. Go ; I discharge thee of thy prisoner,

and I thank thee.

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your wor-
ship; which I beseech your worship to correct

y;iurself, for the example of others. God keep
V'ur worship; I wish your worship well ; God
p. -lore you to health ; I huni!)ly give you leave
i

' ilepart:and ifa merry meeting maybe wished,
C^id prohibit it.—Come, neighbour.

\Exeiint Dogb., \'erg., «;/cr' Watch.
cc>n. Until to-morrow morning, lords, fare-

^'•eH. [to-morrow.
Ant. Farewell, my lords ; we look for you

D. Pedro. We will not fail.

Claud. To-night I'll mourn with ITcro.

[E.xetint D. I'linRO and Ci.Anr).

Leon. Bring you these fellows on : we '11 talk

with Margaret
I low heracquaintancegrew with Ihislcwd fellow.

YExeuni,

ScENK 11.— Leonato's Caidcn.

Enter r.KNEniCK and Margaret, vieeting.

Bene. Tray thee, .sweet Mistress Margaret,
deserve well at my hands by helping me lo the

speech of Beatrice.

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in

praise of my beauty ?

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no
man living shall come over it ; for, in most
comely truth, thou deservest it.

Marg. To have no man come over nic? why,
shall I always keep below stairs?

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's
mouth ; it catches.

Maig. And ycMirs as blunt as the fencer's

foils, which hit, but hurt not.

Ikne. A most manly wit, Margaret ; it will

not hurt a woman ; and .so, I pray thee, call

Beatrice : I give thee the bucklers,

Marg. Give us the .swords; we have bucklLrs

of our own.
Betie. If you use them, Margaret, you must

put in the pikes with a vice ; and they are dan-

gerous weapons for maids.

Marg. \Vcll, I will call Beatrice to you, who,
I think, halh legs. {Exit Marcjaret.

Bene. Antl therefore will come. \_Singi7ig.

The c;od of love,

T hat sits above,
Ami knows me, and knows me,

flow pitiful I deserve,

I mean in singing; but in loving—Leandcr the

good swimmer, Troilus t he first employer of] )an-

ders, and a whole book fidl of tb.ese cjuondam
carpet-mongers, whose names yet nm snioothly

in the even road of a blank verse, vvhy, they vvei e

never so truly turned over and over as my poor

self in love. Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme;
I have tried ; I can find out no rhyme to ladyhwt
haby—an innocent rhyme ; for scorn, horn—

a

liard rhyme ; for school^fool—a babbling rhyme ;

very ominous endings. No, I was not horn
under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in

festival terms.

Enter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come \\hen 1

called thee

;
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Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid

me.
Bene. O, slay but till then !

Beat. Then is spoken ; fare you well now :

—

and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came
for, which is, with knowing what hatli passed

between you and Claudio.

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I

will kiss thee.

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul

wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noi-

some ; therefore I will depart unkissed.

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his'

right sense, so forcible is thy wit. But, I must
tell thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge;

aiul cither I must sliortly hear from him, or I

will subscribe him a coward. And, I pray thte

now, tell me, for which of my bad parts did.st

Ihoa first fall in love with me ?

Beat. For them all together; which main-
tained so politic a state of evil that they will

not admit any good part to intermingle witli

them. But for which of my good parts did you

first suffer love for me ?

Bene. Suffer love ; a good epithet ! I do suffer

love, indeed, for I love thee against my will.

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think ; alas !

poor heart ! If you spite it for my sake, I will

spite it for yours ; for I will never love that

whicli my friend h.ales. [ably.

Be)ie. Thou and I are too wise to woo pcace-

Beat. Itappears not in this confession: there's

not one wise man among twenty that will praise

himself.

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that

Jived in the time of good neighbours : if a man
do not erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies,

he shall live no longer in monument than the

bell rings and the widow weeps.
Beat. And how long is that, thiid< you 1

Bene. Question :—why, an hour in clamour,
and a quarter in rheum : therefore il is most
expedient for the wise (if Don Worm, his con-

science, find no impediment to the contrary) to

he the trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to

myself. So much for praising myself, who, I

myself will bear witness, is praiseworthy, and
now tell me, how doth your cousin ?

Beat. Very ill.

Bene. And how do you ?

Beat. Very ill too.

Betie. Serve God, love me, and mend : there

will I leave you too, for here comes one in haste.

Enter Ursula.

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle.

Yonder 's old coil at home : it is proved my

Lady Hero hath been falsely accused, the prince

and Claudio mightily abused ; and Don John
is the author of all, who is fled and gone. Will

you come presently ?

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior ?

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap,

and be buried in thy eyes ; and, .moreover, I will

go with thee to thy uncle's. \_Exeu7it.

S ENE III.— The inside of a Church.

Enter Don Pkdro, Claudio, aW Attendants,
with music and tafers.

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonalo ?

Atten. It is, my lord.

Claud, [reads from a scroll.

^

Done to death by slanderous tongues
Was the Hero that here Hes :

Death in guerdon of her wrongs,
Givs her fame wliich never dies :

So the life, that died with shame,
Lives in death wi.h glorious fame.

Hang thou there upon the tomb, [affixing it.

Praising her when I am dumb.—

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn.

SONG.
Pardon, Goddess of the night,

Those tliat slew tliy virgin knight ;

For the which, with songs of woe,
Round about her tomb they go.

Midnight, assist our moan !

Help us to sigh and groan,
Heavily, heavily

;

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead,
Till death be uttered,

Heavily, heavily.

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night !

Yearly will I do this rite.

D Pedro, (jood morrow, masters ; put your

torches out :

The wolves have prey'd; and look, the gentleday,

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dappl-S the drowsy east with spots of gray.

Thanks to you all, and leave us : fare you well.

Claud. Good morrow, masters ; each his

several way. [other weeds ;

D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on
And then to Leonato's we v.ill go. [speeds

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue

Than this, for whom we render'd up this woe !

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter L.KOtiATO, Antonio, Benedick, Beat-
rice, Margaret, Ursula, Friar, and

Hero.

Briar. Did I not tell you she was innocent ?

Teon. So arc the prince and Claudio, wh»
accusd lier
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Upon the error thai you heard debated :

But Margaret was in some fault for this.

Although against her will, as it appears

In llie true course of all the iiueslion.

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so

well.

Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc'd

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen
all,

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ;

And when 1 send lor you, come hither mask'd :

The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour

To visit me.—You know your office, lirother ;

You must be father to your brother's daughter.

And give her to young Claudio.

\^Exetinf Ladies.

Anl. Which I vsill do with confirm'd coun-
tenance.

Bene. Friar, I nuist entreat your pains, I think.

Friar. To do what, signior?

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, (me of them. -

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior,

Your niece regards me with an eye of favour.

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her. 'Tis

most true.

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite hc-r.

Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had
from me,

From Claudio, and the prince. But what 's }mr
will?

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical :

But, for my will, my will is your good-will

May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd

In the estate of honourable marriage ;

—

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help.

Leon. My heart is with your liking.

Friar. And my help.

—

Here come the prince and Claudio.

Enter Don Pedro a«t<:' Claudio, with Attend-
ants.

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly.
Leon. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow,

Claudio

;

"We here attend you. Are you yet determin'd
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter ?

Claud. I'll hold mymindwcre shean Ethiope.

Leon. Call her forth, brother ; here's the Iriat

ready. '^Exit Antonio.
D. Pedio. Good morrow, Benedick. Why,

what 's the matter,

That you have such a February face,

So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ?

Clatid. Ithinkhethinksuponihesavagebull.

—

Tush, fear not, man ; we'll tip thy horns with

gold,

And all Europa shall rejoice at thee.

As once Europa did at lusty Jove,
When he would play the noble beast in love.

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low ;

And iome such strange bull leap'd your fathei s

cow,
And got a calf in that same noble feat

.Much like to you, lor you have just his bleat.

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies viasl.-ed.

Claud. For this I owe you : here come other
reckonings.

Which is the lady I must .seize upon ?

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her.

Claud. Why, then, she's mine. Sweel, let

me see your face. [hand
Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her

Before this friar, and swear to marry her.

Claud, (jive me your hand before this holy
friar

;

I am your husband if you lik : ol nie.

Hero. And when I lived I was your other wife:

[ Uninaskii!!:;.

And when you lov'd you were my other Inisl >and.

Claud. Another Hero.?
Hero. Nothing cerlainci :

One Hero died defil'd ; but I do live,

And, surely as I live, I am a maid. [dead .'

D. Ped7-o. The former Hero! IJero tlml is

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiks her

slander liv'd.

Friar. All this amazement can I i|ualify ;

^Yhen, after that the holy rites are ended,
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero's death:
Meantime let wonder seem familiar,

And to the chapel let us presently.

Bene. Soltand lair, friar.—Which is Beatrice ?

Beat. I answer to that name; YUninasking.
What is your will ?

Bene. Do not you love me ?

Beat. No, no more than reason.

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince,

and Claudio
Have been deceived ; for they swore you did.

Beat. Do not you love me ?

Bene. No, no more than reason.

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and
Ursula,

Are much deceived ; for they did swear 3-ou did.

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick

for me. [dead for me.

Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh

Be)ie. 'Tis no such matter.—Then you do
not love me ?

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompi^nse.

Leon. Come, cousin, i am sure you love liie

gentleman.
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Claud. And I '11 be sworn upon 't that he
loves her

;

For here 's a paper written in his hand

—

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain,

Fashion'd lo Beatrice.

Hero. And here 's another,

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her

pocket,

Containing her affection unto Benedick.

Bene. A miracle !—here 's our own hands

against our hearts !—Come, I will have thee ;

but, by this light, I take thee for pity.

Beat. I would not deny you ;—but, by this

good day, I yield upon great persuasion ; and
partly to save your life, for I was told you were
in a consumption.

Bene. I'eace ; I will stop your mouth.
\^Kissing her.

D. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick the

married man ?

Bene. I '11 tell thee what, prince ; a college

of wit-crackers cannot flout me out of my
humour. Dost thou think I care for a satire,

or an epigram ? No : if a man will be beaten
with brains, he shall wear nothing handsome
about him. In brief, since I do purpose to

marry, I will think nothing to any purpose that

the worid can say against it ; and therefore

never flout at me for what I have said against

it ; for man is a giddy thing, and this is my
conclusion.—For thy part, Claudio, I did think
to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art like

to be my kinsman, live unliruised, and love my
cousin.

Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have
denied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled

thee out of tny single life, to make thee a
double dealer ; which, out of question thou

wilt be if my cousin do not look exceeding
narrowly to thee.

Bene. Come, come, we are friends :—let 's

have a dance ere we are married, that we may
lighten our own hearts and our wives' heels.

Leon. We 'II have dancing afterwards.

Bene. First, o' my word ; therefore, play,

music.—Prince, thou art sad ; get thee a wile,

get thee a wife: there is no staff more reverend

than one tipped with horn.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in

flight.

And brought with arm'd men back to Messina.

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow: I '11

devise thee brave punishments for him.—Strike

up, pipers. \Daiue. KxeunU

%
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Scene,—ATiiENS, ami a Wood not far from it.

ACT I.

Scene I.—Athens. A Room in the Palace

of Theseus.

.f/z/^r Theseus, IIippolvta, Philostrate,
and Attendants.

The. Nmv, f-iir Hippolyta, our nuptial lioui

Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in

Anollier inoon : but, oh, methiiiks, how slow
This old inoon wanes ! she lingers my desires,

Like to a slep-danie or a dowager,
Long withering out a young man's revenue.

Hip. Pour days will quickly sleep themselves
in nights ;

Pour nights will quickly dream av/ny the time;
And then the moon, like to a silver bow
New bent in heaven, shall behold the night
Of our solemnities.

The. Go, Philostrate,
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments

;

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ;

Turn melancholy forth to funerals—
The pale companion is not for our pomp.

—

\E.\it Philostrate.
Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my swoid,
And won thy love di ing thee injuries

;

Bat I will wed thee in another key.
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

Enter EcEus, Hermia, Lysandkr, and
Demetrius.

Ege. Hap]-)y be Theseus, our renowned dakc !

The. Thanks, go(;d Egcus: what 's the news
with thee ?

Ege. F'ull of vexation come I, with complaint
Against my child, my daughter Heimia.

-

Stand forth, Demetrius.— My noble lord,

This man hath my consent to marry her :

—

Stand forth, Lysandcr ;—and, my gracious duke.
This hath bewiich'd llie bosom of my child.

Thou, thou, Lysandcr, thou hast given her
rhymes,

And interchang'd love-tokens with my child :

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung,
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ;

And stol'n the iui[)rcssion of her fantasy

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, con-
ceits, [.seng<Ms,

Knacks, trifles, no.segays, sweatmeats, -mes-
(-)! strong prevailment in unharden'd youth :

—
Willi cunning hast thou fileh'd my daughter's

liea'rt ;

Turned her obedience, which is due to me.
To stubborn harshness.—And, my gracious

duke,
Be it so she will not here before your grace
Consent to marry wilh Demetrius,
1 beg the ancient privilege of Athens,

—
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As she is mine I may dispose of her :

Which shall be either to this gentleman

Or to her death ; according to our law

Immediately provided in that case.

The. What say you, Ilermia? be advis'd,

fair maid :

To you your father should be as a god ;

One that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one

To whom you are but as a form in wax,

By him imprinted, and within his power

To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.

//er. So is Lysander.

T/ic. In himself he is :

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice.

The other must be held the worthier. [eyes.

//er. I would my father look'd but with my
TAe, Rather your eyes must with his judg-

ment look.

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me.

I know not by what power I am made bold.

Nor how it may concern my modesty
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts :

But I beseech your grace that I may know
The worst that may befall me in this case

If I refuse to wed Demetrius.

T/ie. Either to die the death, or to abjure

For ever the society of men.
Thctefore, fair Ilermia, question your desires,

Know of your youth, examine well your blood.

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice,

You can endure the livery of a nun ;

For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd,
To live a barren sister all your life,

Chanting faint hymns tothe cold, fruitless moon.
Thrice blessed they that master so their blood
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage :

But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd.

Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn.

Grows, lives, and dies in single blessedness.

//er. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,

Vac I will yield my virgin patent up
Unto his lordship, w-hose unwished yoke
Wy soul consents not to give sovereignty.

T/ie. Take time to pau.se ; and by the next
new moon,

—

The sealing-day betwixt my love and me,
For everlasting bond of fellowship,

—

Upon that day either prepare to die

For disobedience to your father's will
;

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would ;

Or on Diana's altar to protest

For aye austerity and single life. [dcr, yield

Dew. Relent, sweet ilermia ;—and, Lysan-
Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Lys. You have her father's love, Demetrius

;

Let me have Ilermia's : do you marry him.

£^e. Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my
love ;

And what is mine my love shall render him ;

And she is mine ; and all my right of her
I do estate unto Demetrius.

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he,
As well possess'd ; my love is more than his ;

My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd.
If not with vantage, as Demetrius's ;

.A.nd, which is more than all these boasts can be.

I am belov'd of beauteous Ilermia :

Why should not I then prosecute my right ?

Demetrius, I '11 avouch it to his html,
.Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena,
.\nd won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes,

Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry.

Upon this spotted and inconstant man.
T/ie. I must confess that I have heard somuch,

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke
thereof

;

But, being over-full of self-afTairs,

My mind did lose it.— But, Demetrius, come ;

And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me ;

I have some private schooling for you both.

—

Por you, fair Ilermia, look you aim yourself

To fit your fancies to your father's wilt,

Or else the law of Athens yields you up,

—

Which by no means we may extenuate,

—

To death, or to a vow of single life.—

Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love?
Demetrius, and Egeus, go along :

I must employ you in some business

Against our nuptial, and confer with you
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.

£^'"6. With duty and desire we follow you.

[Exeitn/ Thes., Hir., Ege., De.m., am/Train.
Lys. How now, my love ! why is your cheek

so pale ?

How chance the roses there do fade so fast ?

/ler. Belike for want of rain, which I could

well

Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes.

Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read.

Could ever hear by tale or history.

The course of true love never did run smooth :

But either it was different in blood, [low !

/ler. O cross ! too high to he enthrall'd to

Lys. Or else misgraffed in respect of years;

—

Her. O spite ! too old to be engag'd to young !

Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of

friends :

//er. O hell ! to choose love by another's

eye !

Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice,

War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it,

Making it momentary as a sound.

Swift as a shadov/, short as any dream ;
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Brief as the lightning in the colhed night

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth,

And ere a man hath power to say, Behold !

The jaws of darkness do devour it up :

So quick bright things come to confusion.

Her. If, then, true lovers have been ever

cross'd,

It stands as an edict in destiny :

Then let us teach our trial patience,

Because it is a customary cross
; [sighs,

As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's followers.

Lys. A good persuasion ; therefore, hear me,
Hermia.

I have a widow aunt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and she hath no child :

Fiom Athens is her house remote seven leagues;

And she respects me as her only son.

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee

;

And to that place the sharp Athenian law
Cannot pursue us. If thou luv'st me, then,

.Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night

;

And in the wood a league without the town.
Where I did meet thee once with Helena,
To do observance to a morn of May^
There will I stay for thee.

Her. My good Lysander !

I swear to thee by Cupid's strongest bow,
By his best arrow with the golden head,
By the simplicity of Venus' doves,

By that which knitteth souls and prosp)ers loves.

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage
(jueen,

WTien the false Trojan under sail was seen,

—

By all the vows that ever men have broke.
In number more than ever woman spoke,

—

In that same place thou hast appointed me.
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.

Lys. Keep promise, love. Look, here comes
Helena.

Enter Helena.

Her. Godspeed fair Helena ! \\1iither away?
Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay.

Demetrius loves your fair. O happy fair !

Vour eyes are lode-stars ; and your tongue 's

sweet air

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear,

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds
appear.

Sickness is catching : O, were favour so,

^'ours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go ;

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your
eye, [melody.

'^ly tongue should catch your tongue's sweet
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,
The rest I '11 give to be to you translated.

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art

You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart.

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still.

Hel. O that your frowns would teach my
smiles such skill !

Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love.

Hi!. O that my prayers could such affection

move ! [me.
Her. The more I hate, the more he follows
Hl I. The more I love, the more he hateth me.
Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.
Hel. None, but your beauty : would that fault

were mine ! [face
;

Her. Take comfort ; he no more shall see my
Lysander and myself will fly this place.

—

Before the lime I did Lysander see,

Seem'd Athens like a paradise to me :

O then, what graces in my love do dwell,
That he hath turn'd a heaven unto hell !

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold

:

To-morrow night, when Phcebe doth behold
Her silver visage in the watery glass.

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,

—

A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,

—

Through Athens" gates have we devi.^'d to steal.

LLer. And in the wood where often you and I

Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie,

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet,

There my Lysander and myself shall meet

:

And thence from Athens turn away our eyes,

To seek new friends and stranger companies.
Farewell, sweet playfellow : pray thou for us.

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius I

—

Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight

From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight.
Lys. I will, my Hermia. \Exit Hermia.

Helena adieu

:

As you on him, Demetrius dole on you !

iExit Lys.
Hel. How happysome o'er other some can be !

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.

But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ;

He will not know what all but he do know.
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes.

So I, admiring of his qualities.

Things base and vile, holding no quantity.

Love can transpose to form and dignity.

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind

;

.Vnd therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind.

Nor hath love's mind of any judgment taste
;

Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste :

.\nd therefore is love said to be a child.

Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd.

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,

So the boy Love is perjur'd everywhere :

For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne.

He hail'd down oaths that he v/as only mine

;

F2
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And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,

So he dissolv'd, and showers of oaths did melt.

I will go tell liim of fair Hermia's flight

;

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night

Pursue her ; and for this intelligence

If I Irnve thanks, it is a dear expense :

But herein mean I to enrich my pain,

To have his sight thither and back again.

[Exil.

Scene II.— The Same. A Room in a Cotta;j;e.

Enter Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout,

Quince, and Starveling.

Qiiin. Is all our company here ?

Bot. You were best to call them generally,

man by man, according to the scrip.

Quill. Here is the scroll of every man's name,

which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play

in our interlude before the duke and duchess on

his wedding-day at night.

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the

play treats on ; then read the names of the

actors ; and so grow to a point.

Quin. Marry, our play is—The most lament-

able comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus
and Thisby.

Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you,

and a merry.—Now, good Peter Quince, call

forth your actors by the scroll.—Masters, spread

yourselves. [the weaver.

Quin. Answer, as I call you. —Nick Bottom,

Bot. Ready. Name what part I am for, and
proceed. [Pyramus.

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for

Bot. What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant?

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gal-

kintly for love.

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true per-

forming of it. If I do it, let the audience look

to their eyes ; I will move storms ; I will con-

dole in some measure. To the rest :—yet my
chief humour is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles

rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to make all

split.

The raging rocks.
With shivering shoclcs.

Shall break the locks

Of prison gates

:

And Phibbns' car
Shall shine from far,

And mnke and mar
llie foolish FatffS.

This was lofty !—Now, name the rest of the

players.—This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein ;

—a lover is more condoling.

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.
Flu. Here, Peter Quince.
Quin. You must take Thisby on you.

/7m. What is Thisby? a wandering knight?
Quia. It is the lady that Pyramus must love.

Fiu. Nay, faith, let me not play a womai :

I have a beard coming.
Quin. That's all one ; you shall play it in a

mask, and you may speak as small as you will.

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play

Thisby too : I '11 speak in a monstrous litile

voice;

—

IViisne, lliisne.—Ah, Pyravitis, viy

lover dear ; lliy Thisby dear! aiul lady dear !

Quin. No, no, you must play Pyramus; and,
Flute, you Thisby.

Bot. Well, proceed.

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor.

Star. Here, Peter Quince.

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play

Thisby's mother.—Tom Snout, the tinker.

Snout. Here, Peter Quince.

Quin. You, Pyramus's father ; myself,

Thisby's father ;—Snug, the joiner, you, the

lion's part:—and, 1 hope, here is a play fitted.

Snug. Have you the lion's part written? pray

you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study,

Qiii7t. You may do it extempore, for it is

nothing but roaring.

Bot. I^t me play the lion too : I will roar,

that I will do any man's heart good to hear me;
I will roar, that I will make the duke say. Let

him roar again, let kiin roar again.

Quifi. An you should do it too terribly you
would fright the duchess and the ladies, that

ihey would shriek ; and that were enough to

hang us all.

A /I. That would hang us every mother's son.

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should

fright the ladies out of their wits, they would
have no more discretion but to hang us : but I

will aggravate my voice so that I will roar you

as gently as any sucking dove ; I will roar you
an 'twere any nightingale.

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus

:

for Pyramus is a sweet-faced man ; a proper

man, as one shall see on a summer's day ; .i

most lovely, gentleman-like man ; therefore

you must needs play Pyramus.

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard

were I best to play it in ?

Qttiji. \^Tiy, what you will.

Bot, I will discharge it in either your straw-

coloured beard, your orange -tawny beard, your

purple-in-grain beard, or your French -crown-

colour beard, your perfect yellow.

Quin. Some of your French cro\vns have no
hair at all, and then you will play barefaced.

—

But, masters, here are your parts : and I am to

entreat you, request you, and desire you, to

con them by to-morrow night ; and meet me in

the palace wood, a mile without the town, by

moonlight ; there will we rehearse : for if we
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rneet in the city, we shall be dogg'd with com-
pany, and our devices known. In the mean-
time I will draw a bill of properties, such as

our play wants. I pray you, fail me not.

Bot. vVe will meet ; and there we may re-

hearse more obscenely and courageously. Take
pains ; be perfect ; adieu.

Quin. At the duke's oak we meet.
Bot. Enough ; hold, or cut bow-strings.

\_Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A Wood near Atluns.

Enter a Fair}' at one door, and Puck at another.

Puck. How now, spirit ! v/hither wander you?
Fai. Over hill, over dale,

Thorough bush, thorough brier,

Over park, over pale,

Thorough flood, thorough fire,

I do wander everywhere.
Swifter dian the moon's sphere ;

And I serve the fairy queen.
To dew her orbs upon the green.

The cowslips tall her pensioners be

:

In I heir gold coats sp()ts )ou see ;

Those be rubies, fairy favours,

In those freckles live their savours

:

I must go seek some dew-drops here.

And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.

P'arewcll, thou lob of spirits ; I '11 be gone :

Our queen and all our elves come here anon.
Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to-

night ;

Take heed the queen come not within hi.s sight.

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath,
Because that she, as her attendant, hath
A lovely boy, stol'n from an Indian king

;

She never had so sweet a changeling

:

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild :

liut she perforce withholds the loved boy,

Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all

her joy:

And now they never meet in grove or green,

I'.y fountain clear or spangled starlight sheen,

r.ut they do square ; that all their elves, for fear.

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fai. Either I mistake your shape and mak-
ing quite,

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite

CalTd Robin Goodfellow: are you not he
Tliat frights the maidens of the villagery

;

S].im milk, and sometimes labour in the quern,
And bootless make the breathless housewife

churn

;

And sometime make the drink to bear no barm ;

Mislead night-wanderers, laughingat their harm?
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck,
Youdotheir work, and theyshall have good luck

:

Are not you he ?

Ptitk. Thou speak'st aright

;

I am that merry wanderer of the i.ight.

I jest to Oberon, and make him smile.

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,

Neighii^ in hkeness of a filly foal

;

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl.
In ver}' likeness of a roasted crab ;

And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob.
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale.

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale,

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ;

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she.

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ;

And tlien the whole quire hold their Mps and
loffe,

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear
A merrier hour was never wasted there.

—

But room, fairy, here comes Oberon.
Fai. And here my mistress.—Would that he

were gone !

Scene II.

Enter Oberon at one door, with his Train,

«;/(/ TiTANiA, at another, witli hers.

Obe. Ill met by moonhght, proud Titania.

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ! Fairies, skip
hence ;

I have forsworn his bed and company.
Ohe. Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?
Pita. Then I must be thy lady: but I know

When thou hast stol'n away from fairj'-land,

And in the shape of Corin sat all day.
Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love

To amorous Phillida. ^^^ly art thou here.

Come from the farthest steep of India?
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Vour buskin'd mistress and your warrior love.

To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come
To give their bed joy and prosperity.

Obe. How can'st thou tlius, for shame,
Titania,

Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ?

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmer-
ing night

From Perigenia, whom he ravish'd?

And make him with fair ^-Egle break his faith,

With Ariadne and Antiopa ?

Pita. These are the forgeries of jealousy :

And never, since the middle summer's spring;

Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead,
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook,

Or cm the beached maigent of the sea.
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To dance our ringlets to the wliistling wind,

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our

sport.

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,

As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea

Contagious fog^ ; which, falHng in the land,

1 lave every pelting river made so proud

That they have overborne their continents:

The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain.

The ploughman lost his sweat; and the green

corn

Math rolled ere his youth attain'd a beard

:

The fold stands empty in the drowned field,

And crows are failed with the murrain flock ;

The nine men's morris is till'd up with mud

;

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green,

Foi lack of tread, are undistinguishable :

The human mortals want their winter here;

No night is now with hymn or carol blest:

—

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,

I'ale in her angei, washes all the air.

That rheumatic diseases do abound :

And thorcjgh this dislemperature we see

The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts

Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose;

And on old Hyeni's chin and icy crown

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds

Is, as in mockery, set; the spruig, the summer,

The childing autumn, angry wmter, change

Their wonted liveries ; and the maz'd world.

By their increase, now knows not which is

which

;

And this same progeny of evils comes

F"rom our debate, from our dissension

:

We are their parents and original.

Obe. Do you amend it, then : it lies in you:

Why should Titania cross her Oberon ?

I do but beg a little changeling boy

To be my henchman.
Tita. Set your heart at rest

;

The fairy-land buys not the child of me.

I li- mother was a vot'ress of my order:

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night,

Full often haih she ^ossip'd by my side;

And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands.

Marking the embarked traders on the flood

;

When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive,

And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind:

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait.

Following,—her womb then rich with my
young squire,

—

Would imitate ; and sail apon the land.

To fetch me trifles, and return again,

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise.

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die:

And for her sake I do rear up her boy;

Ai.d for her sake I will not part with him.

Ot>e. How long within this wood intend you
stay ? [day.

Tila. Perchance till after Theseus' weddmg-
[f you will patiently dance in our round.

And see our moonlight revels, go with us ;

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts.

Obe. t'live me that boy and I will go with thee.

TiUi. Not for thy tairy kingdom. Fairies,

away :

We shall chide downright if I longer stay.

\Exit Titan 1 A ami lur Train.

Obe. Well, go thy way: thou shall not from

this grove

Till I tormenl thee for this injury.

—

My gentle l^uck, comehither: thou remember'st

Since once 1 sat upon a promontory.

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back.

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath,

That the rude sea grew civil at her song.

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres

To hear the sea-maid's music.

/'//,/'. I remember.

Obe. That very time I saw,—but thou

couldst not,—
Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

Cupid all arm'd : a certain aim he took

.W a fair vestal, throned by the west

;

.And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow,

.\s it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts:

But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft

Quench'd in the chaste beams of the watery

moon ;

.And the imperial votaress passed on.

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

Vet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell

:

It fell upon a little western flower,

—

Before milk-white, now purple with love's

wound,

—

•And maidens call it love-in-idleness.

Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show'd thee

once :

The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid

Will make or man or woman madly dote

Upon the next live creature that it sees.

Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again

Ere the leviathan can swim a league.

Puck. I '11 put a girdle round about the earth

In forty minutes. \Exit PuCK,

Obe. Having once this juice,

I '11 watch Titania when she is asleep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes :

The next thing then she waking looks upon,

—

Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull.

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,

—

She shall pursue it with the soul of love.

And ere I take this charm off from her sight,

—

As I can take it with another herb.
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I Ml make her render up her page to me.
But who comes here? 1 am invisible ;

And I will overhear their conference.

Enter DEMETRIUS, \\^\.V.ri\follo7viMg him.

Don. I love thee not, therefore pursue me
not.

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia ?

The one I '11 slay, the other slayeth me.
Thou told'st me they were storn into this wood,
And here am I, and wood within this wood,
Because I cannot meet with Ilermia.
Hence, get thee gone, and I'ollow me no more.

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted ada-
mant

;

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart
Is true as steel. Leave you your power to draw.
And 1 shall have no power to follow you.

Dein. Do I entice you } Do I speak you fair ?

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth

Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love you ?

Hel. And even for that do I love you the more.
I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius,
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you :

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me,
Neglect me, lose me ; only give me leave,
Unworthy as I am, to follow you.
What worser place can I beg in your love.

And yet a place of high respect with me,

—

Than to be used as you. use your dog .?

Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my
spirit

;

For I am sick when I do look on thee.

Hel. And I am sick when I look not on you.
Deni. You doimpeach your modesty too much,

To leave the city, and commit yourself
Into the hands of one that loves you not ;

To trust the opportunity of night,

And the ill counsel of a desert place.

With the rich worth of your virginity.

Hel. Your virtue is my privilege for that.

It is not night when I do see your face,

Therefore I think I am not in the night :

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ;

For you, in my respect, are all the world :

Then how can it be said I am alone
When all the world is here to look on me ?

Dem. I '11 run from thee, and hide me in the
brakes,

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.

Hel. The wildest hath not such a heart as you.
Run when you will, the story shall be changed

;

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the ciiase ;

The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind
Makes speed to catch the tiger,—bootless speed,
When cowardice pursues and valour flies.

Dem. I will not stay thy questions ; let me go :

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,
You do me mischief. F"ie, Demetrius !

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex :

We cannot fight for love as men may do :

We should be woo'd, and were not made to woo.
I "11 follow thee, and make a heaven of hell,
To die upon the hand 1 love so well.

[Exeiini Dem. «««' Hel.
Ohe. Far- thee well, nymph : ere he do leave

this grove,
Thou Shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love.—

Re-enler PucK.
Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer.

Puil-. Ay, there it is.

Ol>e. I pray thee, give it me.
I know a bank whereon the wild th)me blows.
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows

;

Quite over-canopied with lush woodbine.
With sweet musk roses, and with eglantine :

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night.
Lulled in these flowers with dances and delight

;

And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin.
Weed w ide enough to wrap a fair)- in

:

And with the juice of this I '11 streak her eyes,
.A.nd make her full of hateful fantasies.

Take thou some of it, and seek through thisgrove:
.\ sweet Athenian lady is in love
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ;

But do it when the next thing he espies
May be the lady : thou shah know the man
By the Athenian garments he hath on.
Effect it with some care, that he may prove
More fond on her than she upon her love :

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow.
Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall

do so. [Exetmi.

Scene III.

—

Another part of the Wood,

Enter TiTAMA, with her Train.

lita. Come, now a roundel and a fairy song
;

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence ;

Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds;
Some war with rere-mice for their leathern wings.
To make my small elves coats ; and some keep

back [wonders
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots and
At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep

;

Then to your offices, and let me rest.

SONG.
I.

I Fai. You spotted snakes, with double tongue,
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen :

Newts and blind-worms do no wrong
5

Come not near our fairy queen

:
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CHORUS.

Philomel, with melody,

Sini; m our sweet lullaby :

la, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby;

Never harm, nor spell, nor charm,
C.>me our lovely lady nish ;

So, goodnight, witu lulUby;

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here ;

Hence, you long-legg'd spinners, hence ;

Beetles black, approach not near ;

Worm nor snail do no offence.

CHORL-S.

Philomel, with melody, &c.

I Fai. Hence, away ; now all is well

;

One, aloof, stand sentinel.

[Exeuni Fairies. TiTAN'lA sleeps.

Enter Obekon.

Obe. Wiiat thou seest, when thou dost wake,
[^Squeezes (he flower on Titania's eyelids.

Do it for thy true-love take ;

Love and languish for his sake ;

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

Pard, or boar with bristled hair,

In thy eye that shall appear
When thou wak'st, it is thy dear :

Wake when some vile thing is near. [Exit.

Enter LvSANDER and Hermia.

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in

the wood ;

And, to speak troth, I have forgot our way ;

We '11 rest us, Hermia, if you think it good,

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

Her. Be it so, Lysander : find you out a bed,

For I upon this bank will rest my head.

Ij's. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both:

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth.

Her. Nay, good Lysander ; for my sake, my
dear,

Lie farther off yet, do not lie so near.

Lys. 0,take thesense, sweet, ofmy innocence;
Love takes the meaning in love's conference.
I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit

;

So that but one heart we can make of it :

Two bosoms interchained with an oath ;

So then two bosoms and a single troth.

Then by your side no bed-room me deny ;

For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie.

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily :

—

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride
If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied.

B'.it, gentle friend, for love and courtesy
Lie farther off; in human modesty,
Such separation as may well be said

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid :

So far be distant ; and, good night, sweet friend:

Thy love ne'er alter till thy sweet life end !

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I;

And then end life when I end loyally !

Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest

!

Her. With half that wish the wisher's eyes be
pressed ! [ T/iey sleep.

Enter Puck.

Puck. Through the forest have I gone.
But Athenian found I none,

On whose eyes I might approve
This flower's force in stirring love.

Night and silence ! who is here ?

Weeds of Athens he doth wear

:

This is he, my master said.

Despised the Athenian maid ;

And here the maiden, sleeping sound,
On the dank and dirty ground.
Preiiy soul ! she durst not he
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy.

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw
All the power this charm doth owe

;

When thou wak'st let love forbid

Sleep his seat on thy ejehd :

So awake when I am goiie ;

For 1 must now to Oberon. \_Exii.

Enter Demetrius and Helena, running.

Hel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Deme-
trius.

Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt
me thus.

//;'/. O, wilt thou darkling leave me? donotso.
De?n. Stay on thy peril ; I alone will go.

{Exit Demetrius.
Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase !

The more my prayer the lesser is my grace.

Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies.

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes.

Howcamehereyesso bright? Not with salttears:

If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers.

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ;

For beasts that meet me run away for fear :

Therefore no marvel though Demetrius
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus.

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine
Mademecom pare with Hermia's spheiy ejme ?

—

But who is here ?—Lysander ! on the ground !

Dead ? or asleep? I see no blood, no wound.
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake.

Lys. And run through fire I will for thy sweet
sake. [ VVaking.

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art,

I'hat through thy bosom makes me see thy heart.
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Where is Dcmtliius ? O, how fit a word
Is that vile name to perish on my sword !

Hcl. Do not say so, Lysandcr ; say not so :

What though be love your ilermia? Lord,
what though ?

Yet Ilermia still loves you : then be content.

Lys. Content with Ilermia? No : I do repent

The tedious minutes I with her have spent.

Not Hcrmia but Helena I love :

Who will not change a raven for a dove ?

The will of man is by Ids reason sway'd ;

And reason says you are the worthier maid.

Things growing are not ripe until their season ;

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason
;

And touching now the point of human skill,

Reason becomes the marshal to my will,

And leads me to your eyes, where I o'erlook

Love's stories, written in love's richest book.

Ucl. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery
born ?

WTien at your hands did I deserve this scorn ?

Is't not enough, is 't not enough, young man.
That I did never, no, nor never can
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye,

But you must flout my insufficiency ?

Good troth, you do me wrong,—good sooth,

you do

—

In such disdainful manner me to woo.
But fare you well : perforce 1 must confess,

I thought you lord of more true gentleness.

O, that a lady of one man refus'd,

Should of another therefore be abus'd ! \Exit.

Lys, She sees not Hermia :— Hermia, sleep

thou there ;

And never mayst thou come Lysander near !

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ;

Or, as the heresies that men do leave

Are hated most of those they did deceive ;

So tliou, my surfeit and my heresy,

Of all be hated, but the most of me !

And, all my powers, address your love and might
To honour Helen, and to be her knight! \_Exit.

Ilcr. ^S'artiiig.l Help me, Lysander, help

me! do thy best

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast

!

Ah me, for pity !—what a dream was here !

Lysander, lo(.>k how I do quake with fear !

IMethought a serpent eat my heart away,
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey.

—

Lysander ! what, removed ? Lysander ! lord !

What, out of hearing? gone? nc sound, noword?
Alac]<, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ;

Speak, of all loves ! I swoon almost with fear.

Ko?—then I well perceive you are not nigh :

Either death or you I '11 find immediately.

lE.Xci.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Tlie H'ood. 7>i'6' Queen of Fairies
iyntg asleep.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute,
Snuut, and Starveling.

Bot. Are we all met ?

Qitin. Pat, pat; and here s a marvellous con-
venient place for our rehearsal. This green plut

shall be our stage, this hawthorn brake our
tiring-house ; and we will do it in action, as we
will do it before the duke.

Bot. Peter Quince,

—

Quin. What say'st thou, bully Bottom ?

Bot. There are things in this comedy of Pyra-
iiius and Thisby that will never please. First,

Pyramus must draw a sword to kill himself

;

which the ladies cannot abide. How ariswer

you that?

Snout. By'r lakin, a parlous fear.

Star. I believe you muit leave the killing out,

when all is done.

Bot. Not a whit: I have a device to make all

well. Write me a prologue ; and let the pro-

logue seem to say, we will do no harm w ith our
swords, and that Pyramus is not killed indeed :

and for the more better assurance, tell them
that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, but PoUoin
the weaver : this will put them out of ftar.

Qiiin. Well, we will have such a prologue
;

and it shall be written in eight and six.

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be wiiiun
in eight and eight.

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the

lion ?

Star. I feat it, I promise you.

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with

yourselves : to bring in, God shield us ! a lion

among ladies is a most dreadful thing : for there

is not a more fearful wild-fowl than your lion

living ; and we ought to look to it.

Snout. Therefore another prologue must tell

he is not a lion.

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half

his face must be seen through the lion's neck;

and he himself must speak through, saj'ing thus,

or to the same delect,— "Ladies," or "Fair
Ladies ! I would wish you, or, I would request

you, or, I would entreat you, not to fear, not

to tremble : my life for yours. If you think I

come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life.

No, I am no such thing ; I am a man as other

men are:"—and there, indeed, let him name
his name, and tell them plainly he is Snuii il^.e

joiner.

Quia. Well, it shall be so. But there is two
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hard things ; that is, to bring the moonlight into

a chamber: for, you know, PyramusandThisby

meet by moonlight.

SuKj,'-. Doth the moon shine that night we
play our play ?

Boi. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the

almanack ; find out moonshine, find out moon-
shine.

Qni'n. Yes, it doth shine that night.

Boi. Why, then you may leave a casement

of the great chamber-window, where we play,

open ; and the moon may shine in at the case-

ment.
Qui'n. Ay ; or else one must come in with a

bush of thorns and a lantern, and say he comes
to disfigure oi to present the person of moon-
shine. Then there is another thing: we must
have a wall in the great chamber ; for Pyramus
and Thisby. says the story, did talk through the

chink of a wall.

Snug. \'ou never can bring in a wall.—What
say you. Bottom ?

Boi. Some man or other must present wall •

and let him have some plaster, or some loam,

or some rough-cast about him, to signify wall ;

or let him hold his fingers thus, and through

that cranny shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper.

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come,
sit down, every mother's son, and rehearse your

parts. Pyramus, you begin : when you have
spoken youi speech, enter into that brake ; and
so every one according to his cue.

Rn'.if Puck ttkind.

I\ci ^^'hatherrlpenhomespun5>havewe swag-
gering here,

Sc near the cradle of the fairy queen ?

What, a play toward ! I '11 be an auditor ;

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause.

Qutn. Speak, Pyramus. —Thiiby, stand forth.

Py. Thiiby, tkt f.oweri cf odiom savours

Quin. Odours, odours.

Pyr. odoun savoun ;u'fe(

So doth (hy hr'.ath, my deart'J Thisby dear.—
But hark, a voice ! stay thou but h<rt aivhiie,

And by and by I will to thee apptar. [Exit.

Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e'er played

here ! yAude.— Exit.

This. Must I speak now ?

Quin. Ay, m.arry, must you lor you must
understand he goes but to see a noise that he
heard, and is to come again.

This, Most radiant Pyramtis, most lily white

of hue.

Ofeolour like the red rose on triumphant brier.

Most brisJ;y jiivcnal, arid eke most lovely Jew,

As trtte as truest horse, thatyet would jiever

tire,

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb.

Quin. Ninus' tomb, man : why, you must
not speak that yet : that you answer to Pyramus.
You speak all your part at once, cues and all.

—

Pyramus enter : your cue is past ; it is, never
tire

Re-enter Pucic.awo' Bottom with an ass''s head,

'/his. O,

—

As trtte as truest horse, that yet
would never tire.

Pyr. If I were fair, Thisby, I were only
thine:—

Quin. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are

haunted. Pray, masters ! fly, masters !— Help!
\^Exeunt Clowns.

Puck. I '11 follow you ; I '11 lead you about a

round, [through brier ;

Through bog, through bush, through brake.

Sometime a horse 1 '11 be, sometime a hound,
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ;

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and
burn,

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.

[Exit.

Bot. Why do they runaway? ibis is a knavery
of them to make me afeard.

Reenter Sn'OUT.

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed ! what
do I see on thee ?

Bot. What do you see? you see an ass-head

of your own. do you ?

Re-enter Quince.

Quin. Bless thee. Bottom ! bless thee ; thou
art translated. [Exit.

Bot. 1 see their knavery; this is to make
an ass of me ; to (right me, if they could. But
1 will not stii from this place, do what they can :

I will walk up and down here, and I will sing,

that they shall hear I am rot afraid. [Sings.

Tbe ousel-cock, so black of hue,

Wiib orange tawny bill,

The throstle witli his note ^o trutv

The ivreo with litile quill.

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flowery

bed ? [ Waking.

Bot. The finch, the sparrow, and the lark,

The plain -song cuckoo gray,

Whose r.ote full many a man doth mark,
And dares not answer nay ;

—

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so fool-

ish a bird? who would give a bird the lie, though

he cry cuckoo never so ?
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Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again :

Mine ear is much enainour'd of thy note.

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shaj^e ; [me.

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee.

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have
little reason for that : and yet, to say the truth,

reason and love keep little company together

now-a-days : the more the pity that somehonest
neighbours will not make them friends. Nay,
I can gleek upon occasion.

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.

Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough
to get out of this wood, I have enough to serve

mine own turn.

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go ;

Thou shalt remain here whether thou wilt or no.

I am a spirit of no common rate,

—

The summer still doth tend upon my state
;

And I do love thee : therefore, go with me,
I '11 give thee fairies to attend on thee ;

And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,
And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost

sleep :

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so
That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.

—

PeasblossomI Cobweb! Moth ! and Mustard-
seed I

1 Fai.

2 Fai.

3 ^"'•

4 Fai.

Enter Four Fairies.

Ready.
And I.

And I.

Whereshall wego?
Tita. Be kind'and courteous to this gentle-

man ;

Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes ;

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries.
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ;

The honey bags steal from the humble-bees,
And, for night-tapers, crop their w.axen thiglis.

And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes.
To have my love to bed and to arise

;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies,

To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes:
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.

1 Fai. Hail, mortal !

2 Fai. Hail !

3 Fai. Hail !

4 Fai. Hail

!

Bot. I cry your worship's mercy heartily.—

I

beseech your worship's name.
Cob. Cobweb.
J?nf. I shall desire you of more acquaintance,

good Master Cobweb. If I cut my finger I

shall make bold with you.—Vour name, honest
gentleman ?

Peas. Peasblossom.
Bot. I pray you, commend me to Mistress

Squash, your mother, and to Master Peascod,
your father. Good Master Peasblossom, I shall
desire you of more acquaintance too.—Your
name, I beseech you, sir ?

Mus. Mustardseed.
Bot. Good Master Mustardseed, I know your

patience well : that same cowardly giant-like
ox-beef hath devoured many a genlleman of
your house : I promise you, your kindred hath
made my eyes water ere now. I desire you
more acquai^itance, good Master Mustardseed.

Tita. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my
bower.

The moon, methinks, looks wilhawateryeye ;

.\nd when she weeps, weeps every little flower,

Lamenting some enforced chastity.

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silently.

\^Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another part of the Wood.

Enter Oberon.

Ohe. I wonder if Titania be awak'd
;

Then what it was that next came in her eye,

Which she must dote on in extremity.

Enter PucK.

Here comes my messenger.—How now, mad
spirit ?

What night-rule now about this haunted grove?
Piuk. My mistress with a monster is in love.

Near to her close and consecrated bower,
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour,
A crew of patches, rude mechanicals.
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls.

Were met together to rehearse a play
Intended for great li eseus' nuptial day.

The shallowest thickskin of that barren sort

Who Pyramus presented in their sport.

Forsook his scene and enter'd in a brake ;

When I did him at this advantage take.

An ass's nowl I fixed on his head ;

Anon, his Thisbe must be answered, [spy.

And forth my mimic comes. When they him
As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye.

Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort,

Rising and cawing at the gun's report.

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky,

So at his sight away his fellows fly :

And at our stamp here o'er and o'er one falls
;

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls.

Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears,

thus strong.

Made senseless things begin to do them v/rong :

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ;
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Some sleeves, some hals : from yieldcrs all

things caich.

I led them on in this distracted fear.

And left sweet Pyraniu-s translated there :

When in that moment,—so it came to pass,

—

Tilania wak'd, and straightway lov'd an ass.

Obe. This liills out better than I could devise.

But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes

With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ?

Puck. I took him sleeping,—that is finish'd

too,

—

And the Athenian v/oman by his side ;

That, when he wak'd, oi force she must be ey'd.

Enter DEMETRIUS and HerMIA.

Obe. Stand close ; this is the same Athenian.

Piuk. This is the woman, but not this the

man. [so ?

Dein. O, why rebuke you him that loves you

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.

Her, Now I but chide, but I should use thee

worse

;

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse.

If thou hast slain Lysander in his slee^j,

Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,

And kill me too.

The sun was not so true unto the day

As he to me : would he have stol'n away
From sleeping Ilermia ? I '11 believe as soon

Tliis whole earth may be bor'd j and that the

moon
I\Iay through the centre creep, and so displease

Iler brother's noontide with the antipodes.

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him ;

So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim.

Dcni. So should the murder'd look ; and so

should I,

Pierc'd through the heart with your stern

craelty

:

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear,

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.

Her. What 's tliis to my Lysander ? where
is he?

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me?
Dein. I had rather give his carcass to mj'

hounds.

Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! thou driv'st me
past the bounds [then ?

Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him,

Henceforth be never number'd among men !

Oh ! once tell true, tell tiiie, even for my sake

;

Durst thou have look'd upon him, being awake,
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping ? O brave

touch !

Could not a worm, an adder, do so much?
An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue

Than tliine, thou serpent, never adder siung.

Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris'd

mood :

I am not guilty of Lysander's blood ;

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell.

Her. I pray thee, tell me, then, that he is well.

Deni. An if I could, what should I get there-

fore?

Her. A privilege never to see me more.

—

And from thy hated presence part I so

:

See me no more whether he be dead or no.

\E.xit.

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce

vein :

Here, therefore, for awhile I will remain.

So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow

For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow^ owe

;

Which now in some light measure it will pay.

If for his tender here I make some stay.

\Lies doivn.

Obe. What hast thou done? thou hast mis-

taken quite, [sight^:

And laid the love-juice on some true-lovo's

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue

Some true-love tum'd, and not a false turn'd

true. [holding troth,

Puch. Then fate o'er-rules, that, one man
A million fail, confounding oath on oath-

Obe. About the wood go, swifter than the

wind.
And Helena of Athens look thou find :

All fancy-sick she is, and pale of cheer.

With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood

dear.

By some illusion see thou bring her here ;

I 'U charm his eyes against she do appear.

Puck. I go, I go ; look how I go,

—

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow.
\Exit.

Obe. Flower of this purple dye.

Hit with Cupid's archery.

Sink in apple of his eye !

When his love he doth espy,

Let her shine as gloriously

As the Venus of the sky.

—

When thou wak"st, if she be by.

Beg of her for remedy.

Re-enter Puck.

Pitch. Captain of our fairy band,

Helena is here at hand,

And the youth mistook by me
Pleading for a lover's fee ;

Shall we their fond pageant see?

Lord, what fools these mortals be !

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they malcG

Will cause Demetrius to awake.

Puck. Then will two at once woo Cii^,

—



SCENE n.] A MIDSUMNFER NIGHT'S DREAM, 179

That must needs be sport alone

;

And those things do best please me
That befall preposterously.

E}iter Lysander and Helena.

Lys. Why should you think that I should
woo in scorn ?

Scorn and derision never come in tears.

Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so born,

In their nativity all tnuh appears.

Mow can these things in me seem scorn to yoii,

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true?

Het. You do advance your cunning more
and more.

When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray !

These vows are Mermia's : will you give her

o'er?

Weigh oath with oath and you will nothing
weigh :

Vour vows to her and me, put in two scales.

Will even weigh ; and both as light as tales.

Lys. 1 had no judgment when to her I swore.

Hel. Nor none, m my mind, now you give

her o'er. [you.

Lys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not

Di:!ii. \^An'aking.\ Ollelen, goddess, nymph,
perfect, divine !

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne?
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow !

That pure congealed white, high Taurus' snow,
Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow
When thou hold'st up thy hand : O let me kiss

This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss !

HeL O spite ! O hell ! I see you all are bent
To set against me for your merriment.
If you were civil, and knew courtesy.

You would not do me thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as I know you do.
But you must join in souls to mock me too ?

If you were men, as men you are in show.
You would not use a gentle lady so;

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts,

\\"hen I am sure you hate me with your hearts.

^"ou both are rivals, and love Hermia
;

And now both rivals, to mock Helena :

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise,

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes
With your derision ! None of noble sort

Would so offend a virgin, and extort

A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport.

Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so;

For you love Hermia ; this you know T know :

And here, with all good \\ill, with all my heart,

In Hermia's love I yield you up my part ;

And yours of Helena to me bequeath,
Whom I do love and will do to my death.

L/e/. Never did mockers waste more idle
breath. [nunc

:

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will
If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is gone.
My heart with her but as guest-wise sojourn "d ;

And now to Helen is it home return'd,

There to remain.

Lys. Helen, it is not so.

Dew. Disparage not the faith thou does not
know.

Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.

—

Look where thy love comes ; j-onder is thy dear.

Enter Hermia.
Ller. Dark nigiit, that from tlie eye his hmc-

tion takes.

The ear more quick of apprehension makes :

Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense,

It pays the hearing double recompense :

—

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ;

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound.
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ?

Lys. Why should he stay whom love doth
press to go ?

Her. What love could press Lysander from
my side? [bide,—

Lys. Lysander's love, that would not let liim

Fair Helena,—v/Iro more engilds the night

Than all yon fiery oes and e^es of light.

Wliy seek'st thou me ? could not this make
thee know

Tlie hate I bare thee made me leave thee so ?

Her. You speak not as j'ou iliink ; it cannot
be.

HeL Lo, she is one of this confederacy !

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three

To fashion this false sport in spite of me.
Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid !

Have you conspir'd, have you with flrese con-

triv'd

To bait me with this foul derision ?

Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd,

The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent,

WHien we have chid the hasty-footed time
For parting us,^0, is all forgot ?

All school-days' friendship, childhood innocence?
We, Hermia, like two artificial g<->ds,

Have with our neelds created both one flower,

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion,

Both v/arbling of one song, both in one key ;

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds
Had been incorporate. So we grew together,

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ;

But yet a union in partition.

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem :

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart,

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,
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Due but to one, and crowned with one crest.

And will you rent our ancient love asunder,

To join with men in scorning your poor friend?

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly :

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it,

Though I alone do feel the injury.

Her. I am amazed at your passionate words

:

I scorn you not ; it seems that you scorn me.

Hel. I lave you not sent Lysander, as in scorn,

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face ?

And made your other love, Demetrius,^
Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,—

'

To call mc goddess, nymph, divine, and rare.

Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this

To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander

Deny your love, so rich within his soul.

And lender me, forsooth, affection,

B.it by your setting on, by your c<jnsent?

Wtiat though I be not so in grace as you,

Si) hung upon with love, so fortunate ;

But miserable most, to love unlov'd ?

This you should pity, rather than despise.

Her. I understand not what you mean by
this.

Hel. Ay, do persever, counterfeit sad looks.

Make mows upon me when I turn my back
;

Wink at each other ; hold the sweet jest up

:

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled.

If you have any pity, grace, or manners.

You would not make me such an argument.

But, fare ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault

;

Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy.

Lys. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse ;

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena !

Hel. O excellent !

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so.

Dein. If she cannot entreat, I can compel.

Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she

entreat ;

Thy threats have no more strength than her

weak prayers.

—

Helen, I love thee ; by my life I do ;

I swear by that which I will lose for thee

To prove him false that says I love thee not.

Dem. I say I love thee more than he can do.

Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it

too.

Dem. Quick, come,

—

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this?

Lys. Away, you Ethiope !

Dem. No, no, sir :—he will

Seem to break loose ; take on as you would
follow :

But yet come not. You are a tame man ; go !

Lys. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr : vile

thing, let loose,

Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent.

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? w hat

change is this.

Sweet love?

Lys. Thy love ? out, tawny Tartar, out 1

Out, loath'd medicine ! hated potion, hence !

Her. Do you not jest?

Hel. Yes, 'sooth ; and so do )ou.

Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with
thee.

Dein. I would I had your bond ; for I perceive

A weak bond holds you ; I '11 not trust your
word. [kill her dead?

Lys. \Vhat ! should I hurt her, strike her,

Although I hate her I '11 not harm her so.

Her. What ! can you do me greater harm
than hate? [love ?

Ilate me ! wherefore ? O me ! what news, my
Am not I Hermia ? Are not you Lysander?
I am as fair now as I w-as erewhile. [left me

:

Since night you lov'd me ; yet since night you
Why, then, you left me,—O, the gods forbid !

—

In earnest, shall I say ?

Lys. Ay, by my life ;

And never did desire to see thee more.
Therefore be out of hope, of question, doubt,

Be certain, nothing truer ; 'tis no jest

That I do hate thee and love Helena.
Ller. O me ! you juggler ! you canker-

blossom ! [night,

You thief of love ! What ! have you come by

And stol'n my love's heart from jiim ?

Hel. Fine, i' faith !

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame.
No touch of bashfulness? What ! will you tear

Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ?

Fie, fie ! you counterfeit, you puppet, you !

Her. Puppet ! why so ? Ay, that way goes
the game.

Now I perceive that she hath made compare
Between our statures ; she hath urg'd her height

;

And with her personage, her tall personage.

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with

him.

—

And are you grown so high in his esteem
Because I am so dwarfish and so low ?

How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak;

How low am I ? I am not yet so low
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

LIcl. I pray you, though you mock me, gentle-

men.
Let her not hurt me. I was never curst

;

I have no gift at all in shrewishness ;

I am a right maid for my cowardice ;

Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think

Because she's something lower than ni)self.

That I can match her.

Her. Lower ! hark, again.
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Bel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me.

I evermore did love you, Ilermia ;

Did ever keep your counsels ; never wrong'd you;

Save that, in love unto Demetrius,

I told him of your stealth unto this wood :

lie follow'd you ; for love I follow'd him ;

Hut he hath chid me hence, and threaten'd me
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too :

And now, so you will let me quiet go,

To Athens will I bear my folly back.

And follow you no farther. Let me go :

You see how simple and how fond I am.
Her. Why, get you gone : who is't that hin-

ders you ?

Hel. S foolish heart that I leave here behind.

Htr. What ! with Lysander
Hel.

Lvs.

With Demetrius.

she shall not harm thee,Be not afraid

Helena.
De:}i. No, sir, she shall not, though you take

her part.

Hel. O, when she 's angr)\ she is keen and
shrewd :

She was a vixen when she went to school

;

And, though she be but little, she is fierce.

Her. Littleagain! nothing butlowandlittle!

—

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus .'

Let me come to her.

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf ;

You minimus, of hind'ring knot-grass made ;

Vou bead, you acorn.

Dem. Vou are too officious

In her behalf that scorns your services.

Let her alone : speak not of Helena :

Take not her part ; for if thou dost intend

Never so little show of love to hei.

Thou shalt aby it.

Lys. Now she holds me not ;

Now follow, if thou dar'st, to try whose right,

Or thine or mine, is most in Helena.

Dem. P'ollow ! nay, I '11 go with thee, cheek
byjole. \E.\citr.t 'Lx'i. a/.v/ Dem.

Her. Vou, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you:
^''''y> go not back.

Hel. I will not trust you, I
;

Nor longer stay in your curst company.
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray

;

My legs are longer though, to run away.
\_Exit.

Her. I am amaz'd, and know not what to say.

\^Exit, pursuing Helena.
Obe. This is thy negligence : still thou mis-

tak'st,

Or else commit'st thy knaveries wilfully.

Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook.
Did not you tell me I should know the man
By the Athenian garments he had on ?

And so far blameless proves my enterprise.

That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes :

And so far am I glad it so did sort.

As this their jangling I esteem a sport.

Obe. Thou seest these lovers seek a place to

fight :

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night

;

The starry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron •

.\nd lead these testy rivals so astray,

.\s one come not within another's way.
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue,
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong ;

.-Vnd sometime rail thou like Demetrius ;

And from each other look thou lead them thus.

Till o'er their brows death -counterfeiting sleep

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep :

Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye ;

V\Tiose liquor hath this virtuous property.

To take from thence all error with his might.
And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.

^Vhen they next wake, all this derision

Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision ;

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend.
With league whose date till death shall never end.
Whiles I in this affair do thee employ,
I "11 to my queen, and beg her Indian boy ;

And then I will her charmed eye release

P'rom monster's view, and all things shall be
peace.

Puck. My fairy lord, this must I e done with

haste.

For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast;

And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger,

At whose approach ghosts, wandering here <tnd

there,

Troop home to churchyards : damned spirits all.

That in cross-ways and floods have burial.

Already to their wormy beds are gone ;

For fear lest day should look their shames upon
They wilfully exile themselves from light.

And must for aye consort with black-brovv'd

night.

Obe. But we are spirits of another sort :

I with the morning's love have oft made sport

;

And, like a forester, the groves may tread

Even till the eastern gate, all fier)'-red,

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams,
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams.

But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no cJelay :

We may effect this business yet ere day.

[Exit Obe.
Puck. Up and down, up and down ;

I will lead them up and down :

I am fear'd in field and town :

Goblin, lead them up and down.
Here comes one.
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Enter Lysander.

Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak

tliou now. [art thou ?

Fuck. I lore, villain ; drawn and ready. Where
Lys. I will be with thee straijjht.

Puck. Follow me, then,

To plainer ground.
\^Exit Lys. as following the voice.

Enter Demetrius.

Dem. Lysander ! speak again.

Tiiou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?

Speak. In some bush ? where dost thou hide

thy head ? [stars,

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the

Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars.

And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come,

thou child

;

I '11 whip thee with a rod : he is defiled

'I'hat draws a sword on thee.

X>e!n. Yea, art thou there ?

Fttck. Follow my voice ; we '11 try no man-
hood here. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Lysander.

Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on

;

When I come where he calls, then he is gone.

The villain is much lighter heeled than I

:

I follow'd fast, but faster he did fly ;

That fallen am I in dark uneven way.

And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day!

[Lies down.

For if but once thou show me thy gray light,

I '11 find Demetrius, and revenge this spite.

[5/^1?/^.

Re-enter PucK a>td Demetrius.

Puck. Ho, ho ! ho, ho ! Coward, why com'st

thou not?
Dem. Abide me if thou dar'st ; for well I wot

Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place

;

And dar'st not stand, nor look me in the face.

Where art thou ?

Puck. Come hither ; I am here.

Dem. Nay, then, thou mock'st me. Thou
shalt buy this dear.

If ever I thy face by daylight see :

Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me
To measure out my length on this cold bed.—
liy day's approach look to be visited.

[Lies down and sleeps.

Enter Helena.

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night,

Abate thy hours ! Shine comforts from the east,

That I may back to Athens by daylight.

From these that my poor company detest :—
And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye,

Steal me awhile from mine own company.
[Sleeps.

Puck. Yet but three ? Come one more ;

Two of both kinds makes up four.

Here she comes, curst and sad :—

Cupid is a knavish lad.

Thus to make poor females mad.

Enter HermIA.

Her. Never so weary, never so in woe.
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers |

1 can no farther crawl, no farther go ;

.My legs can keep no pace with my desires.

Here will I rest me till the break of day.

Heaven shield Lysander, if they mean a fray !

[Lies down.
Puck. On die ground

Sleep Sound :

I '11 apply

To your eye.

Gentle lover, remedy.

[Squeezing the juice on Lysander's eyt.

When thou wak'st.

Thou tak'st

True delight

In the sight

Of thy former lady's eye :

And the country proverb known,
That every man should take his own,
In your waking shall be shown :

Jack shall have Jill

;

Nought shall go ill ; [be well.

The man shall have his mare again, and all sh.ill

[Exit Puck.—De.m., Hel., «Sr^<r, slup.

ACT IV.

Scene l.— Tke Wood.

Enter Titania and Bottom, Fairies attend-

ing ; Oberon behind, unseen.

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery

bed.

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy.

And slick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head.

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

Bot. Where 's Pcasblossom ?

Peas. Ready.
Bot. Scratch my head, Peasblossom.

—

\\n:ere's Monsieur Cobweb?
Cob. Ready.
Bot. IMonsieur Cobweb ;

good monsieur, get

your weapons in your hand and kill nie a red-hip-

ped humble-bee on the top of a thistle; and, good
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monsieur, bring me ihe honey-bag. Do not fret

yourself too much in the action, monsieur; and,
good monsieur, liave a care the honey-bag break
not ; I would be loath to have you over-tiown
with a honey-bag, signior,—Where's Monsieur
Mustardseed ?

Must. Ready. [seed.

Bot. Give me your neif. Monsieur Mustard-
"lay you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur.

AJii:,/. What's your will ?

Bot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help

Cavalero Cobweb to scratch. I must to the bar-

i i^r's, monsieur ; for metliinks I am marvellous

1 1 .iry about the face : and I am such a tender ass,

li my h.iir do but tickle me I must scratch.

J'ita. Vv'hat, wilt thou hear some music, my
sweet love ?

Bol. 1 iiave a reasonable good ear in music ;

let us have the tongs and the bones. [eat.

Tila. Or say, sweet love, what thou desir'st to

Bo!. Truly, a peck of provender ; I could
munch your good dry oats. Methinks I have a
j;ieat de-^iie to a bottle of hay : good hay, sweet
ii.iy, hath no fellow.

77/(2. I Iiave a venturous fairy that shall seek
The squinel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts.

Bof. I liad rather have a handful or two of
hied pe:is. But, I pray you, let none of your
ii'-ople stir me ; I have an exposition of sleep
CLime upon me. [arms.

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my
lairies, be gone, and be all ways away.
> o doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle
Gently entwist,— the female ivy so
f'nrings the barky fingers of the elm.
i), how I luve thee ! how I dote on thee !

[ They sleep.

Oni-.RON advances. Enter Pitk.

0/>e. Welcome, good Robin. Scest thou this

sweet sight ?

Her dotage now I do begin to pity,

bi.ir, meeting her of late behind the wood,
Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool,

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her :

I'nr she his Irniry temples then had rounded
\Viih coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ;

.'\nd that same dew, which sometime on the bnds
^\ ,is wont to swell like round and orient pearls,

f'i'iod now within the pretty flow'rets' eyes,

1 I'-.e tears that did their own disgrace bewail.

AMien I liad, at my pleasure, taunted her.

And shf , in mild terms, begg'd my patience,

T then did ask of her her changeling child ;

^^ hich straight she gave me, and her fairy sent

To bear him to my bower in fairy-land.

And now 1 have the boy, I will undo

This hateful imperfection of her eyes.
And, geiitle Puck, take this transfonned scalp
l'"rom off the head of this Athenian sw.aiii ;

That he awaking when the other do.
May all to Athens back again repair.

And think no more of tiiis night's accidents
But as the fierce vexation of a dream.
But lirsl 1 will release the fair)- queen.

Be as thou wast v\ont to be ;

[ fouching hcT eyes zvHh an herb.
See as tliou w.ast wont to see :

Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower
liath such force and bles.sed power.

Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen.
Tila. My Obcron ! what visions have 1 seen !

iMethought I was enamour'd of an ass.

Ohc. There lies your love.

Tita. How came these things to pass .?

O, how mine eyes d<.) loathe his visage now !

Obe. Silence awhile.— Robin, lake of.' this

head.

Titania, music call ; and strike more dead
Than common sleep, of all these five, the sense.

Tila. Music, ho! music; such as cliarmelh
sleep.

I^iick. Now, when thou wak'st, with thine

own fool's eyes peep.

Obe. Sound, miisic. {Still untsic. \ Come,
my queen, take hands with me,

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be.

Now thou and I are new in amity.

And will to-morrow midnight solemnly
I)ance in Duke Theseus' house triumphantly,
.*'\nd bless it to all fair posterity:

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity.

Puck. Fairy king, attend and mark ;

I do hear the morning lark.

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad.

Trip we after the night's shade :

We the globe can compass soon,
Swifter than the wand'ring moon.

Ti'a. Come, my lord ; and in our flight,

Tell me how it came this night

Tli.it I sleeping here was found.
With these mortals on the ground.

\E.reuvt.

\^Horits sound within.

Enter Thcseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and
Train.

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester ;

—

For now our observation is perforrn'd ;

And since we have the vaward of the day,

My love shall hear the music of my hounds,

—

Uncouple in the western valley; go :

—

Despatch, I say, and find the forester.

—
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We will, fair cjiiccn, up to the mountain's top,

And mark the musical confusion

Of hounds and echo in conjunction.

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once,

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear

With hounds of Sparla : never did I hear

Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves.

The skies, the fountains, every region near

Scem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder.

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan
kind,

So flew'd, so sanded ; and their heads are hung
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ;

Crook-kneed and dew-lap'd like Thessalian
bulls ;

Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells.

Each under each. A cry more tuneable
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn,

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly

:

Jadge when you hear.—But, soft, what nymphs
are these ? [asleep

;

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here
And I his Lysander ; this Demetrius is ;

This Helena, old Ncdar's Helena:
I wonder of their being here together.

The. No doubt, they rose up early to observe
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent,

Came here in grace of our solemnity.

—

But speak, Egeus ; is not this the day
That Hermia should give answer of her choice?

Ei:;e. It is, my lord.

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with
their horns.

\Hoyus, and shout within. Dem., Lys.,
Her., and Hei.. , awake and start up.

Tlie. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine
is past

;

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now?
Lys. Pardon, my lord.

[//if aiui the rest kneel to Thesei's.
The. I pray you all, stand up.

I know you two are rival enemies
;

1 low comes this gentle concord in the world,
That hatred is so far from jealousy
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity?

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly.
Half 'sleep, half waking: birt as yet, I swear,

I cannot truly say how I came here:

But. as I think,—for truly would I speak

—

And now I do bethink me, so it is,

—

I came with Hermia hither : our intent [be

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might
Without the peril of the Athenian law.

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have
enough

;

I beg the law. the law lujon his head.

—

They would have stol'n away, (hey would,
Demetrius,

Thereby to have defeated you and me :

You of your wife, and me of my consent,

—

Of my consent that .she should be your wife.

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their

stealth.

Of this their purpose hither to this wood ;

And I in fury hither follow'd them,
Fair Helena in fancy following ine.

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,

—

But by some power it is,—my love to Hermia
Melted as dolh the snow—seems lo me now
As the remembrance of an idle gawd
Which in my childhood I did dote upon :

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart.

The object and the pleasure of mine eye,

Is only Helena. To her, my lord.

Was I belrolh'd ere I saw Hermia :

But, like in sickness, did I loathe ihis food ;

But, as in health, come lo my nalur.il taste.

Now do I wish it, love it, long for it.

And will for evermore be true to it.

77/<,'. Fair lovers, you are fortimaiely met

:

Of this discourse we more will hear anoti.

—

Egeus, I will overbear your will ;

For in the temple, by and by wiih us.

These couples shall eternally be knit.

And, for the morning now is something worn.
Our purpos'd hunting shall be set aside.

—

Away with us to Athens three and three,

We'll hold a feast in great solemnity.

—

Come, Hippolyta.

\E.xeunt'Y]\'^., Hir., Ege., a;;«'Train.

Dan. These things seem small andundistin-

guishable.

Like far-off mountains turned into clouds.

Her. Methinks I see these things with parted

eye,

WTien everything seems double.

Hcl. So methinks

:

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel.

Mine own, and not mine own.
Dem. It seems to me

That yet we sleep, we dream.—Do you not
think

The duke was here, and bid us follow him ?

Her. Yea, and my father.

Hcl. And Hippolyta.
Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple.

Dem. Why, then, we are awake : let 's follow

him
;

And by the way let us recount our dreams.
\^Excunt.

As they go out, Bottom awakes.

Bat. When my cue comes, call inc, and I will
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answer :—my next is, Mostfair Pyrainus.
lleigh-ho —Peter Quince ! Flute, the bellows-

mender I Snout, the tinker ! Starveling! God's
my life, stolen hence, and left me asleep ! I

liave had a most rare vision. I have had a

dieam— past the wit of man to say what dream
ii was —Man is but an ass if he go about to ex-

pound this drtam. Methought I was—there is

no man can tell what. Methought I was, and
methought I had,—But man is but a patched

fool, if he will offer to say what methought I had.

The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man
h.ith not seen ; man's hand is not able to taste,

ills tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report

what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince
\o write a ballad of this dream : it shall be called

Bottom's Dream, because it hath no bottom ;

and I will sing it in the latter end of a play, be-

fore the duke : peradventure, to make it the

more gracious, I shall sing it at her death. ^Exit.

ScENK II.

—

Athens. A Room 211 Qukn'Ce's

JIOHSC.

Enter QuiNCE, FLUTE, Snout, a;,vf Starve-
I.I.NG.

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom's house ? is

he come home yet ?

Star, Pie cannot be heard of. Out of doubt,
he is transported.

Flit. If he come not, then the play is marred
;

it goes not forward, doth it ?

Quill. It is not possible : you have not a man
in all Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he.

Flu. No ; he hath simply the best wit of any
handicraft man in Athens.

Quin. Yea, and the best person too : and he
is a very paramour for a sweet voice.

Flu. You must say paragon : a paramour is,

God bless us, a thing of naught.

Enter Snug.

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the

temple ; and there is two or three lords' and
ladies more married : if our sport had gone for-

ward we had all been made men.
Flu. O sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he

lost sixpence a-day during his life ; he could not
have 'scaped sixpence a-day: an the duke had
not given him sixpence a-day for playing Pyra-
mus, I'll be hanged; he would have deserved
it : sixpence a-day in Pyramus, or nothing.

Enter Bottom.
Sot. Where are these lads ? where are these

hearts?

Quin. Bottom !—O most courageous day !

O most happy hour !

Bol. Masters, I am to discourse wonders:
but ask me not what ; for if I tell you, I am no
true .-Athenian. I will tell you everything, right

as it tell out.

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom.
Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell

you is, that the duke hath dined. Get your
upparel together

;
good strings to your beards,

new ribbons to your pumps ; nieet presently at

the palace ; eveiy man look over his part ; for,

llie short and the long is, our play is preferred.

In any case, let Ihisby have clean linen; and
let not him that plays the lion pare his nails, lor

they shall hang out for the lion's claws. And,
most dear actors, eat no onions nor garlick ; for

we are to utter sweet breath ; and I do not
doubt but to hear them say it is a sweet comedy.
No more words : away ! go ; away ! \Excunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Athens. An Apartment in the

Palace oj Theseus.

Enter Theseus, HiproLVTA. Phiicstrate,
Lords and Attendants.

Hip. 'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these

lovers speak of.

77/1?. More strange tb.an true. I never may
believe

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains.

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend
More than cool reason ever comprehends.
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet

Are of imagination all compact :

One sees more devils than \ast hell can hold ;

That is the madman : the lover, all as Irantic,

Sees Plelen's beauty in a brow of Egypt

:

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth

to heaven.

And, as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing

A local habitation and a name.
Such tricks hath strong imagination.

That, if it would but apprehend seme joy,

It comprehends some bringer of that joy
;

Or in the night, imagining some fear,

How easy is a bush supposed a bear ?

Hip. But all the story of the night told over,

And all their minds transfigur'd so together,

More witnesseth than fancy's images,

And grows to something of great constancy!

But, howsoever, strange and admirable.
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linier Lysander, Demetrius, IIermia, and
Helena.

The. Here come the loverSj fuU of joy and
mirth.

—

Joy, gentle friends ! joy and fresh days of love

Accompany your hearts !

I^ys. More than to us

Wail on your royal walks, your board, your bed

!

The. Come now ; what masques, what dances

shall we have.

To wear away this long age of three hours '

!5clween our after-supper and bed-time?

VViiere is our usual manager of mirth ?

What revels are in hand? Is there no play.

To case tiie anguish of a torturing hour?
Call Philostrate.

J'hilosf. Here, mighty Theseus.

'The. Say, what abridgment have you for tliis

evening?
Wliat masque ? what music ? How shall we

beguile

The lazy lime, if not with some delight ?

Piiilost. There is a brief how many sports

are ripe

;

Make choice of which your highness will see

first. [ Giving a paper.

Thi. \i-eads.\ The battle with the Centaurs,

to be stiiig

By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.

We '11 none of thai : that I have told my love,

In glory of my kinsman Hercules.

The riot of the tipsy Baahanals,
Tearing the Thracian %inger in their rage.

That is an old device, and it was play'd

When I from Thebes came last a conqueror.
The thrice-three Muses mourningfor the death
0/ learning, late deceas'd in beggary.

Tliat is some satire, keen and critical,

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony.
A tedious brief scene ofyoung Pyranms,
And his love Thishe ; very tragical mirth.

Merry and tragical ! tedious and brief

!

That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow.
How shall we find the concord of this discord ?

Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten
words long,

Which is as brief as I have known a play
;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long.
Which makes it tedious : for in all the play
There is not one word apt, one player fitted :

And tragical, my noble lord, it is;

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself:
Which when I saw rehears'd, I must confess,
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears
The passion of loud laughter never shed.

The. Wliat are they that do play it ?

TIttlost. Hard-handed men liial work in

Athens here,

VNTiich never labour'd in their minds till now;
And now have toil'd their unbrcath'd memones
V\ith this same play against your nuptial.

The. And we will liear it.

I 'hi lost. No, my noble lord,

it is not for you : I have hcaid it over.

And it is nothing, nothing in the world ;

Unless you can lind sport in their intents.

Extremely stretclrd, and conn d with cruel pain,

To do you service.

The. I will hear that play ;

I'or never anything can be amiss
When simpleiiess and duty tender it.

Cjo, bring them in: and take your places, ladies.

\^Exit I'mi-OSTRATi':.

////. I love not to see wretchedness o'er-

cnarged.

And duly in his service peiishing. [thing.

'The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such

Hip. I le says they can do nothingin this kind.

liie. The kinder we, to give them thanks

for nothing.

Our sport shall be to take what they mistake :

And what poor duly cannot do.

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit.

Wliere I have come, great clerks have purposed

To greet me with premeditated welcomes ;

Where I have seen them shiver and look |)alc,

Make periods in the midst of sentences.

Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears.

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off.

Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet.

Out of this silence yet I pick'd a welcome
And in tiie modesty of fearful duty

I read as much as from the rattling tongue

Of saucy and audacious eloquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity

In least speak most to my capacity.

E)iter PhiLOSTRATE.

Philost. So please your grace, the prologue

is address'd,

'The. Let him approach.
[Flourish of Trumpets.

Enter Prologue.

Prol. If we offend, it is with our good 7vill.

That you should think we come not to offend

But -with good will. To show our simple skilly

That is the true beginning ofour end.

Consider, thtn, we come but in despite.

We do not c.oine as minding to content you.

Our true intent is. Allfor your delight

We are not here. Thatyou shcntld here re-

pent you. -
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The actors are at hand : and, by their show.

You shall kiimv all that you are like to know.

The. This fellow doth not stand upon points.

Lys. He hath rid his prologue like a rough

colt; he knows not the stop. A good moral,

my lord : it is not enough to speak, but to

speak true.

Hip. Indeed he hath played on this prologue

like a child on a recorder; a sound, but not in

government.
The. His speech was like a tangled chain ;

nothing impaired, but all disordered. Who is

next ?

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moon-
shine, and Lion, as in dumb show.

Prol. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this

show ;
[plain.

But wonder on, till truth make all things

This man is Pyramus, if }ou would know ;

This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain.

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth pre-

sent [sunder :

Wall, that vile Wall wliich did these lovers

And through Wall's chink, poor souls, they are

content

To whisper, at the which let no man wonder.

This m.^^, with lantern, dog, and bush of tliorn,

Pres<.nLeth Moonshine: for, if you will know,
By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn

To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo.

This grisly beast, which by name Lion hight.

The trusty Thisby, coming first by night.

Did scare away, or rather did affright :

And as she tied, her mantle she did fall ;

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain :

Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth, and tall,

x'\nd finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain ;

Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade.

He bravely broach'd his boiUng bloody breast

;

And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade.

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest,

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain

At large discourse while here they do remain.

^Exeunt Prol., This., Lion, and Moon.
The. I wonder if the lion be to speak.

Dent. No wonder, my lord : one lion may,
when many asses do.

Wall. In this same interlude it doth befall

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall :

And such a wall as I would ha\e you tliink

That had in it a crannied hole or chink,

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,

Did whisper often verj' secretly. [show
This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone doth

That I am that same wall ; the truth is so :

And this the cranny is, right and sinister,

Through which the fearful luvcrs arc to whisper.

'The. Would you desire lime and hair to
speak better ?

Dem. It is tlie wittiest partition that ever I

heard discourse, my lord.

'The, Pyramus draws near the wall: silence!

Enter Pyramus,

Pyr. O grim-Iook'd night ! O night with
hue so black !

night, which ever art when day is not I

night, O night, alack, alack, alack,

1 fear my Thisby's promise is forgot !

—

And tliou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall.

That stand'st between her father's ground
and mine

;

Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall,

Show me thy chink, to blink through with
mine eyne.

[Wall holds up hisfngers.
1 hanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well

for thisl

But what see I? No Thisby do I see.

O wicked wall, through w horn I see no bliss

;

Curst be Uiy stones for thus deceiving me

!

The. The wall, methinks, being sensible,

should curse again.

Tyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not. De'
ceiving me is Thisb)'s cue ; she is to enter now,
and I am to spy her through the wall. Vou
shall see it will fall pat as I told you.—Yonder
she comes.

Enter Thisbe.

This. O wall, full often hast thou heard my
moans.

For parting my fair Pyramus and me:
ATy cherry lips have often kiss'd lliy stones:
Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.

Pyr. I see a voice; now will I to the chink,
To spy an I can hear my 1 hisby's face.

Thisby

!

This. My love ! thou art my love, I think.

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's

grace

:

And like Limander am I trusty still.

This. And I like Helen, till the fates me kilL

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Proems was so true.

This. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.

Pyr. O, kiss me through the hole of this

vile wall.

This. I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all.

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me
straightway?

This. 'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without
delay.



A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. [act V.

Wall. Thus have I, wall, my part discharged

so;

And, being done, ihus wall away doth go.

[Exeunt Wall, Pyr., andTiu?,.

The. Now is the mural down between the

twi) neighbours.

De>ii. No remedy, my lord, when walls are

so wilful to hear without warning.

Hip. This is the silliest stuff . hat ever I heard.

The. The best in this kind are but shadows;

and the worst are no worse, if imagination

amend them. [not theirs.

Hi/>. It must be your imagination then, and
IVie. If we imagine no worse of thcin than

they of themselves, they may pass for excellent

men. Here come two noble beasts in, a moon
and a lion.

Enter Lion mid Moonshine.

Lion. You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts

do fear [floor.

The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on
M.iy now, perchance, both quake and tremble

here.

When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar.

T.ien know that I, one Snug, the joiner, am
A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam:
1 or if I should as lion come in strife

l:r,o this place, 'twere pity of my life.

The. A very gentle beast, and of a good con-

science, [e'er I saw.

Dcm. The very best at a beast, my lord, that

Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour.

The. True ; and a goose for his discretion,

Dcm. Not so, my lord ; for his valour can-

not carry his discretion ; and the fox carries

ti;e goose.

'The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry

Ills valour; for the goose carries not the fox.

It is well : leave it to his discretion, and let us

listen to the moon.
Moon. This lantern doth the horned moon

present: [head.

Dcm. He should have worn the horns on his

The. He is no crescent, and his horns are

invisible within the circumference.

Moon. This lantern doth the horned moon
present

;

Myself the man i' the moon do seem to be.

'The. This is the greatest error of all the rest

:

the man should be put into the lantern. How
is it else the man i' the moon?

Dcm. He dares not come there for the candle

:

for, you see, it is already in snuff.

Hip. I am weary of this moon: would he
would change

!

The. It appears, by his small light of discre-

tion, that he is in the wane: but yet, in

courtesy, in all reason, we must stay the time.

Lys. i'roceed, moon.
Moon. All that I have to say, is to tell you

that the lantern is the moon ; 1, the man in the

moon; this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush; and
this dog, my dog.

Dein. Why, all these should be in the

lantern ; for all these are in the moon. But,

silence; here comes Thisbe.

Enter Thisbe.

This. This is old Ninny's tomb. Where is

my love?

Lion. Oh !

[ The Lion roars.—Thisbe runz off.

Dem. Well roared, lion.

The. Well run, Thisbe.

Llip. Well shone, moon.—Truly, the moon
shines with a good grace.

The. Well moused, lion.

[The Lion tears Thisbe's mantle and exit.

Dcm. And so comes Pyramus.
Lys. And then the lion vanishes.

Enter Pyramus.

Tyr. Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy

sunny beams ; [bright

:

I thank thee, moon, for shining now so

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams,

I trust to tdste of truest Thisby's sight.

But stay ;—O spite !

But mark,—poor knight,

\Miat dreadful dole is here !

Eyes, do you see ?

How can it be ?

O dainty duck ! O dear !

Thy mantle good.

What ! stained with blood ?

Approach, ye furies fell !

O fates ! come, come ;

Cut thread and thrum ;

Quail, rush, conclude, and quell !

The. This passion, and the death of a dear

friend, would go near to make a man look sad.

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man.
Pyr. O wherefore, nature, didst thou lions

frame ?

Since lion vile hath here deflower'd my dear

:

WTiich is—no, no—which was the fairest dame
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd

with cheer.

Come, tears, confound ;

Out, sword, and wound
The pap of Pyramus :

Ay, that left pap.

Where heart dotli hop :—
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Tims (lie I, thus, thus, thus.

Now am I dead,

Now am I Ik-d :

My soul is in the sk)' :

Tongue, lose thy light !

Moon, take thy (light !

Now die, die, die, die, die.

l-Dus.—£x/i Moonshine.
Dt'//!. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is

but one. [he is nothing.
Aj's. Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead;
77/6'. With the help of a surgeon he might

yet recover and prove an ass.

//!/>. How chance moonshine is gone before
Thisbe comes back and finds her lover ?

'J'/ic'. She w'll find him by starlight.—Here
she comes ; and her passion ends the play.

Enter Thisbe.

Hip. Methinks she should not use a long
one for such a I'yramus : I hope she will be
brief.

Don. A mote will turn the balance, which
Pyramus, which Thisbe, is the better.

I.ys. She hath spied him already with those
sweet eyes.

Dc/ii. And thus she moans, videlicet.

This. Asleep, my love ?

What, dead, my dove ?

O Pyramus, arise.

Speak, speak. Quite dumb?
Dead, dead ? A tomb

Must cover thy sweet eyes.

These lily brows,
This cherry nose,

These yellow cowslip checks,

Are gone, are gone :

Lovers, make moan !

His eyes were green as leeks.

O Sisters Three,
Come, come to me,

With hands as pale as milk ;

Lay them in gore.

Since you have shore

Wiih shears his thread of silk.

Tongue, not a word :

—

Come, trusty sword ;

Come, blade, my breast imbrue :

And farewell, friends :

—

Thus Thisby ends :

Adieu, adieu, adieu. {^Dics.

TJie. Moonshine and lion are left to bury
tlic dead.

Dcm. Ay, and wall too.

Bot. No, I assure you ; the wall is down
that parted their fatliers. Will it please you to

see the epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance

between two of our company.
Tlie. No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play

needs no excuse. Never excuse ; for when the

players are all dead there need none to be

blamed. Marry, if he that writ it had played

Pyramus, and hanged himself in Thisbe's

garter, it would have been a fine tragedy : and
so it is, truly ; and very notably discharged.

But come, your liergomask : let your cpiKigue

alone. [Here a dame oj Cl.OWNS.
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve:

—

Lovers, to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time.

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn.
As much as we this night have overwatch'd.

This palpable-gross play hath well beguil'd

Theheavy gait ofnight.—Sweet friends, to bed.

—

A fortniijht hold we this solemnity,

In nightly revels and new ioliily. \E.\ei(iit.

SctNE II.

Enter Puck.

Ptieic. Now the hungry lion roars.

And the wolf behowls the moon ;

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,

All with weary task fordone.

Now the wasted brands do glow.

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud,

Puts the wretch that lies in woe
In remembrance of a shroud.

Now it is the time of night

That the graves, all gaping wide.

Every one lets forth its sprite.

In the church-way paths to glide :

And we fairies, that do run

By the triple Hecate's team,

Erom the presence of the sun

Eollowing darkness like a dream.

Now are frolic ; not a mouse
Shall disturb this hallow'd house :

I am sent with broom before.

To sweep the dust behind the door.

Enter Ov,v.T^.O•S andUvVA^lA, wit/i ///c/;- Train.

0/ie. Through this house give glimmering

light,

I'.y the dead and drowsy fire :

Every elf and fairy sprite

Hop as light as bird from biier :

And this ditty, after me,
Sing and dance it trippingly.

Ti'a. Eirst, rehearse your song by rote,

To each word a warbling note.

Hand in hand, with fair)- grace,

Will we sing, and bless this place.
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Song and Dance.

Ohe. Now, until the break of day,

Through this house each fairy stray,

To the best bride- bed will we,

Which by us shall blessed be ;

And the issue there create

Ever shall be fortunate.

So shall all tlie couples three

Ever true in loving be ;

And the blots of Nature's hand
Shall not in their issue stand :

Never mole, hare-lip, noi scar.

Nor mark prodigious, such as are

Despised in nativity.

Shall upon their children be.

—

With this field-dew consecrate,

Every fairy take his gate ;

And each several chamber bless,

Throui;h this palace, with sweet peace
;

E er shall it in safety rest,

And the owner of it blest.

Trip away

:

Make no stay :

Meet me all by break of day.

\Exeutit Obe. , TiTA., awa^ Train.

Fi'.ih. If we shadows have offended.

Think but this—and all is mended

—

That you have but slumber'd here

While these visions did appear.

And this weak and idle theme,

No more yielding but a dream,
Gentles, do not reprehend ;

If you pardon, we will mend-
And, as Em an honest Puck,

If we have unearned luck

Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue,

We will make amends ere long ;

Else the Puck a liar call

:

So, good night unto you all.

Give me your hands, if we be friends,

And Robin shall restore amends. \_Exit.
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ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Navarre. A Park, with a Palace
in it.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and
DUMAIN.

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their

lives,

Live register'd upon our brazen tombs.
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ;

When, spite of cormorant devouring time.

The endeavour of this present breath may buy
That honour which shall bate his scythe's keen

edge,

And make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave conquerors,—for so you are,

That war against your own affections.

And the huge army of the world's desires,

—

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force :

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ;

Oar court shall be a little Academe,
Still and contemplative in living art.

Vou three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville,
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes

Tliat are recorded in this schedule here :

\ our oaths are pass'd ; and now subscribe your
names.

That his own hand may strike his honour down
That violates the smallest branch herein :

If you are arm'd to do as sworn to do,
Subscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too.

i^ong. I am resolv'd ; lis but a three years'

fast:

The mind shall banquet though the body pine :

Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty Lits

Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the v/its.

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified:

The grosser manner of these world's delights

He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves:

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ;

With all these living in philosophy.

Biron. I can but say their protestation over;

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn,
That is, to live and study here three years.

But there are other strict observances :

As, not to see a woman in that term ;

Which I hope well is not enrolled there :

And one day in a week to touch no food.

And but one meal on every day beside ;

The which I hope is not enrolled there :

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night,

And not be seen to wink of all the day,

—

When I was wont to think no harm all night.

And make a dark night too of half the day,

—

Which I hope well is not enrolled there :

O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep ;

Not to see ladies—study—fast—not sleep.

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from
these. . [please ;

Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you
I only swore to study with your grace,

And stayhere in your court for three years' space.

Long. Vou swore to that, JBiron, and to the

rest. [jest.

—

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in

What is the end of study ? let me knov.'.

King. Why, that to Icnow which else we
should not know.
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Biron. Things hid and barr'd, you mean,
from common sense ?

King. Ay, thai is study's god-like recompense.

Biron. Come on, then, I will swear to study

so,

To know the thing I am forbid to know :

As thus,—to study where I well may dine.

When I to feast expressly am forbid ;

Or study where to meet some mistress fine.

When mistresses from common sense are hid :

Or, having sworn too-hard-a-keeping oath,

Study to break it, and not i)rcak my troth. -

If study's gain be thus, and this be so,

Study knows that which yet it doth not know :

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say no.

King. These be the slops that hinder study

quite,

And train our intellects to vain delight.

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that

most vain

Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain:

As painfully to prtre up 5n a book [while

To seek the light of truth ; while truth the

D>)th falsely blind the eyesight of his look :

Light, seekaig light, doth light of light beguile.

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies.

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes.

Study me how to please the eye indeed,

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ;

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed.

And give him light that it was blinded by.

Study is like the heaven's glorious sun.

That will not ba deep-search'd with saucy

looks ;

Small have continual plodders ever vvon,

Save base authority from others' books,

These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights.

That give a name to every fixed star.

Have no more profit of their shining nights

Than those that walk and wot not what they

are.

Too much to know is to know naught but fame

;

And every godfather can give a name.
King. How well he 's read, to reason against

reading !

Diiin. Proceeded well, to stop all good pro-

ceeding !

Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow
the weeding.

Biron. The spring is near, when green geese
are a-breeding.

Dam. How follows that ?

Biron. Fit in his place and time.

Dum. In reason nothing.

Birjn. Something then in rhyme.
Lmg. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost,

That bites the first-born infants of the spring.

Biron. Well, say I am ; why sliould proud
summer boast

Before the birds have any cause to sing ?

Why should I joy in an abo'-tive birth ?

.Vl Christmas I no more desire a rose

riian wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows;
But like of each thing that in season grows.
So you, to study now it is too late,

Climb o'er the house to unlock the little gate.

Kin^. Well, sit you out : go home, Biron :

adieu. [stay with you :

Biron. No, my good lord ; I have sworn to
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more
Than for that angel knowledge you can say,

Yet confident I '11 keep what I have swore,
And bide the penance of each three years' day.

(live me the paper, let me read the same ;

.•\nd to the strict'st decrees I '11 write my name.
King. How well this yielding rescues thee

from shame !

Biron. \rcads.\ Item, That no woman shall

come within a mile of my court.

-

And hath this been proclaim'd ?

Long. Four days ago.
Biron. Let 's see the penalty.

\ Reads. \
—On pain of losing her tongue.

Who devis'd this \

Long. Marry, that did I.

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ? [penalty.

Long. To fright them hence with that dread
Biron. A dangerous law against gentility.

\Reads.^ Item, If any man be seen to talk

zuith a woman within the term of three years,

he shall endure such public shame as the rest o/>

the court can possibly devise.—
This article, my liege, yourself must break ;

For well you know here comes in embassy
The French king's daughter, with yourself to

speak,

—

A maid of grace and complete majesty,

—

About surrender-up of Aquitain
To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father :

Therefore this article is made in vain.

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither.

King. What say )'ou, lords ? why, this was
quite forgot.

Biron. So study evermore is over-shot
;

While it doth study to have what it would.
It doth forget to do the thing it should :

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most,
"Tis won as towns with fire,—so won, so lost.

King. We must, of force, dispense with this

decree ;

She must lie here on mere necessity.

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn
Three thousand times within this three years'

space :
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For every man with his affects is born ;

Not by might master'd, but by special grace

:

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me,

I am forsworn on mere necessity.

—

So to the laws at large I write my name :

\^Subscribes.

And he that breaks them in the least degree

Stands in attainder of eternal shame.

Suggestions are to others as to me ;

But I believe, although I seem so loath ;

I am the last that will last keep his oath.

But is there no quick recreation granted ?

A'ing. Ah, that there is : our court, you know,
is haunted

With a refined traveller of Spain ;

A man in all the world's new fashion planted,

That hath a mint of phrases in his bram :

One whom the music of his own vain tongue

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony
;

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny :

This child of fancy, that Armado hight,

For interim to our studies, shall relate,

In high-born words, the worth of many a knight

From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I ;

But. I protest, I love to hear him lie.

And I will use him for my minstrelsy.

Bn on. Armado is a most illustrious wight,

A ni.an of fire-new words, fashion's own knight.

Long. Costard, the swain, and he shall be

our sport

;

And so to study—three years is but short.

Enter Dull with a letter, «««' Costard.

Dull. Which is the duke's own person ?

Biron. This, fellow ; what wouldst ?

DiilL I myself reprehend liis own person,

for I am liis grace's tharborough : but I would
see his own person in flesh and blood.

Biron. This is he.

Dull. Signior Arme—Arme—commends you.

There's villany abroad : this letter will tell you
more.

Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touch-

ing me.
King. A letter from the magnificent Armado.
Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope

in God for high words.

Long. A high hope for a low heaven : God
grant us patience !

Biron. To hear? or forbear laughing ?

Long. To hear rheekly, sir, and to laugh

moderately ; or to forbear both.

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give

us cause to climb in the merriness.

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning

Jaquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken
with the manner.

Biron. In what manner ?

Cost. In manner and form following, sir, all

those three : I was seen with her in the manor
house, sitting with her upon the form, and taken
following her into the park ; which, put together,
is in manner and form following. Now, sir, for
the manner,—it is the manner of a man to speak
to a woman : for the form,—in some form.

Biron. For tlie following, sir?

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction : and
God defend the right !

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ?

Biron. As we would hear an oracle.

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to

hearken after the flesh.

King. \_reads.\ Great deputy, the welkin's
vicegerent and sole dominator of Navarre, my
soul's earth's God and body's fostering patron,

—

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet.

King. \_reads.^ So it is,

—

Cost. It may be so : but if he say it is so, he
is, in telling true, but so so.

King. Peace !

Cost. —be to me, and every man that dares
not fight !

King. No words !

Cost. —of other men's secrets, I beseech you.
King, \_7-eads.] So it is, besieged with sable-

coloured melancholy, I did commend the bJack-

(ppressing humour to the most wholesome physic
of thy health-giving air; and, as I am a gentle-

man, betook myself to walk. The time when?
About the sixth hour ; when beasts most graze,

birds best peck, and men sit down to that nourish-

ment which is called supper : so much for the

time when. Now for the ground which ; which,
I mean, I walked upon ; it is ycleped thy paik.

Then for the place where ; where, I mean, I did

encounter that obscene and most preposterous

event that draweth from my snow-white pen the

ebon-coloured ink, which here thou viewest, be-

holdest, surveyest, or seest : but to the place

where,—it standeth north-north-east and by-

east from the west corner of thy curious-knotted

garden. There did J see that low-spirited

swain, that base minnow of thy mirth,

—

Cost. Me. [soul,

—

Ivin^. —that unlettered small-knowing
Cost. Me.
King. —that shallow vassal,

—

Cost. Still me. [tard,

—

A'ing. —which, as I remember, hight Cos-
Cost. O, me.
A'ing. —sorted and consorted, contrary to

thy established proclaimed edict and continent
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canon, with—with,—O, with—but wkh this 1

passion to say wherewith,

—

Cosi. With a wench.

/Cinff. —witha child of our grandmother Eve,

a. female ; or, for thy more sweel understanding,

a. woman. Ilim,—I as my ever esteemed duty

prirks me on, —have sent to thee, to receive the

meed of punishment, by thy sweet grace's

officer, Antony Dull, a man of good reinite,

carriage, hearing, and estimnlion.

/he//. Me, an 'i shall please you; I am
Antony Dull.

A7«^. [rcfu/.t.] Vo\ ]a([iienetla,—."io is the

weaker vessel called, which I apjiiehended with

the aloiesaid swain,— I keep hci as a vessel of

thy law's fury ; and shall, at the least of thy

sweet notice, hiing her to trial. Thine, in all

compliments of devoted and heart-burning heat

of duty, Don Adriano dk Armai>o.
Hiron. This is not so well as I looked for,

but the best ilnit ever 1 heard.

King. Ay, the best for the worst, HiU,

sirrah, what say you to this ?

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench.
King. Did you hear the prt)clamation ?

Cost. 1 do confess much of the hearing it,

but little of the marking of it.

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprison-

oient, to be taken with a wench.
Cost. I was taken with none, sir ; 1 was

taken with a daniosel.

King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel.
Cost. This Was no damosel neither, sir ; she

wa-s a virgin [virgin.

King. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed
Cost. If it were, I deny liei virginity ; I was

taken with a maid.
King. This maid will not serv'e your turn, sit.

Cost. This ni.iid will serve my turn, sir.

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence :

you shall fast a week with bran and water.

Cost. 1 had rather pray a moiUh witli mutton
and porridge.

47«4'. And Don Armado shall be your
keeper. -

M\' Lord Hiron, see him delivered over.

—

Ami go we, lords, to put in practice that

Which each to other liath so si rongly sworn.—
[E.xeiint KiNC, LoNG.,aw(/ 1">UM.

fiiron. I '11 lay my head toanygood man's hat.

These lint hsaud laws will prove an idle scorn.

—

Strrah, conv on.

Cost. I sutler for the trul h, sir : for tnie it is, I

was taken with Jaquenetla, and Jaquenetta is a
tiiiegirl ; and therel^ore, Wek\)me the sour cupof
pi.isprrity ! .Affliction may one day smile again,

und till then. Sit thee down, sorrow ! \Excunt.

Scene \\.—AnotIier part of t/u /''ark.

Enter ArwMADO and MOTH.

Artn. Boy, what sign is it when a man of
great spirit grows melancholy ?

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad.

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same
thing, dear imp.

iVotJi. No, no ; O lord, sir, no.

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and
melancholy, my tender juvenal ?

Moth,. By a familiar demonstration of the

working, my tough senior.

Arm. Why tough senior? why tough senior?

Moth. Why tender juvenal? why tender

)uvenal ?

Ann. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a con-

gruent epitheton appertaining to thy young
days, which we may nominate tender.

Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent

title to your old time, which we may name tough.

Ann. Pretty, and apt.

jMot/i. How mean you, sir ; I pretty, and my
saying apt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ?

Arm. Thou pretty, because little.

Moth. Little pretty, because little. WTiere-
fore apt ?

Ann. And therefore apt, because quick.

I\lot/i. Speak you this in my praise, master ?

Arm. In thy condign praise.

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise.

Arm. What, that an eel is ingenious ?

A/ot/i. That an eel is quick.

Arm. I do say thou art quick in answers :

thou heatest my blood.

Moth. I am answered, sir.

Arm. I love not to be crossed.

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary

;

crosses love not him. \.4sidc.

Arm. I have promised to study throe years

with the duke.

/\/ot/i. You may do it in an hour, sir.

Arm. Impo.ssible.

i\/oth. How many is one thrice told ?

Aim. I am ill at reckoning ; it fitteth the

spirit of a tapster. [sir.

i\/o!/i. You are a gentleman and a gamester,
.'Irm. I confess both,—they are both the

varnish of a complete man.
A/oth. Then, I am sure, you know how much

the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to.

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two.

A/oth. Wnich the base vulgar do call three.

Ann. True.
A/oth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study?

jS'ow here is three studied ere you'll tl.rice
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wink : and how easy it is to put years to the

word three, and study three years in two words,

the dancing horse will tell you.

Arm. A most fine figure !

Alo/k. To prove you a ciplier. {Aside.

Arm. I will hereupon confess I am in love :

and, as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in

love with a base wench. If drawing my sword

against the humour of affection would deliver

me from the reprobate thought of it, I would
take desire prisoner, and ransom him to any
French courtier for a new devised courtesy. I

think scorn to sigh ; methinks, I should out-

swear Cupid, Comfort me, boy : what great

men have been in love ?

Moth. Hercules, master.

Ann. Most sweet Hercules !—More author-

ity, dear boy, name more ; and, sweet my child,

let them be men of good repute and carriage.

Moth. Samson, master ; he was a man of good
carriage, great carriage,—for he carried the town-

gates on his back like a porter: and he was in

lo\-e.

.\n>i. O well-knit Samson ! strong-jointed

Samson ! I do excel thee in my rapier as much
as thou didst me in carrying gates. I am in

love too :—who was Samson's love, my dear

Moth ?

Moth. .\ woman, master.

Arm. C)f what complexion ?

Moth. Of ail the four, or the three, or the

two ; or one of the four.

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion.

Mo'h. Of the sea-water green, sir.

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ?

Moth. As I have read, sir : and the best of

them too.

Ann. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers
;

but to have a love of that colour, methinks
Samson had small reason for it. He surely

afiected her for her wit.

Moth. It v,'as so, sir ; for she had a green wit.

.4rm. My love is most immaculate white and
red.

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are

masked under such C'lours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father's wit and my mother's

tongue, assist me !

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most
pretty, and pathetical !

Moth. If she be made of w^hite and red.

Her faults will ne'er he known

;

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred,

And fears by pale white shown

:

Then if she fear, or be to blame.

By this you shall not know ;

For still her cheeks possess the same
Which native she doth owe.

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason

of white and red.

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the Knig
.ind the Beggar.

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a
ballad some three ages since : but, I think, n^NV

'tis not to be found; or, if it were, it wouid
neither serve for the writing nor the tune.

Arm. I will have the subject newly writ o'er,

that I may example my digression by soir.e

mighty precedent. Boy, I do love that coim-

tr\- girl that I took in the park with the rational

hind Costard : she deser^'es well.

Moth, To be whipped : and yet a better love

than my master. \Aside.

Arm. Sing, boy; my spirit grows heavy in

love. [lig'^t wench.

Moth. And that's great mai-vel, loving a
Arm. I say, sing.

.Moth. Forbear till this company be past.

Enter Dull, Costard, and jAQUENtiTTA.

DitU. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that y<iu

keep Costard safe: and you ^ui^^t let him take

no delight nor no penance; but 'a must ia-,t

three days a-week. For this damsel, I must
keep her at the park: she is allowed for the

day-woman. F"are you well. fMaui.

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.

—

Jaq. Man.
Arm. I will \isit thee at the lodge.

Jaq. That 's here by.

Arm. I know where it is situate.

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are !

Arm. I will tell thee wonders.

Ja(}. With that face?

Arm. 1 love thee.

Jaq. So I heard you say.

Arm. And so farewell.

Jaq. Fair weather after you !

Dull, Come, Jaquenetta, awa;.

.

[Exeunt Dull a;/;/ Ja^iuenetta.
Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences

ere ihuu be pardoned.

Cost. Well, sir, 1 hope, when I do it I shall

do it on a full stomach.
Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished.

Cost. I am more bound to you ihan your

fellows, for they are but lightly rewaraed.

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up.

Moth. Come, you transgressing sla\ e : away.

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir ; 1 will last,

being loose.

Moth. No, sir ; that were fast and loose : thou

shalt to prison.
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Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of

desolation that I have seen, some shall see

—

Moth. What shall some see ?

Cost. Nay, nothing. Master Moth, but what
they look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too

silent in their words ; and therefore I wiM say

nothing : I thank God I have as little patience

as another man ; and therefore I can be quiet.

{Exeunt MoTH a«(/ CosTAkD.
Ann. I do affect the very ground, which is

base, where her shoe, which is baser, guided by

ht-r foot, which is basest, doth tread. I shall be

forsworn, —which is a great argument of false-

hood,— if I love. And how can thai be true love

which is falsely attempted? Love is a familiar

;

love is a devil -. there is no evil angel but love.

Yet Samson was so tempted,—and he had an
e.vcellcnt strength : yet was Solomon so seduced,
—and he had a very good wit. Cupid's butt-shaft

is loo hard for Ilercules's club, and therefore too

much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. The first and
second cause will not serve my turn ; the passado
lie respects not, the duello he regards not : his

disgrace is to be called boy ; but his glory is to

subdue men. Adieu, valour ! rust, rapier ! be
still, drum ! for your manager is in love; yea,

he loveth. Assist me, some extern poraj god of

rhyme, for I am sure I shall turn sonneteer.

Iievise, wit ; write, pen ; for I am for whole
volumes in folio. \_Exit.

ACT n.

Scene L—Another part ofthe Park. A Pavi-
lion and Pent! at a distance,

fitter the Princess of France, Rosaline,
Maria, Katharine, Boyet, Lords, atid

other Attendants.

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dear-

est spirits :

Consider who the king your father sends ;

To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy

:

\'ourself, held precious in the world's esteem,

To parley with the sole inheritor

Of all perfections that a man nia)- owe.
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight
Than Aquitain,—a dowry for a queen.
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace

As nature was in making graces dear
When she did starve the general world beside.

And prodigally gave them all to you.

Prin. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though
but mean.

Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ',

Bi-auty is bought by judgment of the eye,

Kot utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues ;

I am less proud to hear you tell my wort 1

1

Than you much willing to be counted wise
In spending your wit in the praise of mine.
But now to task the tasker :—good Buyet,
\o\\ are not ignorant, all-telling fame
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath ma^ie a vow.
Till painful study shall out-wear three ycais
No woman may approach his silent court :

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course,

Before we enter his forbidden gates,

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf,

Bold of your worthiness, we single you
As our best-moving fair solicitor.

1 ell him the daughter of the King of France,

On serious business, craving quick despatch,

Importunes personal conference with his giace.

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend,

Like humbly-visag'd suitors, his high will.

Boyet. Broud of employment, willingly I go.

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is

so.

—

{Exit Boyet.
\Mio are the votaries, my loving lords,

Tliat are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke?
I Lord. Longaville is one.

Prin. Know you the man ?

Mar. I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast,

Between Lord I'erigort and the beauteous heii

Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnized

In Normandy, saw I this Longa\ ille :

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd ;

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms

:

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well.

The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss.

—

If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,—

Is a sharp wit matched with too blunt a will ;

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still

wills

It should none spare that come within his power.

Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; is 't

so?
Mar. They say so most that most his humours

know.
prin. Such short-liv'd wits do wither as they

grow.
Who are the rest ? [youth,

Kath. TheyoungDumain,awell-accomplish"d
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd :

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill;

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good.

And shape to win grace though he had no wit.

I saw him at the Duke Alencon's once ;

And much too liille of that good I saw
Is my report to his great worthiness.

Ros. Another of these students at that time

Was there with him : if I have heard a truth,

Biron they call him ; but a merrier man,
Within the limit of becoming mirth.
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I never spent an hour's talk withal

:

His eye begets occasion for his wit

:

For every object that the one doth catch,

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest

;

Which his fair tongue—conceit's expositor

—

Delivers in such apt and gracious words

That aged ears play truant at his tales,

And younger hearings are quite ravished

;

So sweet and voluble is his discourse.

Prin. God bless my ladies ! are they all in love,

That every one her own hath garnished

With such bedecking ornaments of praise?

Mar. Here comes Boyet.

Re-enter BOYET.

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord?

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair ap-

proach
;

And he and his competitors in oath
Were all address'd to meet you, gentle lady.

Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt,

—

He rather means to lodge you in the field,

Like one that comes here to besiege his court.

Than seek a dispensation for his oath,

To let you enter his unpeopled house.

Here comes Navarre. [ The Ladies niask.

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron,
and Attendants.

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of

Navarre.
Prin. Fair, I give you back again ; and wel-

come I have not yet : the roof of this court is too

high to be yours ; and welcome to the wide fields

too base to be mine. [court.

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my
Prin. I will be welcome then ; conduct me

thither. [oath.

Hear me, dear lady,—I have sworn an
Our lady help my lord ! he '11 be for-

sworn, [will.

Not for the world, fair madam, by my
Prin. Why, will shall break it ; will, and no-

thing else.

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my Icrd so, his ignorance were
wise.

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance.
I hear your grace hath sworn-out housekeeping

:

'Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord,

And sin to break it:

But pardon me, I am too sudden bold

;

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me.
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming,
And suddenly resolve me in my suit.

\Gives 6 [paper.
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may.

King.
Prin.

Ki

Prin. You will the sooner that I were away

;

For you'll prove perjur'd if you make nie stay.

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant
once?

Rot. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once?
Biron. I know you did.

Ros. How needless was it then
To ask the question !

Biron. You must not be so quick.

Ros. 'Tis 'long of you, that spur me with such
questions.

Biron. Your wit 's too hot, it speeds too fast,

'twill tire.

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire.

Biron. What time o' day?
Ros. The hour that fools should ask.

Biron. Now fair befall your mask !

Ros. Fair fall the face it covers !

Biron. And send you many lovers

!

Ros. Amen, so you be none.
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone.
King. Madam, your father here doth intimate

The payment of a hundred thousand crowns;
Being but the one-half of an entire sum
Disbufi'sed by my father in his wars.

IJut say that he or we,—as neither have,

—

Receiv'd that sum, yet there remains un]xiid

A hundred thousand more; in surety of the

which,

One part of Aquitain is bound to us.

Although not valued to the money's worth.

If, then, the king your father will restore

But that one-half which is unsatisfied,

We will give up our right in Aquitain,

And hold fair friendship with his majesty.

But that, it seems, he little purposeth.

For here he doth demand to have repaid

An hundred thousand crowns; andnot demands,
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns.

To have his title live in Aquitain

;

Which we much rather had depart withal,

And have the money by our father lent.

Than Atjistain so gelded as it is.

Dear princess, were not his requests so far

From reason's yielding, your fair self should make
.\ 3'ielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast,

And go well satisfied to France again.

Prin. You do the king my father too much
wrong.

And wrong the reputation of your name,
In so unseeming to confess receipt

Of that which ha<h so faithfully been paid.

King. I do protest I never heard of it;

And if you prove it, I '11 repay it back,

Or yield up Aquitain.

Prin. We arrest your word :

—

Boyet, you can produce acquittances
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For such a sum from special officers

Of Charles his father.

King. Satisfy me so. [come,

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is not

Where that and other specialties are bound ;

To-morrow you shall have a sight of them.

King. It shall suffice me ; at which interview

All liberal reason I will yield unto.

l^Ieantime receive such welcome at my hand ,

As honour, without breach ol honour, may
Make tender of to thy true worthiness :

\\)u may not come, fair princess, in my gates
;

l')'.it here without you shall be so receiv'd

As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart,

1 hough so denied fair harbour in my house.

^ our own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell:

To-morrow shall we visit you again.

i'rin. Sweet health and fair desires consort

your grace

!

[place!

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every

yExcuiU King and his Train.

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own
heart.

Ros. Pray you, do my commendations; 1

would be glad to see it.

Biron. I would you heard it groan.

Ros. Is the fool sick?

Biron. Sick at heart.

Kos. Alack, let it blood.

Biron. Would that do it good?
Kos. My physic says ay.

Biron. Will you prick 't witli your eye?
J\os. No poynf, with my knife.

Biron. Now, God save thy life !

Ros. And yours from long living !

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving.

\^Retiring.

Duin. Sir, I pray you, a word ! what lady is

that same?
Boyet. The heir of Alen^on, Katharine her

name.
Duin. A gallant Lady! Monsieur, fare you well.

\_Exit.

Long. I beseech you a word : what is she in

the white? [the light.

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in

Long. Perchance, light in the liglit. I desire
her name.

Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire
that were a shame.

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter?
Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard.
Long. God's blessing on your beard !

Boyet. Good sir, be not offended :

Sic is an heir of Falconbridge.
Long. Nay, my choler is ended.

Sae is a m<.>st sweet lady.

Boyet. Not unlike, sir : that may be.

\^Exit Long.
Biron. What 's her name in the cap?
Boyet. Rosaline, by good hap.

Biron. Is she wcdtied or no ?

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so.

Biron. You are welcome, sir : adieu ! [you.

Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to

\^Exit Biron.—Ladies unmask.
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap

lord ;

Not a word with him but a jest.

Boyet. And every jest but a word.
Prin. It was well done of you to take him at

his word. [board.

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple as he was to

Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry !

Boyci. And wherefore not ships?

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your
lips. [finish the jest ?

y)/(zr. You sheep and I pasture : shall that

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me.

[ Offering to kiss her.

Mar, Not so, gentle beast

;

My lips are no common, though several they be.

Boyet. Belonging to whom ?

Mai: To my fortunes and me.
Prin. Good wits will be jangling : but,

gentles, agree :

The civil war of wits were much better used
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis

abus'd. [lies,

—

Boyet. Ifmy observation,—which verj' seldom
By the heart's still rhetoric disclos'd with eyes,

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.

Prin. With what? [affected.

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle

Prin. \'our reason ? [retire

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their

I'o the court of his eye, peeping thorough de-

sire :

His heart, like an agate, with your print im-

piess'd,

Proud with his form, in his eye pride express'd :

His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see,

Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be ;

All senses to that sense did make their repair,

To feel only looking on fairest of fair:

Methought all his senses were lock'd in his eye,

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ;

WTio, tend' ring their own worth from where they

were glass'd,

Did point you to bu)- them, along as 5'ou pas«'d.

His face's own margent did quote such ama7es
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes

:

I '11 give you Aquitain, and all that is his.

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss.
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Prin. Come to our pavilion : Boyet is dis-

pos'd

—

[eye hath disclos'd :

P.oyet. But to speak that in words whicli his

I o\i\y have made a mouth of his eye,

Ily adding a tongue which I know will not lie.

Kos. Thou art an old love- monger, and
speak'st skilfully. [news of him.

Mar, lie is Cupid's grandfather, and learns

Ros. Then was Venus like her mother ; lor

her father is but grim.

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ?

Mar. No.
Boyet. WTiat, then ; do you see ?

Kos. Ay, our way to be gone.

Boyet. You are too hard for me.
\Exatfit.

ACT in.

Scene L—A part of the Park.

Enter Armado and Moth.
A>'m. W'arble, child ; make passionate my

sense of hearing.

t\Iolh. CoucoUnel \Singing.

Arm. Sweet air !—Go, tenderness of years !

take this key, give enlargement to the swain,

bring him festinately hither ; I must employ him
in a letter to my love.

RIoth. Master, will you win your love wiih a

French brawl ?

Ann. How mean'st thou ? brawl ing in Frencl 1 i

Moth. No, my complete master: but to jig

off a tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with
your feet, humour it with turning up your eye-

lids ; sigh a note and sing a note ; sometime
through the throat, as ifyou swallowed love with
singing love ; sometime through the nose, as if

you snuffed up love by smelling love ; with your
hat penthouse-like, o'er the shop of your eyes ;

with your arms crossed on your thin belly-

douJjlet, like a rabbit on a spit ; or your hands
in your pocket, like a man after the old paint-

ing ; and keep not too long in one tune, but a
snip and away. These are complements, these

are humours ; these Ijetray nice wenches—that

would be betrayed without these ; and make
them men of note,—do you note me?—that most
are affected to these. [ence ?

Artn. How hast thou purchased this experi-

Moth. By my penny of observation.

Ann. But O,—but O—
Moth. —the hobby-horse is forgot.

Arm. Callest thou my love hobby-horse ?

Moih. No, master; the hobby-horse is but a

colt, and your love perhaps a hackney. But have

you forgot your love?

Arm. Almost I had.

Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart.

Arm. By heart and in heart, boy.

Moth. And out of heart, master: all those
three I will prove.

Arm. What wilt thou prove?
Moth. A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and

without, upon the instant : l^y heart you love
her, because your heart cannot come by licr; in

heart you love her, because your heart is in love

with her; and out of heart you love her, biii'.g

out of heart tliat you cannot enjoy her.

Arm. I am all these three.

Moth. And three times as much more, and
yet nothing at all.

Arm. Fetch hither the swain; he must cany
me a letter.

Moth. A message well sympathized; a horse
to be ambassador for an ass

!

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ?

Moth. Marr}', sir, you must send the nss upon
he horse, for he is very sluw-gaited. But I j^o.

.4rm. The way is but short : away.
Moth. As swift as lead, sir.

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious?
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow?

Moth. Miuim'e, honest master ; or rather,

master, no.

Arm. I say lead is slow.

Moth. You are t0() swift, sir, to say so

:

Is that lead slow which is fired from a gun ?

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! [he :

—

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that 's

I shoot thee at the swain.
Moth. Thump, then, and I flee.

[Exit.
Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and

free of grace ! [face

:

By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy
Alost rude melancholy, valour gi\es ihce place.

My herald is retiirn'd.

Re-enter MoTH with Costard.

Moth. A wonder, master; here 's a Costa ul

broken in a shin.

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come,

—

thy I^envoy ;—begin.

Cost. No egma, no riddle, no Veuvoy ;—no
salve in the mail, sir: O, sir, plantain, a phtin

plantain ; no !\'nvoy, no t^envoy, no salve, sir,

but a plantain !

Arm. By virtue thou enforces! laughter ; thy
silly thought, my spleen ; the heaving of my
lungs provokes me to ridiculous smiling: O,
l-wrdon me, my stars ! Doth the inconsiderate

take salve for reitvoy, and the word Penvoy for

a salve ? \/^e)t7'oy a salve ?

Moth. Do the wise think them other? is not
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nrin. No, pajje : il is an epilogue or dis-

course, to make plain [sain.

S )inc obscure precedence that hath tofore been
1 will example it

:

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee
Were still at odds, being but three.

There's the moral. Now the /'ifM&oj. [again.

Moth. I will add the renvoy. Say the moral

Ann. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee
Were still at odds, being but three:

iMolh. Until liie goose came out of door,

And slay'd the odds by adding four.

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow

wuh my Venvoy.

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee,
Were still at odds, being but three

:

Ann. Until the goose came out of door.

Staying the odds by adding four.

Mo!h. A good Pemioy, ending in the goose ;

Would you desire more?
Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a

goose, that 's flat :

—

[fat. —
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be

To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and
loose

:

Let me see a fat Penvoy ; ay, that 's a fat goose.

-Irrn. Come hither, come hither. How did

this argument begin?
Molh. By saying that a Costard was broken in

a shin.

TlT^n call'd you for the Penvoy.
Cost. Trae, and I for a plantain : thus came

your argument in ; [bought

;

Then the boy's fat Vemwy, the goose that you
And he ended the market.

Ar)iu But tell me; how was there a Costard
broken in a shin ?

Moth. I will tell you sensibly.

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Molh ; I

will speak that fenvoy.
I, Costard, running out, that was safely within.

Fell over the threshold and broke my shin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.
Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin.

Ann. Sirrah, Costard, I will enfranchise thee.

Cost. O, marry me to one Frances;— I smc!!

some renvoy, some goose in this.

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean setting thee
at liberty, enfreedoming thy person ; thou wert
immured, restrained, captivated, bound.

Cost. True, true ; and now you will be my
purgation, and let me loose.

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from
durance; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee

nothing but this:—bear this significant to the

roiintrymaid faqucnetta: there is remuneration
[giving him money] ; for the best ward of mine

honour is rewarding my dependents. Moth,
follow. \_Ejxit.

Moth. Like the sequel, L—Signior Costard,
adieu.

Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh ! my in-

cony Jew

!

{E.xit Moth.
Now will I look to his remuneration. Remun-
eration ! O, that 's the Latin word for three

farthings: three farthings — remuneration.

—

IVhat^s the price of this inkle?—A penny.—
No, 1 Ulgiveyou a rennmeralion : wh.y, it carries

it.—Remuneration!—why, it is a fairer name
than PVench crown. I will never buy and sell

out of this word.

Enter BiRON.

Biron. O, my good knave Costard ! exceed-

ingly well met.

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation

ribbon may a man buy for a remuneration?

Biron. What is a remuneration?
Cost. Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. [silk.

Biron. O, why then, three-farthings-worth oi

Cost. I thank your worship: God be with

you

!

Biron. O, stay, slave; I must employ thee-.

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave,

Do one thing for me that I shall entreat.

Cost. When would you have it done, sir?

Biron. O, this afternoon.

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir: fare you well.

Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is.

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it.

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first.

Cost. I will come to your worship to-morrow
morning.

Biron. It must be done this afternoon.

Hark, slave, it is but this;

—

The princess comes to hunt here in the park.

And in her train there is a gentle lady

;

\Mien tongues speak sweetly, then they name
her name.

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her

;

And to her white hand see thou do commend
This seal'd-up counsel. There 's thy guerdon

;

go. {^Givcs kim money.
Cost. Gardon,—O sweet gardon ! better than

remuneration ; elevenpence farthing better

:

most sweet gardon !— I will do it, sir, in print.

—Gardon—remuneration. [Exit.

Biron. O !—and I, forsooth, in love ! I, that

have been love's whip ;

A very beadle to a humorous sigh ;

A critic ; nay, a night-watch constable

;

A domineering pedant o'er the boy.
Than whom no mortal so magnificent

!

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy.
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This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid :

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms,

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans,

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents.

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces,

Sole imperator, and great general

Of trotting paritors : O my little heart !

—

And I to be a corporal of his field,

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop I

What ! I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife !

A woman, that is like a German clock,

Still a-repairing ; ever out of frame ;

And never going aright, being a watch.

But being vvatch'd that it may still go right

!

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all ;

And, among three, to love the worst of all

;

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow,

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes ;

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed,

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard :

And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her !

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague

That Cupid will impose for my neglect

Of his almighty dreadful little might.

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, watch.
groan ;

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan.
\_Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene L—A part of the Park.

Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maria,
Katharine, Boyet, Lords, Attendants,

and a Forester.

Prin. Was that the king that spurr'd his horse

so hard

Against the steep uprising of the hill ?

Boyet. I know not ; but I think it was not he.

Prin. Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mount-
ing rr>ind.

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch ;

On Saturday we will return to France.—
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush
That we must stand and play the murderer in ?

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder cop-

pice;

A stand where you may make the fairest shoot.

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot.

And thereupon thou speak'st the fairest shoot.

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so.

Prin. What, what ? first praise me, and
again say no ?

O short-liv'd pride ! Not fair ? alack for woe !

For. Yes, madam, fair.

Prin'. Nay, never paint m-e bow ;

Wliere fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true ;

l^Giving him money.
Fair payment for foid words is more than due.

For. Nothing but fair is that wiiich you in-

herit, [merit.
Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by

O heresy in fair, fit for these days ! [praise.

—

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair

But come, the bow :—now mercy goes to kill,

And shooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot

:

Not wounding, pity would not let me do't;
If wounding, then it was to show my skill.

That more for praise than purpose meant to kill.

.\nd, out of question, so it is sometimes,

—

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes ; [part,

When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward
We bend to that the working of the heart :

As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill [ill.

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no
Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-

sovereignty

Only for praise' sake, when they strive to be
Lords o'er their lords ? [afford

Prin. Only for praise : and praise we may
To any lady that subdues a lord.

Here comes a member of the commonwealth.

Enter Costard.

Cost. God dig-you-den all ! Pray you, which
is the head-lady ? [that have no heads.

Prin. Thou shalt knovF her, fellow, by the rest

Cost. Which is tlie greatest lady, the highest?

Prin. The thickest and the tallest.

Cost. The thickest and the tallest ! it is so

;

truth is truth. [wit.

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my
One of these maids' girdles for your waist should

be fit. [est here.

Are not you the chief woman? you are the thick-

Prin. What 's your will, sir? what 's your
will? [one Lady Rosaline.

Cost. I have a letter from Monsieur Biron, to

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he 's a good
friend of mine : [carve ;

Stand aside, good bearer.— Boyet, you can
Break up this capon.

Boyet. I am bound to serve.

—

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ;

It is writ to Jaquenetta.
Prin. We will read it, I swear

:

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give

ear.

Boyet. {^reads.'l By heaven, that thou art fair

is most infallible; true that thou art beauteous;

truth itself that thou art lovely. More fairer than

G 2



202 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. [act IV.

fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer than truth

itself: have commiseration on thy heroical

vassal ! The magnanimous and most illustrious

king Cophehta set eye upon the pernicious and
iiidubitate beggar Zenelophon ; and he it was
that might rightly say, veui, vidi, vici ; whiclj to

anatomize in the vulgar,—O base and obscure

vulgar !

—

videlicet^ he came, saw, and overcame

:

he came one ; saw two ; overcame three. Who
came? the king : why did he come? to see : why
did he see? to overcome: to whom came he? to

the beggar: what saw he? the beggar: who
overcame he? the beggar. The conclusion is

victory; on whose side? the king's: the cap-

tive is enriched; on whose side? the beggar's:

the catastrophe is a nuptial; on whose side?

the king's?—no on both in one, or one in both.

I am the kivig ; for so stands the comparison

:

thou the beggar ; for so witnesseth thy lowliness.

Shall I command thy love? I may: shall I en-

force thy love ? I could: shall I entreat thy love?

I will. What shalt thou exchange for rags?

robes : for tittles ? titles : for thyself? me.
Thus, expecting thy reply, I profane my lips on
tliy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart

on thy every part.

Thine in the dearest design of industry,

Don Adriano de Armado.
Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar

'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his

prey;
Submissive fall his princely feet before,

And he from forage will incline to play

:

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then?
Fjod for his rage, repasture for his den.

Prin. What plume of feathers is he that in-

dited this letter?

VvHiat vane? what weather-cock? did you ever

hear better?

Boyet. I am much deceiv'd but I remember
the style. [erewhile.

Prin. Else 3'our memory is bad, going o'er it

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps
here in co rt

;

[sport

A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes
To the prince and his book-mates.

PHyi. Thou fellow, a word

:

Who gave thee this letter?

Cost. I told you ; my lord.

Prin. To \7h0m shouldst thou give it ?

Cost. From my lord to my lady.

Piin. From which lord to which lady?
Cost. From my Lord Biron, a good master of

mine.
To a lady of France that he call'd Rosaline.

Prin. Thou hast mistaken this letter. Come,
lords, away.

Here, sweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another

. d.ay. [Exeunt Princess and Train.

Boyet. Who is the shooter? who is the shooter?

Kos. Shall I teach you to know?
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.

Ros. ^T^y> she that bears the bow.
Finely put off! [thou marr)-,

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, if

Hang me by the neck if horns that year mis-
carry.

Finely put on

!

I\os. Well then, I am the shooter.

Boyet. And who is your deer?
Ros. If we choose by the horns, yourself:

come near.

Finely put on indeed !

—

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and
she strikes at the brow. [her now ?

Boyet. But she herself is hit lower : have I hit

Kos. Shall I come upon thee with an old say-

ing, that was a man when King Pepin of France
was a little boy, as touching the hit it?

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old,

that was a woman when Queen Guinever of
Britain was a little wench, as touching the hit it.

\Singing.

Ros. Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it.

Thou canst not hit it, my good man,
Boyet. An I cannot, cannot, ca>inot,

An I cannot, another can.

\_Exeunt Ros. and Kath.
Cost. By my troth, most pleasant ! how both

did fit it

!

ATar. A mark marvellous well shot ; for they
both did hit it.

Boyet. A mark ! O, mark but that mark ! A
mark, says my lady! [it may be.

Let the mark have a prick in 't, to mete at, if

A/ar. Wide o' the bow-hand ! I' faith your
hand is out.

Cost. Indeed, 'a must shoot nearer, or he'll

ne'er hit the clout.

Boyet. And if my hand be out, then belike

your hand is in. [the pin.

Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving

Mar, Come, come, you talk greasily, your

lips grow foul.

Cost. She' too hard for you at pricks, sir;

challenge her to bowl.

Boyet. I f..ar too much rubbing
; good-night,

my good owl.

[Exeunt Boyet and MARIA.
Cost. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple

clown! [down!
Lord, lord ! how the ladies and I have put him
O' my troth, most sw«et jests! most incony

vulgar wit!
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When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as

it were, so fit.

Armador o' the one side,—O, a most dainty

man ! [fan

!

To see him walk before a lady and to bear her

To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly

'a will swear !

—

And his page o' t'other side, that handful of wit

!

Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit

!

Sola, sola

!

{^Shouliitg within.

[Exii Costard running.

Scene W.—Anotlurpari of tlie Park.

Enter II01.OFERNES, Sir NATHANIEL, and
Dull.

Natli. Very reverend sport, truly; and done
in the testimony of a good conscience.

Hoi. The deer was, as you know, sanguis,—
in blood ; ripe as a pomewater, who now hang-

eth like a jewel in the ear of calo,—the sky, the

V. L-lkin, the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab

ta the face of terra,—the soil, the land, the

e.irth.

j\atli. Truly, Master Holofernes, the epithets

:;re sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least<

i it, sir, I assure ye it was a buck of the first

Ir.ad.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, hand credo.

Dull. 'Twasnoi a liaudcredo; 'twas a pricket.

Hoi. Must barbarous intimation ! yet a kind

t f insinuation, as it were, in vta, in way, of

t plication ; facere, as it were, replication,

( i, rather, ostenlare, to sliow, as it were, his

iMilination,—after his undressed, unpolished,
uneducated, unpmncd, untrained, or, rather,

unlettered, or, ratherest, unconfirmed fashion,

—

V> insert again my haud credo for a deer.

Dull. I said the deer was not a hand credo

;

'twas a pricket.

Hoi. Twice sod simplicity, bis cactus !-

O thou monster Ignorance, how deformed dost
thou look

!

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties

that are bred in a book ;

He hath not eat paper, as it were ; he hath not

drunk ink ; his intellect is not replenished ; he
is only an animal, only sensible in llie duller

parts

;

And such barren plants are set before us that

we thankful should be,

—

Which we of taste and feeling are,—for those

parts that do fructify in us more than he.

For as it would ill become me to be vain, in-

discreet, or a fool.

So, were there a patch .set on learning, to see

him in a school

:

But, oinne bene, say I ; being of an old father's

mind, \wind.
Many can brook the weather that love not the

Dull, You two are book -men : can you tell

by your wit
\Miat was a month old at Cain's birth that 's not

five weeks old as yet ?

Hoi. Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictynna,
good man Dull.

Dull. What is Dictynna ?

A'uth. A title to riioebe, to Luna, to the moon.
Hoi. The moon was a month old when Adam

was no more, [five-score.

And raught not to five weeks when he came to

The allusion holds in tlie exchange.
Dull. 'Tis tnie indeed ; the collusion holds

in f'le exchange.
Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say th.e

allusion holds in the exchange.
Dull. And I say the pollusion holds in tl e

exchange; for the moon is never but a nu.nih
old : and I .say beside, tliat 'twas a pricket that

the orincess killed.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extem-
poral epitaph on the death of the deer? and, to

humour the ignorant, I have called the deer tl.e

princess killed a pricket.

Nath. Ferge, good Master Holofernes, /f/;^r;

so it shall please you -to abrogate scurrility.

Hoi. I will something affect the letter ; fur

it argues facility.

The praiseful princess pierc'd and piick'd a

prett)' pleasing pricket ;

Some say a sore ; b\it not a sore, till m.w
made sore with shooting.

The dogs did yell
;

put 1 to sore, then sorel

jumps from thicket

;

[a-hooting.

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel ; the people fall

If sore be sore, then 1 to sore makes fifty sores

;

O sore 1 ! [one more I.

Of one sore I an hundred make by adding but

Nath. A rare talent !

Dn/l. If a talent be a claw, look hiAv he

claws him with a talent.

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple

;

a foolish extravagant spirit, full of foniis,

figures, shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions,

motions, revolutions : these are begot in the

ventricle of memon,', nourished in the womb of

/>ia mater, and delivered upon the mellowing

of occasion. But the gift is good in those in

whi;m it is acute, and I am thankful for it.

A'ath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you ; and

so may my parishioners ; for their sons are well

tutored by you, and their daughters profit vei^

greatl)' under you : you are a good member of

tlie couuuouwealth.
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llol. Mehercli, if their sons be ingenious,

they shall want no iivstruction : if their daughters

be capable, I will put it to them : hut, vir

sapit qui patica loquitur : a soul feminine salut-

etn us.

E7iter Jaquenetta and Costard.

Jaq. God give you good-morrow, master

person.

Hoi. Master person,

—

quasi pers-on. Af»d

if one should be pierced, which is flie one?
Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is

likest to a hogshead.
Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre

of conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a

flint, pearl enough for a swine; 'tis pretty; it is

well.

Jaq. Good master person, be so good as

read me this letter ; it was given me by Costard,

and sent mc from Don Armado: I beseech you,

read it.

Hoi. Fausie, prccorgclida quando pecus omne
sub umbnl [Mantuan

!

Kitininat,—and so forth. Ah, good old

I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of

Venice

:

Vinegia, Vinegia,

Chi lion te vede, d non te pregia.

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan ! who under-

standeth thee not, loves thee not?

—

Ut, re, sol,

la, mi, fa.—Under pardon, sir, what are the

contents? or rather, as Horace says in his

—

What, my soul, verses?

Natk. Ay, sir, and very learned.

Hoi. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse

;

Lege, do/nine.

Nath. [reads.] If love make me forsworn,

bow sliall I swear to love ? [vow'd !

Ah, never faith could hold if not to beauty
Tliough to myself forsworn, to thee I '11 faith-

ful prove;

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee

like osiers bow'd.

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book
thine eyes

;

Wliere all those pleasures live that art

would comprehend:
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee

shall suffice; [thee commend:
Well learned is that tongue that well can

All ignorant that soul that sees thee without

wonder,

—

Wliich is to me some praise that I thy

parts admire,

—

Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his

dreadful thunder, [sweet fire.

Which, not to anger bent, is music and

Celestial as thou art, O pardon, love, this

wrong.
That sings heaven's praise with such an

earthly tongue.

Hoi. You find not the apostrophes, and so

miss the accent : let me supervise the canzonet.

Here are only numl)ers ratified; but, for the

elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poesy,

earel. Ovidius Naso was the man : and why,
indeed, Naso; but for smelling out the oderi-

ferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention ?

Iinitari is nothing: so doth the hound his

master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse his

rider. But damosella virgin, was this directed

ta you ?

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one
of the strange queen's lords.

Hoi. I will overglance the superscript.

To the snow-white hand of the most beauteous

Lady /Rosaline.

I will look again on the intellect of the letter,

for the nomination of the party writing to the

person written unto:
Your Ladyship s in all desired employment,

BiRON.
Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries

with the king; and here he hath framed a

letter to a sequent of the stranger queen's,

which accidentally, or by the way of pro-

gression, hath miscarried.—Trip and go, my
sweet; deliver this paper into the royal hand of

the king; it may concern much. Stay not thy

compliment; I forgive thy duty: adieu.

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me.—Sir, God
save your life

!

Cost. Have with thee, my girl.

[Exeunt CosT. and Jaq.
Hath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of

God, very religiously; and, as a certain father

saith

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father ; I do fear

colourable colours. But to return to the verses:

did they please you, Sir Nathaniel ?

Hath. Marvellous well for the pen.

//ol. I do dine to-day at the father's of a

certain pupil of mine ; where if, before repast,

it shall please you to gratify the table with a

grace, I will, on my privilege I have with the

parents of the foresaid child or pupil, under-

take your ben venulo ; where I will prove those

verses to be very unlearned, neither savouring

of poetry, wit, nor invention: I beseech your

society.

Hath. And thank you too : for society, saith

the text, is the happiness of life.

//ol. And certes, the text most infallibly

concludes it.—Sir [to Dull], I do invite you
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too; you shall not say me nay: pauca verba.

Away ; the gentles are at their game, aiul we
will to our recreation. {^Exeunt.

Scene \\\.—Another pari of the Park.

Enter BiRON, with a paper.

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer; I

am coursing myself: they have pitched a toil

;

I am toiling in a pitch,—pitch that defiles:

defile ! a foul word. Well, sit thee down,
sorrow! for so they say the fool said, and so

say I, and I the fool. Well proved, wit ! By
the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax: it kills

sheep; it kills me, I a sheep: well proved
again on my side-! I will not love : if I do,
hang me; i' faith, I will not. O, but her eye,

^by this light, but for her eye I would not

love her ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do
nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my
throat. By heaven, I do love: and it halli

taught me to rhyme, and to be melanchoh ;

and here is part of my rhyme, and here m)
melancholy. Well, .she hath one o' my sonnets
already ; the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and
the lady hath it: sweet clown, sweeter fool,

sweetest lady ! By the world, I would not care
a pin if the other three were in. Here comes
one with a paper ; God give him grace to

groan. [GV/j- itp into a tree.

Enter the Kim;, li'ith a paper.

Is^ing. Ah me !

Biron. \aside.'\ Shot, by heaven !— I'rocecd,

sweet Cupid ; thou hast thumped him with thy
bird-bolt under the left pap;— I' faith, secrets.

—

King. \7-eads.'\ So sweet a kiss the golden sun
gives not

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose.

As thy eyebeams, when their fresh rays have
smote [flows:

The night of dew that on my cheeks down
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright
Through the transparent bosom of the deep.

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light:

Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep

;

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee

;

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe.
Do but behold the tears that swell in me,
And they thy glory through my grief will show:

But do not love thyself; then thou v/ilt keep
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep.
O queen of queens, how far dost thou e.xcel

!

No thought can think nor tongue of mortal tell.

—

How shaU she know my griefs? I'll drop the

paper

;

bweet leaves, shade folly. V\Tioishecomes here?

\_Steps aside.

Entei LONGAVILI.E, 2L'/th a paper.

WTifrt, Longaville ; and reading! listen, car.

Biron. Now, in thy likencs.s, one m<iic f>,.il,

appear! [./-/,/<?.

Long. Ah me ! I am forsworn.
Biron. Why, he comes in like a jicrjure,

wearing papers. [Aside.
A'ing. In love, I hope: swcel fellowship in

shame! [Aside.
Biron. One drunkard loves another of the

name. [Aside.

Long. Am I theflrst that havebeen jjcrjur'd so?
Biron. [aside.'\ I could put thee in comfort;

not by two that I know :

Thou mak'st the triumviry, the corner ca|> (jf

society.

The shape of Love's Tyburn that hruirs up
simplicity.

Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power
to move :- •

O sweet Maria, empress of my love !

These numbers will I tear and write in prose.

Biron. [aside.'] O, rhymes are guaids on
wanton Cupid's hose

:

Disfigure ncjt his slop.

Long. This same shall go.

—

[LLe reads the sonnet.

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye,—
'Gainst whom the world cannot hold argu-

ment,

—

Persuade my heart to this false perjury?
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment.

A woman I forswore: but I will prove.

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee;
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love

;

Thygracebeinggain'd curesall disgrace in me.
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is:

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost
shine,

Exhal'st this vapour vow; in thee it is:

If broken, then it is no fault of mine:
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise
To lose an oath to win a paradise?

Biron. [aside.] This is the liver vein, which
makes flesh a deity,

A green goose a goddess: pure, pure idolatiy.

God amend us, God amend! we are nunh out

o' the way.
Long. By whom shall I seiid this?— ('{^m-

pany ! stay. [Stepping aside.

Biron. [aside.] All hid, all hid, an old inlant

play.

Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky,

And wretched fools' secrets heedfully o'cr-cye.

More sacks to the mill ! O heavens, 1 have my
wish I
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Enter DUMAIN, with a paper.

Dumain Iransform'd : four woodcocks in a dish !

Ditm. O most divine iCate !

Biron. O most profane coxcomb

!

\^Aside.

Diim. By heaven, the wonder ofa mortal eye !

Biiun. By earth, she is but corporal: there

you lie. {Aside.

Diiin. Her amber hairs for foul have amber
quoted.

Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well

noted. [Aside.

D'im. As upright as the cedar.

Biion. Stoop, I say

:

Ilcr slioulder is with child. [Aside.

Dion. A^ lair as day.

Biron. Ay, as some days; but then no sun

nuisi shine. [Aside.

Diim. O that I had my wish \

Long. And I had mine !

[Aside.

King. Atid I mmc too, good Lord \ [Aside.

Biron. Amen, so I had mine: is not that a

good word? [Aside.

Dum. I would forget her ; but a fever she

Reigns in iny blood, and will remember'd be.

Biron. A fever in your blood? why, then

incision

Would let her out in saucers : sweet misprision

!

[Aside.

Diiin. Once more I '11 read the ode that I

have writ.

Bi/ on. Once more I '11 mark how love can

vaiy wit. [Aside.

Dam. ^reads.'X On a day,—alack the day !

Love, whose month is ever May,
Spied a blossom passing fair

IMaying in the wanton air;

Through tlie velvet leaves the wind
All unseen, can passage find;

That the lover, sick to death,

Wish'd himself the heaven's breath.

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow:
Air, would I might triumph so !

But, alack, my hand is sworn
Ne'er to pUick thee from thy thorn:

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet;
V'outh so apt to pluck a sweet.

Do not call it sin in me
That I am forsworn for thee:

Thou for whom even Jove would swear
Juno but an Ethiope were;
And deny himself for Jove,
Tiiming mortal for thy love.—

Tliis will I send ; and something else more plain.

That shall cypress my true love's fasting pain.

O, would tlie King, Biron, and Longaville,

Were lovers too! Ill, to example- ill.

Would from luy lorehead wipe a pcrjur'd note

;

For none utfead where all alike do dole.

Long. Dumain [advancing^ thy love is far

from charily,

That in love's grief desir'sl society

:

\'ou may look pale, but I should blush, I know,
To be o'erheard and taken napping so.

King. Come, "iw [advancing], you blush; as

his your case is such

;

Vou chide at him, offending twice as much;
You do not love Maria; Longaville

Did never sonnel for iier sake compile;

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart

His loving bosom, lo keep down his heart.

I have been closely shrouded in this bush,

And mark'd you both, and for you both did

blush. [fashion

;

I heard your guilty rhymes, observ'd you:

Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion:

All me ! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries;

One her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes;

Vou would for paradLse break faith and troth

;

[To Long.
And Jove for your love would infringe an oalh.

[To Domain.
What will Biron say when that he shall hear

A faith infring'd wliich such a zeal did swear?

How will he scorn ! how will he spend his wit

!

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it!

For all the wealth that ever I did see

I would not have him know so much b)' me.
Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy.—

[Descemis from the tree.

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me.

Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to re-

prove
These worms for loNnng, that art most in love?

Vour eyes do make no coaches; in your tears

There is no certain princess that appears

:

Vou 'II not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing;

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting.

But are you not ashara'd? nay, are you not,

All three of you, to be thus much o'ershot?

\ow found his mote ; the king j-our mote did see

;

But I a beam do find in each of three.

O, what a scene of foolery I have seen,

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen I

O me, with what strict patience have I sat

To see a king transformed to a gnat

!

To see great Hercule? whipping a gig,

.\nd profound Solomon tuning a jig.

And Nestor play at push-pin with the hoys,

.\nd critic Timon laugh at idle toys

!

W'here lies thy grief, O, tell me, good Dumain?
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pam?

It
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And where my liege's? all about the breast;

—

A caudle, ho

!

A'ing. Too bitter is thy jest.

Are we belray'd thus to thy over-view?

Biron. Not you to me, but I betr;iy'd by you

:

I, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin

To break the vow I am engaged in

;

I am belray'd by keeping company
With moon-like men of strange inconstancy.

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme?
Or groan for Joan? or spend a minute's time

In pruning me? WTien shall you hear that I

Will praise a hand, a fool, a face, an eye,

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist,

A leg, a limb?

—

King. Soft ! whither awa\- so fast ?

A true man or a thief that gallops so?

Bii'on. I po^t from love ; good lover, let me
CO-

£'/;/£?r Jaquenetta a^a* Costard.

Jaq. God bless the king !

King. WTiai present hast thou there?

Cost. Some certain treason.

King. What makes treason here?
Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir.

King. If it mar nothing neither.

The treason and you go in peace away together.

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be

read;

Our parson misdoubts it; 'twas treason he said.

King. Biro'n, read it over.

[Giz'i/ig him the letter.

Wliere hadst thou it?

Jaq. Of Costard.

King, Where hadst thou it ?

Cost. Of Dun .A.diamadio, Dun Adramadio.
King. How now ! what is in you? why dost

thou tear it?

Biron. A toy, m}- liege, a toy: your grace

needs not fear it.

Lon£. passion. and

Diim.

Biron.

It did move him to

therefore let's hear it.

It is Birdn's writing, and here is his

name. \^Pic!cs up the piece s.

Ah, you whoreson loggerhead [to

Costard], you were born to do me
shame.

—

Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess.

King. What?
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool

to make up the mess

;

lie, he, and you, my liege, aad I,

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die.

0, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you
more.

Dum. I\uw the number is even.

Biron. True, true; we are four:

—

Will these turtles be gone?
King. Hence, sirs, away.
Cost. Walk aside the tnae folk, and let the

traitors stay.

[Exeunt Cost. and]\Q.
Biron. Sweet lords, sv.eet lovers, O let us

embrace

!

As true we are as flesh and blood can be

;

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven sliow his face;
Young blood will not obey an (jid decree:

We cannot cross the cause wh)' v e were born

;

Therefore of all hands must we l.^e forsworn.
King. What ! did these rent lines show swme

love of thine?

Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the

heavenly Rosaline
That, like a rude and savage man of Inde

At the first opening of the gorgeous east.

Bows not his vassal head; and, strucken blind.

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast?

^Mrat peremptory eagle-sighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow,
That is not blinded by her majesty?

King. What zeal, what fuiy hath inspir'd

thee now?
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon,
She an attending star, scarce seen a light.

Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron :

O, but for my love, day would turn to niglit!

Of all complexions the cull'd sovereignty

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair check

;

Where several worthies make one dignity;

WTiere nothing wants that want itself doth
seek.

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues,

—

Fie, painted rhetoric ! O, she needs it not

;

To things of sale a seller's praise belongs;

She passes praise : then praise too sliort doth

blot.

A v.ithcr'd hermit, five-score winters worn,

Might shake oft fifty, looking in her eye:

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born,

And gives the cnitch the cradle's infancy.

O, 'tis the sun, that maketh all things shine

!

Kirig. By heaven, thy love is filack as ebony.

Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine!

A wife of such wood were felicity.

O, who can give an oath? where is a book?
That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack

If that she learn not of her eye to lf)rk:

No face is fair that is not full so black.

King. Oparado.x! Black is the badge of hell,

The hue of dungeons, and the sco« 1 of night

;

And beauty's crest becomes the heavens welL

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling

spirits of light.
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Long
King.

Duni.

O, if in black my lady's brows be deckt,

It mourns that painting and usurping hair

Should ravish doters with a false aspect

;

And therefore is she born to make black fair.

Her favour turns the fashion of the days ;

For native blood is counted painting now ;

And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise,

Taints itself black, to imitate her brow.

Dum. To look like her are chimney-sweepcjs
black. [bright.

And, sinceher time, are colliers counted
And Ethiopes of their sweet complex-
ion crack. [is light.

Dark needs no candles now, for dark
Biroii. Your mistresses dare never come in

rain.

For fear their colours should be washed away.
King. 'Twere good yours did ; for, sir, to

tell you plain,

find a fairer face not wash'd today.
H'ron. I'll prove her fair, or talk nil tlooms-

day here.

>fo devil will fright thee then so much
as she. [dear.

I never knew man hold vile stuff so

Look, here 's thy love : my foot and
her face see. \_Skowing his shoe.

. O, if the streets were paved with
tliine eyes

feet were much too dainty for such tread !

Km I

Dmn.
Loni:.

Bi

11.

Piiin. O vile! then, as she goes, what up
ward lies

The street should see as she walk'd over head.
King. But what of this? are we not all in

love? [forsworn.
Biion. O, nothing so sure ; and thereby all

King. Then leave this chat ; and, good
Biron, now prove

Out loving lawful, and our faith not torn.

Dum. Ay, marry, there;—some flattery for

this evil.

Long. O, some authority how to proceed

;

Some tricks, some cjuillets, how to cheat the
devil.

num. Some salve for perjury.

• Uron. O, 'tis more than need!

—

Have at you, then, affection's men-at-arms:
Consider what you Inst did swear unto;

—

To fast,—to study, --and to see no woman ;

—

Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth.
Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young,
Aiul abstinence engenders maladies.
And where that you have vow'd to study, lords,
In that each of you hath forsworn his book,

—

Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look?
VVhy, universal (ilodding prisons up
The nmibic spuits iu the arteries,

As motion and long -during action tires

The sinewy vigour of the traveller.

Xow, for not looking on a woman's face,

\'ou have in that forsworn the use of eyes,

And study, too, the causer of your vow :

l'\)r when would you, my liege, or you, or you,

In leaden contemplation, have found out

Such fiery numbers as the [irompting eyes

()l beauteous tutors have cnrich'd you with ?

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain.

And therefore, finding barren practisers.

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil
;

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes.

Lives not alone immured in the brain.

But, with the motion of all elements,
Courses as swift as thought in every power,
And gives to every power a double power
Above their functions and their offices.

It adds precious seeing to the eye

:

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ;

A lover's ear will hear tlie lowest .sound,

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd

;

Love's feeling is more soft and sensible

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ;

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross ill

la"^>te

:

For valour, is not love a Hercules,

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides?

Subtle as sphin.K; as sweet and musical

.A.s bright .Vpollo's lute, strung with his hair?

And when love speaks, the voice of all the gods

.Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony.
Never durst poet touch a pen to write

Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs:

O, then his lines would ravish savage ears,

And plant in tyrants mild humility.

From women's eyes this doctrine T derive

:

They sparkle still the right Promethean fnc;

They are the books, the arts, the academes,
That show, contain, and nourish all the world,

Else none at all in aught proves e.\cellent.

Then fools you were these women to forswear

;

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools.

For wisdom's sake—a word that all men love,

Or for love's sake—a word that loves all men.
Or for men's .sake, the authors of these women.
Or women's sake, by whom we men are men.
Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves.

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths:

It is religion to be thus forsworn;

F'or charity itself fulfils the law.

And who can .sever love from charity?

King. Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to

the field ! [them, lords
;

Biron. Advance your standards, and upon
Pell-mell, down with them ! but be first advis'd

In conflict that you get the sun of them.
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Lj'i^. Xow to plain-dealing ; lay these glozes

by;

Shuli we resolve to woo these girls of France?
Kiii^. And win them too: therefore let us

de\ise

Souii,' entertainment for them in their tents.

Buoii. l-'nst, from the park let us conduct
ihein thither;

Then homeward every man attach the hand
Of Ins lair mistress: in the afternoon

We will with some strange pastime solace them,
Such as the shortness of tlie time can shape

;

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours.

Forerun fair Love, strewing her way with flowers.

h'tiig. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted,
Thai will be time, and may by us be fitted.

Biion. AIIoiis ! Aliens!— Sow'd cockle
reap'd no corn ;

And justice always whirls in equal measure:
Lighi wenches may prove plagues to men

lorsworn ;

11 so, our copper buys no better treasure.

\^Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene \.—Another part of the Park.

Eiiier HoLOFERNES, Sir Nathaniel, and
Dull.

IIo!. Satis quod siiffjrit.

Nath. I praise God for you, sir : your reasons
at dinner have been sharp and sententious

;

pleasant without scurrility, witty without atfec-

tion, audacious without impudency, learned
without opinion, and strange without heresy.

I did converse this qttonda/n day with a com-
panion of the king's, who is intituled, nomin-
ated, or called, Don Adriano de Armado.

Hoi. Novi hoinineni fanquam te: his humour
is lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue
tiled, his eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and
his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, and
thrasonical. He is too picked, too spruce, too
affected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinate,

as I may call it.

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet.

[ Takes out his table-book.

Hoi. ITe draweth out the thread of his ver-

bosity finer than the staple of his argument. I

abhor such fanatical fantasms, such insociable
and point-devise companions ; such rackers of
orthography, as to speak dout, fine, when he
should say doubt; det, when he should pro-
nounce debt, d, e, b, t, not d, e, t: he clepeth
a calf, cauf; half, hauf; neighbour vacatur
nchour; neiqih abbreviated ne. This is abho-
minable (which he would call abominable), it

insinuateth me of insanie : Ne iiitenigis,do}nine?

to make frantic, lunatic.

Nath. Laus Deo, bone intelligo.

Hoi. Bone! bone for bene: Priscian a
little scratched ; 'twill serve.

Nath. V'idesne qiiis venit?
Hoi. Video, et gaudeo.

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard.

Ar7n. China! [Zi? Moth.
Hoi. Quare Chirra, not sirrah?

Arm. ]Men of peace, well encountered.

Hoi. Most military sir, salutation.

Moth. They have been at a great feast of lan-

guages and stolen the scraps.

[Ti? Costard, aside.

Cost. O, they have lived long on the alms-

basket of words ! I marvel thy master hath not

eaten thee for a word ; for vou art not so long

by the head as iionorificabilititdinitatibus : thou

art easier swallowed than a flap-dragon.

Moth. Peace; the peal begins. [tered?

Arm. Monsieur \to HoL.], are you not let-

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-

book;—What is a, b, spelt backward with the

horn on his head.

Hoi. Ba, piieritia, with a horn added.
Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn.

—

Vou hear his learning.

Hoi. Qitis, q2iis, thou consonant?
Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you

repeat them ; or the fifth, if L
Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, i.

—

Moth. The sheep ; the other two concludes

it; o, u.

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediter-

raneum, a sweet touch, a quick vcnew of wit:

snip, snap, quick and home; it rejoiceth my
intellect : true wit. [which is wit-old.

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man

;

Ho!. What is the figure? what is the figure?

Moth. Morns. [thy gig.

Hoi. Thou disputes! like an infant: go, whip
Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and

I will whip about your infamy circian circa ; a
gig of a cuckold's horn !

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world
thou shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold,

there is the very remuneration I had of thy

master, thou halfpenny purse of wit, thou pigeon-

egg of discretion. O, an the heavens were so

pleased that thou wert but my bastard, what a

joyful father wouldst thou make me! Go to;

thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers' ends, as

they say. [unguem.
Hoi. O, I smell false Latin; dunghill for

Arm. Arts-man, praavibula ; we will be
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singled from the barbarous. Do you not edu-

cate youth at the charge- house on the top of

the mountain?
Hd. Or 7nonSy the hill. [tain.

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the moun-
Hol. I do, sans question.

Ann. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleastirc

and affection t-o congratulate the princess ai her

pavilion, in the posteriors of this day; which

the rude multitude call the afternoon.

Hoi. The posterior of the day, most generous

sir, is liable, congruent, and measurable for the

afternoon : the word is well culled, choice

;

sweet and apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure.

Ann. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman, and

my familiar, I do assure you, very good friend :

—

For what is inward between us, let it pass:—

I

do beseech thee, remember thy courtesy:— I be-

seech thee, apparel thy head ;—and among
other importunate and mos; serious designs,

—

and of great import indeed, too;— but let that

pass ;—for I must tell thee, it will please his grace,

by the world, sometime to lean upon my poor

shoulder; and with his ro)fal finger, thus, dally

with my excrement, with my mustachio : but,

sweet heart, let that pass. By the world, I re-

count no fable ; some certain special honours it

pleaseth his greatness to imparl to Armado, a

soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the world :

but let that pass.—The very all of all is,—but.

sweet heart, I do implore secrecy,—that the king

would have me present the princess, sv/eet chuck

.

with some delightful ostentation, or show, oi

pngeant, or antic, or fire-work. Now, under-

standing that the curate and your sweet self aie

good at such eruptions and sudden breaking out

of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted you
withal, to the end to crave your assistance.

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the nine

worthies.— Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some
entertainment of time, some show in the pos-

terior of this day, to be rendered by our assist-

ance,—the king's command, and this most
gallant, illustrate, and learned gentleman,— be-

fore the princess; 1 say, none so fit as to

present the nine worthies.

Nath. Where will you find men worthy
enough to present them?

Hoi. Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gal-

lant gentleman, Judas Maccabreiis; this swain,
because of his gicat limb or joint, shall pass
Pompey the Great ; the page, Hercules.
Ann. Pardon, sir ; error: he is not quantity

enough for that worthy's thumb: he is not .so

big as the end of his club.

Hoi. Shall I have audience? he shall pre-
sent H6>':.ule3 in minority : his enter and exit

shall be strangling a snake; and I will have
an apology for that purpose.

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of

the audience hiss, you may cry ; Well done,

Hercules! nozv thou crushest the si',ake! that

is the way lo make an offence gracious, though
few have the grace to do it.

Arm. For the rest of the worthies?

—

Hoi. I will play three myself.

Aloth. Thrice-worthy gentleman

!

Ann. Shall I tell you a thing?

Hoi. We attend.

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an
antic. I be.seech you, follow.

Hoi. Via., goodman Dull ! thou liast spoken
no word all this while.

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir.

Hoi. Allans! %ye will employ thee.

Dull. I '11 make one in a dance, or so ; or I

will play on the tabor to the worlliies, and
let them dance tne hay.

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull !—to our sport,

away. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another part of the Park.

Befoi-e the Prin'CESs's Pavilion.

Enter the PRINCESS, Kath.\rine, Ros.\line,

and Maria.

Piin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we
depart,

If fairings come thus plentifully in :

A lady wall'd about with diamonds

!

Look you what I have from the loving king.

Kos. Madam, came nothing else along with

that? [in rhyme
Pnn. Nothing but this? yes, as much love

.\s would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper,

Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all;

That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name.
Kos. That was the way to make his godhead

w a.x

;

For he hath been five thousand years a boy.

A'atk. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too.

Ros. Vou '11 ne'er be friends with him ; he

kill'd your sister. [heavy

;

R'ath. lie made her melancholy, sad, and

.\nd .so she died : had she been light, like you,

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit.

She might have been a grandam ere she died

:

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long.

Ros. \Miat'syour dark meaning, mouse, ot

this light word?
K'ath. A light condition in a beauty dark.

Ros. We need more light to find your mean-

ing out. [snutT;

A'atk. Vou '11 mar the light by taking it in

Therefore, I '11 darkly end the argument.
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Ros. Look wliat you do, you do ii still i' the

dnik. [wench.
A'iT/h. So do not yo ; for you are a light

J\os. Indeed, 1 weigh not you; and there-

Core light.

Kath. Vou weigh me not? O, that 's you
care not for me. [caie.

Roi. Great reason ; for, Past cure is still past

Piin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well

play'd.

Bni, R.jj.iline, you have a favour too:
V\ ho sent ii? and what is it?

l\os. I would you knew

!

An if my face were but as fair as yours,

.M}- favour were as great; be witness this.

Nay, I have verses too, I tliank Biron;
The numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too,

I were the fairest goddess on the ground

:

I am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter

!

Prin. Anything like?

Ros. Much in the letters; nothing in the praise.

Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion.

Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.
Ros. 'Ware pencils, ho! let me not die your

debtor.

My rod dominical, my golden letter:

O that your face were not so full of O's

!

Kath. A pox of that jest! and beshrew all

shiows! [from fair Dumain?
Pri7i. But, Katharine, what was sent to you
Kath. Madam, this glove.

Prin. Did he not send you twain?
Kath. Ves, madam ; and, moreover,

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover

;

A huge translation of hypocrisy,
Vilely compil'd, profound simplicity.

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent

Longaville ;

The letter is too long by half a mile. [heart
Frin. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in

The chain were longer and the letter short ?

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might
never part.

Prin. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so.

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mock-
ing so.

That same Biron I '11 torture ere I go.

O that I knew he were but in by the week \

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek,

And wait the season, and observe the times,

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes.
And shape his service wholly to my 'bests,

.A.nd make him proud to make me proud that

jests!

So portent-like would I o'ersway his state

That he should be my fool and I his fate.

Frin. None are so surely caught, when they
are catch'd,

As wit turn'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd,
Math wisdom's warrant, and the help of school,

And wit's own grace lo grace a learned fool.

Ros. The blood of youth burns not with such
excess

.-\.s gravity's revolt to wantonness.
Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note

.A.S foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote.

Since ail the power thereof it doth apply
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. [face.

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mulh is in his

Enter BOYET.

Boyet. O, I am stabb'd with laughter 1

Where 's her grace ?

Prin, Thy news, Boyet?
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare !

—

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are
Against your peace : Love doth approach dis-

guis'd.

Armed in arguments : you '11 be surpris'd

:

Aluster your wits: stand in yo^r wn defence;
Or hide your heads like cowards, and tiy hence.

Prin. Saint Dennis to Saint Cupid ! V> hat

are they [say.

That charge their breath against us? say, scout,

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore
I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour

;

When, lo! to internjpt my purpos'd rest.

Toward that shade I might behold addrest

The king and his companions : warily
I stole into a neighbour thicket by.
And overheard what you shall overhear,
That, by and by, disguis'd they will be here.

Their herald is a pretty knavish page,
That well by heart hath conn'd his embassage

:

Action and accent did they teach him theie;

Thus must thou speak and thus thy body bear-;

And ever and anon they made a doubt
Presence majestical would put him out

:

For, quoth the king, an angel shall thou see

;

Yetfear not thou, but spea!^ audaciously.

The boy reply'd, An angel is n-ot evil;

I should have fear'd her had she been a devil.

With that all laugh'd, and clapp'd him on the

shoulder.

Making the bold wag by their praises bolder.

Onerubb'dhi::eibow, thus, and fleer'd,andswore

A belter speeci; was never spoke before:

Another v. ith his finger and his thumb
Cried, Via! ve ivill do't, co7ne what will come

The third he capcr'd, and cried, All goes well.

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he tell.

With that they all did tumble on the ground.

With such a zealous laughter, so profound.
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That in this spleen ridiculous appears,

To check their folly, passion's solemn tears.

Prin. But what, but what, come they to

visit us? [thus,

—

Boyet. They do, they do ; and are apparel'd

I-ike Muscovites, or Russians, as I guess;

Their purpose is to paiie, to c<nirt, and dance;
And every one his love-suit will advance
Unto his several mistress; which they '11 know
By favours several whicli they did bestow.

Prin. And will they so? the gallants shall

be task'd :

—

l'"or, ladies, we will every one be mask'd

;

And not a man of them shall have the grace.

Despite of suit, to see a lady's face.

—

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear;
And then the king will court thee for his dear

;

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me
thine

;

So shall Biron take me for Rosaline.

—

And change your favours loo ; so shall your loves

Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes.
Ros. Come on, then ; wear the favours most

in sight. [tent?

Kath. But, in this changing, what is your in-

Prin. The effect ofmy intent is to cross theirs

:

They do it but in mocking merriment

;

And mock for mock is only my intent.

Their several counsels they unbosom shall

To loves mistook ; and so be mock'd withal

Upon the next occasion that we meet
With visages display'd to talk and greet.

Pos. But shall we dance if they desire us to 't ?

Prin. No ; to the death we will not move a

foot:

Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace

:

But while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face.

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the

speaker's heart.

And quite divorce his memory from his part.

Prin. Therefore I do it ; and I make no doubt
The rest will ne'er come in if he be out.

There 's no such sport as sport by sport o'er-

thrown

;

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own :

So shall we stay, mocking intended game

;

And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame.

[ Trumpets sound ivilhin.

Boyet. The trumpet sounds ; be mask'd ; the

maskers come. [ The Ladies tnask.

Enter the King, Biron, Longavili.e, and
DtiMAiN, in Russian habits and masked;
Moth, Musicians, a«if Attendants.

Moth. Allhailthe richcstheaiitics on the earth !

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich talTeta.

Aloth. A holy parcel of thefairest (tallies!

[ The I-adies turn their bail;s to hi in.

That ever turn'd their—hacks—to vtoital views t

Biron. Their eyes., villain, their eyes.

Moth. 'That ever turned their eyes to moilat
vicwi

!

Out-
Boyet. True; <?«/ indeed. {noiuhsafe
Moth. Out ofyour favours, heavenly spirits

Not to behold—
Biron. Once to behold, rogue.

Aloth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed
eyes, with your sun-beamed eyes—

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet

;

You were best call it daughter-beamed eyes.

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings

me out.

Biron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you
rogue. {Exit Morn,

Ros. What would these strangers? Know
their minds, Boyet

:

If they do speak our language, 'tis our will

That some plain man recount our purposes:
Know what they would.

Boyet. WTiat would you with tlie princess?

Biron. Nothing but peace and gentle visita-

tion.

Ros. What would they, say ihey? [lion.

Boyet. Nothing but peace and gentle visila-

Ros. Why, that they have; and bid ihem so

be gone. [gone.

Boyet. She says you have it, and you may be

Ring. Say to her we have measured many
miles

To tread a measure with her on this grass.

Boyet. They say that they have measured
many a mile

To tread a measure with you on this grass.

Ros. It is not so. Ask them how many inches

Is in one mile: if they have measur'd many,
The measure, then, of one is easily told.

Boyet. If to come hither you have measur'd
miles,

And many miles, the princess bids you tell

How many inches do fill up one mile, [steps.

Biron. Tell her we measure them by weary
Boyet. She hears herself.

Ros. How many w-eary steps.

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone,

Are number'd in the travel of one mile?

Biron. We number nothing that we spend
for you

;

Our duty is so rich, so infinite.

That we may do it still without accompt.

Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face,

That we, like savages, may worship it.

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too.
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King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such

clouds do ! [shine,

—

Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to

Those clouds removed,—upon our wat'ry eyne.

Ros. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter

;

Thou now rcquest'stbut moonshine in the water.

King. Then, in our measure do but vouch-
safe one change

:

Thou bid'st me beg ; this begging is not strange.

Ros. Play music, then: nay, you must do it

soon. [Music flays.

Not yet ;—no dance:—thus change I like the

moon.
King. Will you not dance? How come you

thus estrang'd?

Ros. You took the moon at full; but now
she's chang'd. [man.

King. Yet still she is the moon and I the

The music plays; vouchsafe some motion to it.

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it.

Ring. But your legs should do it.

Ros. Since you are strangers, and come here

by chance, [dance.

We'll not be nice; take hands;—we will not

A'ing. Why take we hands, then?
Ros. Only to part friends ;

—

Court'sy, sweet hearts; and so the measure
ends. [nice.

A'ing. More measure of this measure ; be not

Ros. We can afford no more at such a price.

King. Prize you yourselves : what buys your
company?

Ros. Your absence only.

King. That can never be.

Ros. Then cannot we be bought: and so

adieu

;

Twice to your visor and half once to you !

A'ing. If you deny to dance, let 's hold more
chat.

Ros. In private then.

King. I am best pleas'd with that.

[T/uy converse apart.

Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet
word with thee. [three.

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there is

Biron. Nay, then, tw'o treys,—an if you
grow so nice,

—

[dice !

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey;—well run.
There 's half a dozen sweets.

_

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu !

Since you can cog, I '11 play no more with you.
Biron. One word in secret.

Prin. Let it not be sweet.
Biron. Thou griev'st my gall.

Prin. Gall? bitter.

Biron. Therefore meet.
\They converse apart.

Ditm. W^ill you vouchsafe with me to cnange
a word?

Mar. Name it.

Dum. Fair lady,

—

Mar. Say you so? Fair lord,

—

Take that for your fair lady.

Dum. Please it you,
As much in private, and I '11 bid adieu.

[ They converse apart.

Kath. W^hat, was your visard made without

a tongue?
Long. I know the reason, lady, why you ask.

Kath. O for your reason! quickly, sir; I

long. [your mask.
Long. You have a double tongue within

And would afford my speechless visard half.

Kath, Veal, quoth the Dutchman ;—is not
veal a calf?

Long. A calf, fair lady !

Kath. No, a fair lord calf.

Long. Let 's part the word.
Kath. No, I '11 not be your half:

Take all, and wean it; it may prove an ox.

Long. Look how you butt yourself in these

sharp mocks

!

Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so.

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do
grow.

Long. One word in private vi'ith you ere I die.

Ivath. Bleat softly, then ; the butcher hears

you cry. [ They converse apai't.

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are

as keen
As is the razor's edge invisible.

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen

;

Above the sense of sense ; so sensible

Seemeth their conference; their conceits have
wings, [swifter things.

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, \Nind, thought,

Ros. Not one word more, my maids ; break

off, break off. [scoff 1

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure

King. Farewell, mad wenches; you have
simple wits.

[Exeunt King, Lords, Music, ««</ Attendants.
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Musco-

vites.

—

Are these the breed of wits so wonder'd at?

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet
breaths puffed out.

Ros. Well - liking wits they have ; gross,

gross; fat, fat.

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout

!

Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-

night ?

Or ever, but in visards, show their faces?

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite.
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/\js. O, ihey were all in lamentable cases

!

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word.

Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit.

Mar. Diiuiiiin was at my service, and his

sword

:

[mute.

No point, quoth I ; my servant straight was
Kath. Lord Longaville said I came o'er his

heart

;

And trow you what he called me ?

Prin. Qualm, perhaps.

Kath. Yes, in good faith.

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art

!

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain

statue-caps.

But will you hear? the king is my love sworn.

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith

to me. [born.

Ka'h. And Longaville was for my service

liLir. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on
tree. [ear

:

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give

Immediately they will again Ije hore

In their own shapes; for it can never be

They will digest this harsh indignity.

Prin. Will they return?

Boyet, They will, they will, God knows,
And leap for joy, though they are lame with

blows

;

[repair,

Therefore, change favours ; and, when they

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air.

Prin. Mow blow? how blow? speak to be
understood. [bud

:

Boyet. Fair ladies mask'd are roses in their

Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture
shown,

Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown.

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do
If they return in their own shapes to woo?

Ros. Good madam, if by me you '11 be advis'd,

Let 's mock them still, as well known as dis-

guis'd :

Let us complain to them what fools were here,

Disgiiis'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear

;

And wonder what they were, and to what end
Their shallow shows and prologue vilely penn'd,

And their rough carriage so ridiculous,

Should be presented at our tent to us. [hand.

Boyd. Ladies, withdraw ; the gallants are at

Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land.

{Exeunt Pri.v., Ros., Kath., ««</ Mar.

Re-enter the KiNG, BiRON, Longaville, and
Du.NLViN, in theirproper habits.

King, Fair sir, God save you ! WTiere is the

princess? [majesty

Boyet. Gone to her tent. Please it your

Command me any service to her thither?

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for

one word.
Boyet. I will ; and so will she, I know, my

lord. {Exit.
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeoiis

peas,

And utters it again when God doth please:

He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares
At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, fairs;

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know,
Have not the grace to grace it with such sliow.

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve,

—

Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve

:

He can carve too, and lisp: why this is he
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy:

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice.

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice

In honourable temis ; nay, he can sing
A mean most meanly ; and in ushering,

Mend him who can: the ladies call him sweet;
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet:

I'his is the flower that smiles on every one,

To show his teeth as white as whale's bone

:

And consciences that will not die in debt
Pay him the due of honey-tongu'd Boyet.

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my
heart,

That put Armado's page out of his part

!

Biron. See where it comes!—Behaviour, what
wert thou [now?

Till this man show'd thee? and what art thou

Re-enter the Princess, ushered by Bovet;
Rosaline, Maria, Katharine, and At-

tendants.

R'in'

Prin.

Kinz.

Prin.

All hail, sweet madam, and fair time

of day

!

Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive.

Construe my speeches better, if you
may.
Then wish me better, I will give you
leave.

King. We came to visit you ; and purpose now
To lead you to our court: vouchsafe it then.

P^in. This field shall hold me ; and so hold

your \Q\\

:

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men.
Kii2g. Rebuke me not for that wliich you

provoke

;

The virtue of your eye must break my oath.

Prin. You nickname virtue : vice you should

have spoke;
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth.

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure

As the unsullied lily; I protest,

A world of torments though I should endure,

I would not yield to be your house's guest;
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So much I hate a breaking cause to be

Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity.

R'!'-!g. O, you have liv'd in desolation here,

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame.

Fn'n. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear

;

We have had pastime here, and pleasant game

;

A mess of Russians left us but of late.

A'lJi^. How, madam ! Russians !

Fn'n, Ay, in truth, my lord

;

Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state.

Fos. Madam, speak true.— It is not so, my
lortl

:

My lady,—to the manner of the days,

—

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise.

We four, indeed, confronted here with four

In Russian habit ; here they stay'd an hour
And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord.

They did not bless us with one happy word.
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think,

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have
drink. [sweet,

Biron. This jest is dry to me.—Fair, gentle

Your wit makes wise things foolish; when we
greet

With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye,

By light we lose light : your capacity

Is of that nature, that to your huge store

Wise things seem foolish and rich things but

poor. [my eye,

—

Fos. This proves you wise and rich, for in

Piron. I am a fool, and full of poverty.

Ros. But that you take what dolh to you
belong.

It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue.

Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I possess.

Fos. All the fool mine?
Biroij. I cannot give you less.

Fos. Which of the visards was it that you
wore?

Biron. WTiere? when? what visard? why de-

mand you this? [ous case
Fos. There, then, that visard ; that superflu-

That hid the worse and show'd the better face.

Kii':;. We are descried : they '11 mock us now
downright.

DiiDi. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest.

Frin. Amaz'd, my lord? why looks your high-
ness sad?

Fos. Help, hold his brows! he'll swoon!
Why look you pale?

—

Sea-sick, I think, coming from Musco\y.
Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for

perjury.

Can any face of brass hold longer out?

—

Here stand I, lady: dart thy skill at me;
Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a

flout;

1 hrust ihy sharp wit quite through my ignor-
ance ;

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit;
And I will wish thee never more to dance,
Nor never more in Russian habit wait.

O, never will I trust to speeches penn'd.
Nor to the motion of a school-boy's ton'^ue;

Nor never come in visard to my friend

;

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's song

:

Taffeta phrases, silken terms precise,

Three-pil'd hyperboles, spruce affectation,

l'"igures pedantical ; these summer-flies
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation;

I do forswear them : and I here protest,

By this white glove,—how white the hand,
God knows !

—

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express'd
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes

:

And, to begin, wench,—so God help me, la!

—

My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw.

Fos. Sans sans, I pray you.
Biron. Yet I have a trick

Of the old rage :—bear with me, I am sick ;

I "11 leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see;

—

Write, Lord have mercy on ns, on those three;
They are infected ; in their hearts it lies

:

They have the plague, and caught it of your
eyes:

These lords are visited ; you are not free.

For the Lord's tokens on you do I see.

Frin. No, they are free that gave these tokens
to us. [undo us.

Biron. Our states are forfeit : seek not to

Ros. It is nrt so; for how can this be true.

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue?
Biron. I'eace ; for I will not have to do with

you.

Fos. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend.

Biron. Speak for yourselves ; my wit is at an
end. [transgression

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude
Some fair excuse.

Priti. The fairest is confession.

Were you not here but even now, disguis'd?

King. Madam, I was.
Frin. And were you well advis'd?
King. I was, fair madam.
Pi in. When you then were here,

What did you whisper in your !ad}'s ear?
King. That more than all the world I did re-

spect her. [reject her.

Frin. When she shall challenge this you will

King. Upon mine honour, no.
Fritt. Peace, peace, forbear;

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear.
Ki)ig. Despise me when I break this oath of

mine.
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Pi in. I will : and therefore keep it :—Rosa-
line,

What did the Russian whisper in your ear ?

Kos. Madam, he swore that he did hold me
dear

As precious eyesight ; and did value me
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover,

That he would wed me, or else die my lover.

Prill. God give thee joy of him ! the noble

lord

Most honourably doth uphold his word.
Kiii^. What mean you, madam? by my life,

my troth,

I never swore this lady such an oath, [plain ;

Ros. By heaven you did ; and, to confirm it

Vou gave me this : but take it, sir, again.

King. My faith and this the princess I did

give;

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve.

Prin. Pardon me, sir ; this jewel she did wear

;

And Lord Bir6n, I thank him, is my dear :

—

What; will you have me, or your pearl again?

Biron. Neither of either ; I remit both
twain.

—

I see the trick on 't ;—here was a consent,

Knowing aforehand of our merriment.
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : [zany,

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight

Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight,

some Dick,

—

[trick

That smiles his cheek in years, and knows the

To make my lady laugh when she 's dispos'd,

—

Told our intents before : which once disclos'd,

The ladies did change favours ; and then we,
Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she.

Now, to our perjury to add more terror,

We are again forsworn,—in will and error.

Much upon this it is :—and might not you

iTo BOYET.
Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ?

Do not you know my lady's foot by the squire.

And laugh u{X)n the apple of her eye ?

And stand between her back, sir, and the fire,

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ?

You put our page out : go, you are allow'd ;

Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud.
Vou leer upon me, do you? there 's an eye
Wounds like a leaden sword.

Boyet. Full merrily
Hath this brave manage, this career, been run.

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ; I

have done.

Enter Costard.

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray.

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know
Whether the three worthies shall come in or no.

Biron. What, are there but three ?

Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine,

For every one pursents three.

Biron. And three times thrice is nine.

Cost. Not so, sir ; under correction, sir ; I

hope it is not so

:

Vou cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir

:

we know what we know ;

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir,

—

Biron. Is not nine.

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know where-
until it doth amount. [for nine.

Biron. By Jove, I always took three tluees

Cost. O Lord, sir, it were piiy you should
get your living by reckoning, sir.

Biron. How much is it ?

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves,

the actors, sir, will show whereunlil it doih
amount ; for my own part, I am, as they say,

but lo parfect one man in one poor man

.

Pompion the Great, sir.

Biron. Art thuu one of the worthies ?

Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of

Pompion the Great : for mine own part, 1

know not the degree of the worthy ; but I am
to stand for him.

Biivn. Go, bid them prepare.

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir ; we will

take some care. \^Exit Costard.
King. Biron, they will shame us ; let them

not approach.
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord : and

'tis some policy

To have one show worse than the king's and
his company.

King. I say they shall not come. [now :

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'errule you
That sport best pleases that doth least know how;
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents

Die in the zeal of them which it presents.

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth.

When great things labouring perish in their birth.

Biron. A right description of our sport, my
lord.

Enter Ar.MADO.

Ar7n. Anointed, I implore so much expense
of thy royal sweet breath as will utter a brace of

words. [ArmADO converses with the King,
and delivers him a paper.

Prin. Doth this man serve God ?

Biron. Why ask you ? [making.

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's
Arm. That 's all one, my fair, sweet, honey

monarch : for, I protest, the schoolmaster is ex-

ceeding fantastical ; too, too vain ; too, too vain

:

but we will put it, as they say, loforcuna deila
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guerra. I wish you the peace of mind, most

royal couplement

!

[Exil Armado.
King- Here is hke to be a gc3od presence of

worthies. He presents Hector of Troy ; the

swain, Pompey the Great ; the parish curate,

Alexander ; Armado's page, Hercules ; the

pedant, Judas Maccabceus.

And if these four worthies in their first show
thrive, [other five.

These four will change habits and present the

Biron. There is five in the first show.
King. You are deceived, 'tis not so.

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-

priest, the fool, and the boy;

—

[again

Abate throw at novum ; and the whole world
Cannot prick out five such, take each one in his

vein. [comes amain.

King. The ship is under sail, and here she

\_Seats brought for the Ki\G, Pri.v., ^c.

Pageant of the Nine Worthies.

Enter Costard, armed, for Pompey.

Cost. 1 Pompey am
Boyet. You lie, you are not he.

Cost. I Pompey am
Boyet. With libbard's head on knee.

Biron. Well said, old mocker; I must needs

be friends with thee. \.Big,—
Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey sitrnamed the

Duin. The Great.

Cost. It is Great, sir ;

—

Pompey surnamed the

Great,

That oft ill field, with targe and shield, did make
my foe to stveat

;

\_cha?ite,

Arid travellingalong this coast, Ihere am come by

And lay my arms before the legs of this siueet lass

of France. [had done.

If your ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey, I

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey.
Cost. 'Tis not so much worth ; but I hope I

was parfect: I made a little fault in Great.

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves

the best worthy.

Enter Sir Natha.miei., armed, for Alexander.

Nath. IVhen in the world I liv'd, I was the

world's commander

,

By east, west, north, and south I spread my con-

quering might

:

My^scutcheonplain declares that lamAlisander.
Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for it

stands too right.

Biron. Your nose smells no in this, most
tender-smelling knight.

Prin. The conqueror is dismay "d.— Proceed,

good Alexander.

Nath. When in the ivorld 1 liv a, 1 was ihe

worhfs commander

:

— [sander.

Boyet. Most true, 'tis right ; you were so, Ali-

Biron. Pompey the Great,

—

Cost. Your servant, and Costard.
Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away

Axlisander.

Cost. O, sir [/£) N.A.TH.], you have overthrown
Alisander the conqueror ! You w ill be scraped
out of the painted cloth for this: your lion, that

holds his poll-ax sitting on a close stool, will be
given to Ajax : he will be the ninth worthy. A
conqueror antl afeard to speak ! run away fur

shame, Alisander. [5z> Nath. re//;^-^. ] There,
an 't shall please you ; a foolish mild man ; an
honest man, look you, and soon dashed ! he is a
marvellous good neighbour, insoolh ; and a very

good bowler : but, for Alisander,-^alas, you see,

how 'tis,—a little o'erparted.—But there are

worthies a-coming will speak their mind in some
other sort.

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey.

Enter HoLOFERNES, armed, for Judas ; and
Moth, armed, for Ileicules.

Hot. Great Hercules is presented by this imp.
Whose club kilFd Ceiberus, that three-headed

canus

;

A/id when he was a babe, a child, a slii nip.
Thus did he strangle serpents in his nianus:

Quoniam he seemeth in minority,

Lrgo I come with this apolog}'.—
Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish.

[Mo'lU retires.

Judas I am,—
Dum. A Judas !

Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir,

—

Judas I am, ycleped iMaccabieus.

Dum. Judas Maccabaus dipt is plain Judas.
Biron. A kissing traitor. How art thou

proved Judas?
Hoi. Judas / am,—
Dum. The more shame fur you, Judas.
Hoi. What mean you, sir?

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself.

Hoi. Begin, sir; you are my elder.

Biron. Well followed : Judas was hanged on
an elder.

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance.
Bhvn. Because thou hast no face.

Hoi. What is this?

Boyet. A cittern head.

Dum. The head of a bodkin.
Biron. A death's face in a ring. [seen.

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce

Boyet. The pummel of Caesar's faulchion.

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask.
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Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch.

Dttin. Ay, and in a brooch of lead.

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooih-

drawcr

;

And now, forward; for we have put thee in coun-

tenance.

Huh Vou have put me out of countenance.

Biron. l''alse : we have given thee faces.

llol. But you have outfaced them all.

Biron. An thou wert a lion we would do so.

Jljyct. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go.

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou

stay?

Diini. For the latter end of his name.
Biron. For the ass to the Jude; give it him:—

Jud-as, away.
Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not

humble.
Boyel. A light for Monsieur Judas! it grows

dark, he may stumble. [baited !

Prin. Alas, poor Maccabaeus, how hath he been

Enter A.KM\\yo, armed, for Hector.

P'iron. Hide thy head, Achilles : here comes
Iletior in arms.

D:im. Though my mocks come home by me,
I will now be merry. [this.

A'ing. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of

Boyel. But is this Hector?
Dum. I think Hector was not so clean-

timbered.

Long. His leg is too big for Hector.

Dum. More calf, certain.

Boyet. No ; he is best indued in the small.

Biron. This cannot be Hector. [faces.

Diim. He 's a god or a painter, for he makes
Arm. The arimpolent Jllars, of lances the al-

mighly.

Cave Hector a gift,—
Dum. A gilt nutmeg.
Biron. A lemon.
Long. Stuck with cloves.

Dum. No, cloven.

Arm. Peace !

The armipotent Mars, of lances the ahnighty.

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; [yea,

A man so breath''d, that nrtain he wouldfight.
From morn till night, out of his pavilion,

I am that flower,—
Dum. That mint.

Long. That columbine.
Arm. Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongue.
Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it runs

against Hector.

Dum. Ay, and Hector 's a greyhound.
Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ;

sweet chuclts, beat not the bones of the buried

:

when he breathed, he was a man.—But I will

forward with my device. Sweet royalty [to the

Princess], bestow on me the sense of hearing.

[Biron whispers Costard.
J^rin. Sp>eak, brave Hector : we are much de-

lighted.

.-/;;//. I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper.

Boyet. Loves her by the foot.

Dum. He may not by the yard. ['>al,—
Arm. 'J his Hector far surmounted Hanni-
Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector; she

is gone : she is two months on her way.
Arm. What meanest thou?

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan,

the poor wench is cast away : she 's quick ; the

child brags in her belly already; 'tis yours.

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among poten-

tates? thou shalt die.

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipped for Jaque-

netla that is quick by him, and hanged for Pom-
pey that is dead by him.

Dum. Most rare Pompey!
J'oyet. Renowned Pompey!
Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great

Pompey! Pompey the Huge!
Dum, Hector trembles.

Biron. Pompey is mov'd.—More Ales, more
Ates ! stir them on ! stir them on !

Dum. Hector will challenge him.

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood

in 's belly than will sup a fiea.

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee.

Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern

man: I'll slash; I'll do it by the sword.—

I

pray you, let me borrow my arms again.

Dum. Room for the incensed worlliies.

Cost. I 'II do it in my shirt.

Dum. Most resolute Pompey

!

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole

lower. Do you not see Pompey is uncasing for

the combat? What mean you? you will lose

your reputation.

Arm. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me; I

will not combat in my shirt.

Dum. You may not deny it : Pompey liath

made the challenge.

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

Biron. What reason have you for 't?

Artn. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt;

I go wool ward for penance.
Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him in Rome

for want of linen ; since when, I '11 be sworn, he

wore none but a dish-ciout of Jaquenetta's ; and
that 'a wears next his heart for a favour.

E7tter Mercade.

]\Ier. God save you, madam

!
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Prin. Welcome, Mercade ;

But that thou interrupt'st our merriment.
Mer. I am sorry, madam; for the news I

bring

Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father,

—

Prin. Dead, for my hfe !

]\Ier. Even so ; my tale is told. [cloud.

Biron. Worthies, away ; the scene begins to

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free

breath : I have seen the day of wrong through
the Uttle hole of discretion, and I will right my-
self like a soldier. [Exetmt Worthies.

King. How fares your Majesty?
Pri7t. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night.

King. Madam, not so; I do beseech you,
stay. [lords,

Pn'ii. Prepare, I say.^I thank you, gracious
For ail your fair endeavours ; and entreat

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe,
In your rich wisdom, to excuse or hide
The liberal opposition of our spirits;

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves

In the converse of breath, your gentleness
Was gui ty of it.—Farewell, worthy lord ;

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue:
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks
For my great suit so easily obtain'd. [form

King. The extreme parts of time extremely
All causes to the purpose of his speed;
And often, at his very loose, decides
That which long process could not arbitrate:

And though the mourning brow of progeny
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love
The holy suit which fain it would convince,
Yet, since love's argument was first on foot,

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it

From what it purpos'd : since to wail friends lost

Is not by much so wholesome-profitable
As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Prin. I understand you not : my griefs are

dull. [of grief;

—

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear
And by these badges understand the king.

For your fair sakes have we neglected time,

Play'd foul play with our oaths; your beauty,

ladies.

Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours
Even to the opposed end of our intents

:

And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous,

—

As love is full of unbefitting strains,

—

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ;

Form'd by the eye, and therefore, like the eye,
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms,
Varying in suljects as the eye doth roll

To every varied object in his glance

:

WTiich parly-coated presence of loose love
Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes

Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities.

Those heavenly eyes that look into these faults

Suggested us to make. Therefore, ladies.

Our love being yours, the error that love makes
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false.

By being once false, for ever to be true

To those that make us both—fair ladies, you

:

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin.

Thus purifies itself and turns to grace, [love
;

Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of
Your favours, the ambassadors of love

;

And, in our maiden council, rated them
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy,
As bombast, and as lining to the time:
But more devout than this in our respects
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves
In their own fashion, like a merriment.

Diiui. Our letters, madam, show'd much more
than jest.

Long. So did our looks.

Pos. We did not quote them so.

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour.
Grant us your loves.

Prin. A time, methinks, too short
To make a Vv'orld-without-end bargain in.

Xo, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much,
Full of dear guiltiness; and therefore this,

—

If for my love—as there is no such cause

—

Vou will do aught, this shall you do for me

:

Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed
To some forlorn and naked hermitage.
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ;

There stay until the twelve celestial signs
Have brought about their annual reckoning.
If this austere insociable life

Change not your offer, made in heat of blood ;

If frosts and fasts, hard lodging and thin weeds,
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love,

But that it bear this trial, and last love.

Then, at the expiration of the year,

Come, challenge, challenge me by these deserts,

And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine,

I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut
?kly woeful self up in a mournful house,
Raining the tears of lamentation
For the remembrance of my father's death.
If this thou do deny, let our hands part,

Neither intitled in the other's heart.

A'ing. If this, or more than this, I would dery_.

To flatter up these powers of mine with rest,

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye !

Hence ever, then, my heart is in thy breast.

Biron. And what to me, my love ? and whr.t

to me? [rank ;

Ros. You must be purged too ; your sins are
You are attaint with faults and perjun-

;

Therefore, L*" you my favour mean to get.
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A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest,

Bat seek the weary beds of people sick.

Dum. But what to me, my love? but what
to me?

Ka!h. A wife !—A beard, fair health, and
honesty ;

Wiih threefold love I wish you all these three.

Duin. O, shall I say I thank you, gentle

wife ?

Kath. Not so, my lord ;—a twelvemonth
and a day [say :

I'll mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooers
Come when the king doth to my lady coi le,

Ihcn, if I have much love I '11 give you some.
Dum. I '11 serve thee true and faithfully till

then.

Katk. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn
again.

Lou:; What says Maria ?

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end
I '11 cli.inge my black gown for a faithful friend.

Long. I 'IL stay with patience ; but the time
is Jong.

I\tir. The liker you ; few taller are so young.
Bhon, Studies my lady? mistress, look on

me;
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye,

What humble suit attends thy answer there !

Imi)jse some service on me for thy love.

Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord
Biron,

Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks,
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts,

Which you on all estates will execute
That lie within the mercy of your wit.

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful

brain,

And therewithal to win me, if you please,

—

Without the which I am not to be won,

—

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to

day
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be,

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit

To enforce the pained impotent to smile.

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat

of death !

It cannot be ; it is impossible :

Mirth cannot move a .soul in agony.
Ros. Why, that 's the way to choke a gibing

spirit.

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace

Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools :

A jest's prosperity lies in the ear

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue
Of him that malies it : then, if sickly ears,

Deafd with the clamours of their own dear
groans,

Will hear your idle scorns, continue them,
And I will have you and that fault withal

;

But if they w ill not, throw away that spirit,

And I shall find you empty of that fault,

Right joyful of your reformation.
Biron. A twelvemonth ! well, befall what

will befall,

I '11 jest a twelvemonth in an hospital.

Prin. Ay, sweet my iord; and so I take my
leave. [7b the King.

R'ing. No, madam : we will bring you on
your way. [play

;

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old

Jack hath not Jill : these ladies' courtesy
.Might well have made our sport a comedy.
^ing. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth

and a day.
And then 'twill end.

Biron. That 's too long for a play.

Enter ARM ADO.

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,

—

Prin. Was not that Ilector?
Dum. The worthy knight of Troy.
Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take

leave : I am a votary; I have vowed to Jaquen-
etta to hold the plough for her sweet love three

years. But, most esteemed greatness, will you
hear the dialogue that the two learned men have
compiled in praise of the owl and the cuckoo ?

it should have followed in the end of our show.
R'ing. Call them forth quickly, we will do so.

Arm. Holla ! approach.

Enter Hoi.OFERNEs, Nathaniel, Moth,
Costard, and others.

This side is Hiems, Winter—this Ver, the

Spring; the one maintained by the owl, the

other by the cuckoo. Ver, begin.

SONG.
I.

SJyring. When daisies pied, and violets blue,

And laily-smocks all silver-white,

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue,
Do paint the meadows with del'ght,

The cuckoo then, on every tree,

M jcks married men, for thus sings he-
Cuckoo ;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word of fear,

Unpleasing to a married ear !

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws,

And merry larks are ploughmen's clocki,

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws.
And maidens bleach their summer smockj,
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The cuckoo then, on every tree,

Mocks married men, for ihub ting

Cuckoo ;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O wo d of fear,

Unpleasing to a married ear !

U'^inter. WTien icicles hang by the wall.

And Uuk the sheplierd bio as his nail.

And Tom hears logs into the hall.

And milk comes Irozen home in p.ul.

When blood is nipp'd and ways be foul.

Then nightly sings tlie staring owl

—

To-who
;

Tu-'.vhit, to-who, a merry note,

Vvhiie greasy y^aw doih keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow.
And_ coughing drowns the parsoi, > saw,

And birds sit brooding in the sn.w.
And Marion's nose looks red ani raw,

When roasted cnibs hiss in the b ul.

Then nightly sings the staring owl—
To-who

;

Tu-whit, towho. a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Merciirj' are harsh after

tlie songs of Apollo. You that way; we ii;is

way. [Ejiiu Ht.
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Portia, a riih Heiresi.

Nerissa, ho U'azting-niaid.

Jessica, Daui^hter to Shvlock.

Magnificoes of Venice, Officers of the Court of

Justice, Gaoler, Seivanis, and otiier Atten-
dants.

Scene,—Partly at Venice, and partly at Bei.mont, the Seal i/ Portia, on the Continent.

ACT L

Scene L—Venice. A Street.

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Solanio.

Ant. In sooth, I know not why 1 am so sad :

It wearies me ;
you say it wearies you ;

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it,

What stufl 'lis made of, whereof it is born,

I am to learn ;

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me
That I have much ado to know m)sclf.

Salar. Vour mind is tossing on the ocean ;

There, wlicre your argosies, with portly sail,

—

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood,

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea,

—

Do overpeer the petty traffickers

That curt'sy to them, do them reverence.

As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Solan. Believe me, sir,had Isuchventureforlh,

The better part of my affections would
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still

Plucking the grass, to know where sits the

wind ;

Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads ;

And every object that might make me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt
Would make me sad.

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth.

Would blow me to an ague when I thought

What harm a wind too great might do at sea.

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run

But I should think of shallows and of flats,

And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand,

Vaihng her high top lower than her ribs,

To kiss her burial. Should I go to church.
And see the holy edifice of stone,

.And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks,

Which, touching but my gentle vessel's side.

Would scatter all her spices on the stream.
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks,

-Vnd, in a woid, but even now worth tliis,

.And now vvotlh nothing? Shall I have the

thought
To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought

That such a thing bechanc'd would make me
s.ad?

But tell not me ; I know Antonio
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. [it.

Ant. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted,

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate

Upon the fortune of this present year

:

Therefore my merchandize makes me not sad.

Solan. Why, then you are in love.

Ant. Fie, fie!

Solan. Not in love neither ? Then let 's say

you are sad

Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy

For you to laugh, and leap, and say you are

merry, (Janus,

Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed
Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time:

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes,

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper:

And other of such vinegar aspect,
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That ihey '11 not show their teethin way of smile,

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.

Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kinsman,
Graliano and Lorenzo. Fare ye well

;

We leave you now with l)etter company.
Salar. I would have stay'd till I had made

you merry.

If worthier friends had not prevented me.
Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard.

I take it your own business calls on you,

And you embrace the occasion to depart.

Enie7- Bassanio, Lorenzo, arid G.-b.kv\k^o.

Salar. Good-morrow, my good lords.

Bass. Good signiors both, wiien shall we
laugh? say, when?

You grow exceeding strange: must it be so?
Salar. We'll make our leisures to attend on

yours. {^Exeunt Sai.ar. and Solan.
Lor. My Lord Bassanio, since you have

found Antonio,
We two will leave you; but at dinner-lime,
I pray you, have in mind where we rnusl meet,

Bass. I will not fail you.
Gra. You look not well, Signior Antonio;

You have too much respect up3n the world:
They lose it that do buy it with much care.

Believe me, you are marvellously chang'd.
Ant. I hold the world but as the world,

Gratiano

—

A stage, where every man must play a part,

And mine a sad one.

Gra. Let me play the fool

:

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ;

And let my liver rather heat with wine
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within,
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster?

Sleep when he wakes? and creep into the
jaundice

By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio,

—

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks,

—

There are a sort of men whose \'isages

Do cream and mantle like a standing pond,
And do a wilful stillness entertain,

With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit

;

As who should say, I am Sir Oracle,

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark !

O, my Antonio, I do know of these,

That therefore only are reputed wise
For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure.

If they should speak, would almost damn those
ears [fools.

\VIaich, hearing them, would call their brothers
I 11 tell thee more of this another time:
But fish not, with this melancholy bait,

For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion.

—

Come, good Lorenzo.—Fare ye well awhile;
1 11 end my exhortation after dinner, [tiii-.e :

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dini'.er-

I must be one of these same dumb wise men,
For Gratiano never lets me speak. [more,

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years
Thou shah not know the sound of iliine own

tongue.
Ant. Farewell: I 'llgrow a talker for thisgear.
Gra. Ti)anks, i' faith ; for silence is only

commendable [diLle.

In a neat's tongue dried and a maid not ven-
[Exeunt Gka. and LoK.

Ant. Is that anything now?
Buss. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of

nothing, more than any man in all Venice.
His reasons are as two grains of wheat hid in

two bushels of chaff: you bhall seek all da)- ere
you find them ; and, when you have them,
they are not worth the search. [same
Ant. W^ell ; tell me now, what lady is this

To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage.
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of?

Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,
How much I have disabled mine estate

By something showing- a more swelling port
Than my faint means would grant continuance:
Nor do I now make moan to be abridgd
From such a noble rate; but my chief caie
Is to come fairly off from the great debts
Wherein ray time, something too prodigal,

Hath left me gag'd. To you, Antonio,
I owe the most, in money and in love;

.And from your love I have a warranty
To unburthen all my plots and purposes
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. [it;

.4n/. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know
And if it stand, as you yourself still do.
Within the eye of honour, be assur'd

My purse, my person, my exlremest means
Lie all unlock'd to your occasions. [shaft,

Bass. In my school -days, when I had lost oi-ie

1 shot his fellow of the self-same flight

The self-same way, with more advised watch.
To find the other forth ; and by advent'ring both
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof.
Because what follows is pure innocence.
I owe you much; and, like a wilful youth,
That which I owe is lost : but if you please
To shoot another arrow that se!f-wa,y

Wliich you did shoot the first, I i!o not doubt,
As I will watch the aim, or to find both
Or bring your latter hazard back again,

And thankfully rest debtor for the first, [lime
Anl. You know me well, and herein spent but

To wind about my love with circumstance;
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And out of doubt you do me now more wrong,
In making questton of my uttermost,

Tlum if )ou had made waste of all I have.

Then du but say to me what I should do,

That in your knowledge may by me be done,
And I am press'd unto it : therefore, speak.

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left.

And she is fair, and lairer than that word,
Oi wondrous virtues: sometimes from her eyes

I did receive fair speechless messages:
Her name is Portia; nothing undervalued
To Cato's daugluer, Brutus' Portia.

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ;

For the four winds blow in from every coast

Renowned suitors, and her sunny locks

Ha;ig on her temples like a golden lleece;

Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos'

strand,

And many Jasons come in quest of her.

my .Vntonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
1 have a mind presages me such thrift

That I should questionless be fortunate, [sea;

A/ii. Thou know'st that all my fortunes are at

Neither have I money nor commodity
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth ;

Try what my credit can 'n X'enice do

:

That shall be rack'd, even to the uttermost,

To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia-

Go, presently inquire, and so will I,

Where money is ; and I no question make
To have it of my trust or for my sake.

[Exeuni.

Scene II.

—

Belmont, A Room in Portia's
House.

Enter Portia and Nerissa.

For. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is

a-weary of this great world.

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your
miseries were in the same abundance as your
good fortunes are : and yet for aught I see, they

are as sick that surfeit with too much as they

that starve with nothing. It is no mean happi-

ness, therefore, to be seated in the mean :

superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but

conijietency lives longer.

For. Good sentences, and well pronounced.
Ner. They would be better if well followed.

For. If to do were as easy as to know what
were good to do, chapels had been churches,
and poor men's cottages princes' palaces. It is

a good divine that follows his own instructions :

1 can easier teach twenty what were good to be
done, llian be one of the twenty to follow mine
Owu Lcaching. The brain may devise laws for

the blood, but a hot temper leaps over a cold
decree; such a hare is madness, the youth, to

skip o'er the meshes of good council, the cripple.

But this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose
me a husband.—O me, the word choose! I

may neither choose whom I would nor refuse

whom I dislike; so is the will of a living

daughter curbed by the will of a dead father.

—

Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot choose
one, nor refuse none?

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous; and
holy men, at their death, have good inspirations

;

therefore, the lottery that he hath devised in

these three chests, of gold, silver, and lead,

—

whereof who chooses his meaning chooses you,
— will, no doubt, never be chosen by any rightly

but one who you shall rightly love. But what
warmth is there \n your affection towards any
of these princely suitors that are already come?

For. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as

thou namest them, I will describe them ; and
according to my description, level at my affec-

tion.

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince.

For. Ay, that 's a colt indeed, for he doth
nothing but talk of his horse ; and he makes it

a great appropriation to his own good parts that

he can shoe him himself: I am much afraid my
lady his mother played false with a smith.

Ner. Then is there the Count)- Palatine.

For. He doth nothing but frown ; as who
should say, An ifyou -will not have me, choose

he hears merry tales and smiles not: I fear he
will prove the w-eeping philosopher when he
grows old, being so full of unmannerly sadness
in his youth. I had rather be married to a

death's head with a bone in his mouth than to

either of these. God defend me from these two!
Ner. How say you by the French lord,

Monsieur Le Bon?
For. God made him, and therefore let him

pass for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to

be a mocker : but, he ! why, he hath a horse

better than the Neapolitan's ; a better bad habit

of frowning than the Count Palatine: he is

every man and no man ; if a throstle sing he falls

straight a-capering ; he will fence with his own
shadow : if I should marrj- him I should marry
twenty husbands. If he would despise me 1

would forgive him ; for if he love me to mad-
ness I shall never requite him.

Ner. What say you then to Falconbridge,

the young baron of England?
For. ^'ou know I say nothing to him ; for he

understands not me, nor I him : he hath neither

r,atin, French, nor Italian • .tnd you will come
into the court and swear that I have a poor
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pennyworth in the English. He is a proper

man's picture ; but, alas ! who can converse

with a dumb show? How oddly he is suited !

I think, he bought his doublet in Italy, his

round hose in France, his bonnet in Germany,
and his behaviour everywhere.

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord,

his neighbour?
Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in

him ; for he borrowed a box of the ear of the

Englishman, and swore he would pay him again

v.hen he was able : I think the Frenchman be-

came his surety, and sealed under for another.

Ner. How like you the young German, the

Duke of Saxony's nephew?
For. Very vilely in the morning when he is

sober ; and most vilely in the afternoon when
he is dnmk ; when he is best he is a little worse
than a man ; and when he is worst, he is little

better than a beast. An the worst fall that ever

fell, I hope I shall make shift to go without
him.

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose
i the right casket, you should refuse to perform
i your father's will if you should refuse to accept

j
him.

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray

;
thee set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the

j contrary casket : for, if the devil be within and
that temptation without, I know he will choose
it. I will do anything, Nerissa, ere I will be
married to a sponge.

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any
of these lords; they have acquainted me with
their determinations ; which is indeed, to return

to their home, and to trouble you with no more
suit, unless you may be won by some other

sort than your father's imposition, depending
on the caskets.

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will

die as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by
the manner of my father's will. I am glad this

parcel of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is

not one among them but I dote on his very
absence, and I pray God grant them a fair

departure.

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your
father's time, a Venetian, a scholar and a
Kiildier, that came hither in company of the

Marquis of Montferrat?

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think,

so was he called.

N'er. True, madam ; he, of all the men that

ever my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best

deserving a fair lady.

I'or. I remember him well ; and I remember
him worthy of thy praise.—

Enter a Servant.

How now! what news?
Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam,

to take their leave; and there is a forerunner
come from a fifth, the prince of Morocco, who
brings word, the prince his master will be here
to-night.

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so
good heart as I can bid the other four farewell,

I should be glad of his approach : if he have
the condition of a saint and the complexion of

a devil, I had rather he should shrive me than
wive me.
Come, Nerissa.—Sirrah, go before.

—

Whiles we shut the gate upon one wooer,
another knocks at the door. \^Exeunt»

Scene III.—Venice. A Public Place.

Enter Bassanio a«a?SHYLOCK.
Shy. Three thousand ducats,—well.

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months.
Sky. For three months,—well.

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio
shall be bound.

Shy. Antonio shall become bound,—well.

Bass. May you stead me? Will you plea-

sure me? Shall I know your answer?
Shy. Three thousand ducats for three months,

and Antonio bound.
Bass. Your answer to that.

Shy. Antonio is a good man.
Bass. Have you heard any imputation to tlie

contrary?

Shy. Ho, no, no ; no, no ;—my meaning, in

saying he is a good man, is to have you under-
stand me that he is sufficient : yet his means
are in supposition : he hath an argosy bound to

Tripolis, another to the Indies; I understand,
moreover, upon the Rialto, he hath a third at

Mexico, a fourth for England, and other

ventures he hath, squandered abroad. But
ships are but boards, sailors but men: there be
land-rats and water-rats, water-thieves and land-

thieves; I mean pirates; and then there is the

peril of waters, winds, and rocks. The man
is, notwithstanding, sufficient;—three thousand
ducats:— I think I may take his bond.

Bass. Be assured you may.
Shy. I will be assured I may ; and, that I

may be assured, I will bethink me. May I

speak with Antonio?
Bass. If it please you to dine with us.

Shy. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habi-

tation which your prophet, the Nazarite, con-

jured the devil into; I will buy with you, sell

with you, talk with you, walk with )ou, and so
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following; but I will not eat with you, drink

with you, nor pray with you.—What news on
the I\iallo?—Who is he comes here?

Enter Antonio.

Bass. This is Signior Antonio.

Shy. \_Aside.'\ llow like a fawning publican

he looks!

I hate him for he is a Christian;

But more for that, in low simplicity.

He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.

If I can catch him once upon the hip,

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.

lie hates our sacred nation; and he rails,

Even there where merchants most do congregate,
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift.

Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe

If I forgive him

!

Bass. Shylock, do you hear?

Sky. I am debating of my present store:

And, by the near guess of my memory,
I cannot instantly raise up the gross

Of full three thousand ducats. What of that?

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe,

W'ill furnish me. But soft ! how many months
Do you desire?—Rest you fair, good signior:

[To Antonio.
YoTir worship was the last man in our mouths.

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor
borrow.

By taking nor by giving of excess,

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend,

I '11 break a custom.—Is he yet possess'd

How much he would?
Sky. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.

Ant. And for three months. [me so.

Sky. I had forgot,—three months ; you told

Well then, your bond; and, let me see,

But hear you

:

Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow
Upon advantage.

Ant. I do never use it.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's
sheep,

—

This Jacob from our holy Abraham was

—

As his wise mother wrought in his behalf

—

The third possessor ; ay, he was the third,

—

Ant. And what of him ? did he take interest?

Shy. Ko, not take interest; not, as you
would say,

Directly interest: mark what Jacob did.

W'hen Laban and himself were comproniis'd
That all the eanlings which were streak'd and

pied [rank,

Should fall as Jacob's hire; the ewes, being
In end of autumn turned to the rams:

And when the work of generation was
Between these woolly breeders in the act,

The skilful shepherd peeld me certain wands.
And, in the doing of the deed of kind.

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes.
Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and 5iose were

Jacob's.

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest

;

And thrift is blessing if men steal it not.

Ant. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob
serv'd for;

A thing not in his power to bring to pass.

But sway'd and fashion'd by the hand of heaven.
Was this inserted to make interest good?
Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams?

Sky. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast :

—

But note me, signior.

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio,

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose.

An evil soul producing holy witness

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek

—

A goodly apple rotten at the heart

:

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath

!

Sky. Three thousand ducats,
—

'tis a good
round sum. [rale.

Three months from twelve, then let me see the

Ani. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden
to you?

Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft.

In the Rialto, you have rated me
About my moneys and my usances

:

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug

;

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe:

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog,
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine.

And all for use of that which is mine own.
Well, then, it now appears you need my help

:

Go to, then; you come to me, and you say,

Shylock, we would have moneys:—you say so;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beaid,

And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur

Over your threshold: moneys is your suit.

What should I say to you? Should I not say,

Uatk a dag money ? is it possible

A cttr can lend three thousand ducats? or

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key.

With 'bated breath and whispering humbleness.
Say this?

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last.

You sptirn^d me such a day ; another time

You call'd me dog; andfor these courtesies

I^ll lendyou thus much moneys.
Ant. I am as like to call thee so again.

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not

As to thy friends, (for when did friendship take
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A breed for barren metal of his friend?)

But lend it rather to thine enemy,
Who if he break, thou mayst with better face

Exact the penalty.

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm 1

I would be friends with you, and have your love,

Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with,

Supply your present wants, and take no doit

Of usance for my moneys, and you '11 not hear me:
This is kind I offer.

Bass. This were kindness.

Shy. This kindness will I show.

—

Go with me to a notary, seal me there

Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport,

If you repay me not on such a day.

In such a place, such sum or sums as are

Express'd in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your body pleaseth me. [bond.

Ant. Content, in faith : I '11 seal to such a
And say there is much kindness in the Jew.

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for

me:
I'll rather dwell in my necessity. fit

;

Ant. Why fear not, man ; I will not forfeit

Within these two months—that 's a month before

This bond expires—I do exp)ect return

Of thrice three times the value of this bond.
Shy. O father Abraham, what tliese Chris-

tians are.

Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect

The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell me this;

If he should break his day, what shoald I gain
By the exaction of the forfeiture?

A pound of man's flesh, taken from a man,
Is not so estimable, profitable neither.

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say,

To buy his favour I extend this friendship

;

If he will take it, so; if not, adieu ;

And for my love, I pray you wrong me not.

Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond.
Shy. Tlien meet me forthwith at the notary's;

Give him direction for this merry bond,
And I will go and purse the ducats straight,

See to my house, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave, and prese

I will be with you.
Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew;

{^Exit Shylock.
This Hebrew will turn Christian: he grows

kind. [mind.
Bass, I like not fair terms and a villain's

Ant. Come on ; in this there can be no
dismay

;

My ships come home a month before the day.

\Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.—Belmont. A Room in Portia's
House.

Flourish of Comets. Enter the Prince of
Morocco and his Train ; Portia, Nerissa,
and other of her Attendants.

Mor. Misllke me not for my complexion,
The shadow'd livery of the burnish'd sun.
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred.
Bring me the tairest creature northward born.
Where Phoebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles,

And let us make incision for your love.

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine.
I tell thee lady, this aspect of mine
Hath fear'd the valiant ; by my love, I swear,
The best-regarded virgins of our clime
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue.
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen.

For. In terms of choice I am not solely led
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes

:

Besides, the lottery of my destiny
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing:
But, if my father had not scanted me,
And hedg'd me by his wit, to yield myself
His wife who wins me by that means I told you.
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair

As any comer I have look'd on yet

For my affection.

Mor. Even for that I thank you

;

Tlierefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets.

To try my fortune. By this scimitar,

—

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,

—

I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look.
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth.

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear.
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey.

To win thee, lady. But, alas the while I

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand

:

So is Alcides beaten by his page

;

And so may I, blind fortune leading me.
Miss that which one unworthier may attain,

And die with grieving.

For. You must take your chance ;

And either not attempt to choose at all,

Or swear before you choose, ifyou choose wrong.
Never to speak to lady afterward

In way of marriage ; therefore be advis'd.

Mor, Nor will not; come, bring me unto
my chance.

For, First, forward to the temple :aftex^
dinner ,

Your hazard shall be made.]
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Alor. Good fortune then !

To make me blest or cursed'st among men.
[Corners and exeunt.

ScENK II.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter Launcelot Gobbo.

Lann. Certainly my conscience will serve me
to run from this Jew, my master. The fiend is

at mine elbow, and tempts me, saying to' me,
Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good
Gobbo, or good I^auncelot Gobbo, use your legs,

take the start, run away. My conscience says,—N'o ; take heed, honest Launcelot ; take heed,

honest Gobbo: or as aforesaid, honest Launce-

let Gobbo; do not run, scorn running with thy

heels. Well, the most courageous fiend bids

me pack: Via! says the fiend; away! says the

fiend, 7^^ the heavens ; rouse tip a brave mind,
f-ays the fiend, and run. Well, my conscience,

hanging al)out the neck of my heart, says very

wisely to me,

—

^fy honest friend, Launcelot,

being an honest man^s son, or rather an honest

woman's son ;—for indeed, my father did

something smack, something grow to, he had a

kind of taste;— well, my conscience says, Launce-
lot, budge not. Budge, says the fiend. Budge
not, says my conscience. Conscience, say I,

you counsel well ; fiend, say I, you counsel

well : to be ruled by my conscience, I should
stay with the Jew, my master, who (God bless

the mark !) is a kind of devil ; and, to run away
from the Jew, I should be ruled by the fiend,

who, saving your reverence, is the devil him-
self. Certainly the Jew is the very devil incar-

nation: and, in mv conscience, my conscience

is but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to

counsel me to stay with the Jew. The fiend

gives the more friendly counsel: I will run,

fiend; my heels are at your commandment ; I

will run.

Enter Old GoBBO, with a basket.

Gob. Master young man, you, I pray you,
which is the way to master Jew's?

Laun. \^Asidc.'\ O heavens, this is my true

begotten father! who, being more than sand-
blind, high-gravel blind, knows me not:—

I

will try confusions with him.
Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you,

which is the way to Master Jew's?
Laun. Turn up on your right hand at the next

turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your
left ; marry, at the very next turning, turn of no
hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew's
house.

Gob. By God's sonlies, 'twill be a hard way to

hit. Can you tell me whether one Launcelot,
that dwells with him, dwell with him or no?

Laun. Talk you of young Master Launcelot?—\_Aside. ] .Mark me now ; now will I raise the

waters.—Talk you of young Master Launcelot?
Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son:

his father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding
poor man, and, God be thanked, well to live.

Laun. Well, let his father be what 'a will,

we talk of young Master Launcelot. [sir.

Gob. Your worship's friend, and Launcelot,
Laun. But I pray you, ergo, old man, ergo, I

beseech you, talk you of young Master Launce-
lot? [ship-

Gob. Of Launcelot, an 't please your master-

Laun. Ergo, Master Launcelot. Talk not

of Master Launcelot, father; for the young
gentleman,—according to Fates and Destinies,

and such odd sayings, the Sisters Three, and
such branches of learning,—is indeed deceased

;

or, as you would say in plain terms, gone to

heaven.
Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the

very staff of my age, my very prop.

Lauft. Do I look like a cudgel or a hovel-
i

post, a staffor a prop?—Do you know me, father?
^

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young
gentleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy
(God rest his soul !) alive or dead?
Laun. Do you not know me, father?

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know
you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes you
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father

that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will

tell you news of your son. Give me your bles-

sing ; truth will come to fight ; murder cannot

be hid long : a man's son may ; but, in the end,

truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up; I am sure you
are not Launcelot, my boy.

Laun. Pray you, let 's have no more fooling

about it, but give me your blessing; I am
Launcelot, your boy that was, your son that is,

your child that shall be.

Gob. I cannot think you are my son.

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that;

but I am Launcelot, the Jew's man ; and I am
sure Margery your wife is my mother.

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I '11 be
sworn, if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own
flesh and blood. Lord worshipped might he be!

what a beard hast thou got ! thou hast got more
hair on thy chin than Dobbin my thill-horse has

on his tail.

Laun. It should seem, then, that Dobbin's

tail grows backward; 1 am sure he had more
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hair of his tail than I have of my face when I last

saw him.

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How
dost thou and thy master agree? I have brought

him a present. How 'gree you now?
Laiin. Well, well; but, for mine own part, as

I have set up my rest to run away, so I will not

rest till I have run some ground. My master 's

a very Jew: give him a present! give him a

halter: I am famished in his service; you may
tell every finger I have with my ribs. Father, I

am glad you are come; give me your present to

one Master Bassanio, who indeed gives rare new
liveries: if I serve not him, I will run as far as

God has any ground.—O rare fortune ! here comes
the man;—to him, father; for I am a Jew if I

serve the Jew any longer.

Enter Bassanio, with Leonardo, and
other Followers.

Bass. You may do so ;—but let it be so hasted
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the

clock. See these letters delivered; put the

liveries to making ; and desire Gratiano to come
anon to my lodging. \Exit a Servant.

Laun. To him, father.

Gob. God bless your worship! [me?
Bass. Gramercy : wouldst thou aught with
Gob. Here 's my son, sir, a poor boy,

—

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's
man, that would, sir, as my father shall specify,

—

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one
would say, to serve,

—

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I

serve the Jew, and have a desire, as my father

shall specify,

—

Gob. His master and he,—saving your wor-
ship's reverence,—are scarce cater-cousins,

—

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the

Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as

my father, being I hope an old man, shall

frutify unto you,

—

Gob. I have here a dish of doves that I would
bestow upon your worship; and my suit is,

—

Laun. In very brief, tlie suit is impertinent
to myself, as your worship shall know by this

honest old man; and, though I say it, though
old man, yet, poor man, my father.

Bass. One speak for both,—What would you?
Laun. Serve you, sir.

Gob. That is the very defect of the matter, sir.

Bass. I know thee well; thou hast cbtain'd

thy suit

:

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day,
And hath preferr'd thee— if it be preferment
To leave a rich Jew's service, to become
The follower of so poor a gentleman.

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted
between my master, Shylock, and you, sir; you
have the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough.

Bass. Thou speak'st it well. Go, lather,

wiili thy son.

—

Take leave of thy old master, and inquire
My lodging out.—Give him a livery

\^To his Followers.
More guarded than his fellows' : see it done.
Laun. Father, in.— I cannot get a service,

no:— I have ne'er a tongue in my head.

—

Well; {ioo/cing on his pal»i~\\( Any ma.n.'m Italy
have a fairer table which doth offer to swear
upon a book, I shall have good fortune !—Go
to, here's a simple line of life! here's a small
trifle of wives: alas, fifteen wives is nothing;
eleven widows and nine maids is a simple com-
ing in for one man ! and then to 'scape drown-
ing thrice, and to be in peril of my life with
the edge of a feather-bed ;—here are simple
'scapes ! Well, if Fortune be a woman, she '3

a good wench for this gear.—Father, come:
I '11 take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling
of an eye. [Exeunt Laun. a)!d Old Gob.

Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on
this: [stow'd.

These things being bought and orderly be-
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night

My best esteem'd acquaintance: hie thee, go.

Lean. My best endeavours shall be done
herein.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Where is your master?
Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks. [Exit.
Gra. Signior Bassanio,

Bass. Gratiano

!

Gra. I have a suit to you.
Bass. You have obtain'd it,

Gra. You must not deny me : I must go
with you to Belmont. [Gratiano;

Bass. Why, then you must.—But hear thee.

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice;

—

Parts that become thee happily enough.
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults;

But where thou art not known, why, there

they show
Something too liberal. Pray thee, take pain

To allay with some cold drops of modesty
Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild be-

haviour,

I be misconstrued in the place I go to,

And lose my hopes.

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me

:

If I do not put on a sober habit.

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books inmy pocket, look demurely,
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Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes

Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say amen,

Use all the observance of civility,

Like one well studied in a sad ostent

To please his grandam, never trust me more,

Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night; you shall not

gage me
By what we do to-night.

Bass. No, that were pity

;

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpose merriment. But fare you well

:

I have some business.

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest

;

But we will visit you at supper-time.

\_Exeunt.

SCENK IIL

—

The same. A Room in Shy-
lock's House.

Enter Jessica and Launcelot,

Jes. I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so

:

Our house is hell ; and thou, a merry devil,

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness.

But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee

:

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see

Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest

:

Give him this letter ; do it secretly ;

—

And so farewell : I would not have my father

See me in talk with thee.

Laun. Adieu !—tears exhibit my tongue.

—

Most beautiful pagan, most sweet Jewl if a

Christian did not play the knave, and get thee,

I am much deceived. But, adieu ! these foolish

drops do somewhat drown my manly spirit

;

adieu

!

\_Exit.

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot.

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me
To be asham'd to be my father's child

!

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo,

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife,

—

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife.

\Exit.

Scene TV.

—

Tlie same. A Street.

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and
Solanio.

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time

;

Disguise us at my lodging, and return

All in an hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch

-

bearers. [order'd

;

Solan. 'Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly

And better, in my mind, not undertook.

Lor. 'Tis now but four o'clock j we have tW'

hours

To furnish us ;

—

Enter LAUNCELOT, with a Utter.

Friend Launcelot, what 's the news
Laun. An it shall please you to break uj

this, it shall seem to signify.

Lor. I know the hand : in faith, 'tis a fair hand
And whiter than the paper it writ on
Is the fail- hand that writ.

Gra. Love-news, in faith.

Laun. By your leave, sir.

Lor. Whither goest thou?

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master, th(

Jew, to sup to-night with my new master, tht

Christian. [Jessica

Lor. Hold here, take this :—tell gentle

I will not fail her;—speak it privately; go.

—

Gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot.
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night j

I am provided of a torch-bearer.

Salar. Ay, marr)', I "11 begone about it straight.

Solan. And so will I. I

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano;

At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence.

Salar. 'Tis good we do so.

[Exeunt Salar. and Solan.:
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica? i

Lor. I must needs tell thee all. She hath

directed

How I shall take her from her father's house

;

What gold and jewels she is fumish'd with;

What page's suit she hath in readiness.

If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven,

It will be for his gentle daughter's sake

:

And never dare misfortune cross her foot,

Unless she do it under this excuse,

—

That she is issue to a faithless Jew.
Come, go with me; peruse this as thou goest:

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer.

[Exeunt.

Scene Y.—The same. Before Shylock's
House.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.

Shy. Well, thou shalt see ; thy eyes shall be
thy judge,

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :

—

What, Jessica !-^thou shalt not gormandize

As thou hast done with me ;—What, Jessica !—
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ',—

Why, Jessica, I say

!

Laun. Why, Jessica

!

[call.

Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee

Lann. Your worship was wont to tell me I

could do nothing without bidding.



SCENE v.] THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 231

Enter Jessica.

Jes. Call you? what is your will?

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica:

There are my keys.—But wherefore should I go?

I am not bid for love ; they flatter me

:

But yet I '11 go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Christian.—^Jessica, my girl,

Ix)ok to my house.—I am right loath to go

;

There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest,

For I did dream of money-bags to-night.

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go; my young
master doth expect your reproach.

Shy. So do I his.

Laun. And they have conspired together,

—

I will not say you shall see a masque ; but if

you do, then it was not for nothing that my
nose fell a-bleeding on Black-Monday last at

six o'clock i' the morning, falling out that year
on Ash-Wednesday was four year in the after-

noon.

Shy. What! are there masques? Hear you
me, Jessica:

Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum.
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife,

Clamber not you up to the casements then,

Nor thrust your head into the pubUc street

Tq gaze on Christian foob with vamish'd faces:

But stop my house's ears,—I mean my case-

ments :

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter

My sober house.—By Jacob's staff, I swear
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night

:

But I will go.—Go you before me, sirrah ;

Say I will come.
Laun. I will go before, sir.

—

Mistress, look out at window for all this ;

There will come a Christian by
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. \Exit.

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar's off-

spring, ha? [nothing else.

Jes. His vvords were. Farewell, mistress ;

Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge
feeder,

Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day
More than the wild cat : drones hive not with

me ;

Therefore I part with him ; and part with him
To one that I would have him help to waste
His borrow'd purse.—Well, Jessica, go in ;

Perhaps I will return immediately :

Do as I bid you
;

Shut doors after you : fast bind, fast find

—

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. \^Exit.

Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not
cross'd,

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. \_Exit,

Scene VI.

—

The same.

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masked.

Cra. This is the pent-house under which
Lorenzo

Desir'd us to make stand.

Salar. His hour is almost past.

Gta. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour,
For lovers ever run before the clock.

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus' pigeons fly

To seal love's bonds new made, than they are

wont
To keep obliged faith unfbrfeited

!

[feast

Gra. That ever holds; who riseth from a
With that keen appetite that he sits down?
Where is the horse that doth untread again
His tedious measures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them first ? All things that are,

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd.

How like a younker or a prodigal

The scarfed bark puts from her native bay,

Hugg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind 1

How like the prodigal doth she return,

With over-weather'd ribs and ragged sails,

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind !

Salar. Here comes Lorenzo;—more of this

hereafter.

Enter LoRENZO.

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my
long abode

;

Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait:

When you shall please to play the thieves for wives
I Ml watch as long for you then.—Approach

;

Here dwells myfather Jew.—Ho! who's within?

Enter JESSICA, above, in boy's clothes.

Jes. Who are you? Tell me, for more certainty.

Albeit I '11 swear that I do know your tongue.
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love.

Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love indeed ;

For who love I so much? and now who knows
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours?

Lor. Heaven and thy thoughts are witness
that thou art. [pains.

Jes. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the

I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me,
Tor I am much asham'd of my exchange:
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see

The pretty follies that themselves commit;
For if they could, Cupid himself would blush
To see me thus transformed to a boy.

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-

bearer, [shames?

Jes. What ! must I hold a candle to my
They in themselves, good sooth, are too, too

light.



232 THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. [act II.

Why, 'lis an office of discovery, love;

And I should be obscur'd.

Lor. So are you, sweet,
Even in the lovely garnish of a boy.
But come at once;

For the close night doth play the runaway,
And we are stay'd for at Bassanio's feast.

/es. I will make fast the doors, and gild my-
self

With some more ducats, and be with you
straight. \^Exii, above.

Cra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no
Jew.

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily

:

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ;

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true

;

And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself;

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true.

Shall she be placed in my constant soul.

£«/£r Jessica, below.

What, art thou come?—On, gentlemen, away;
Our masquing mates by this time for us stay.

\Exit, with Jes. atid Salar.

Enter Antonio.

Ant. Who's there?

Gra. Signior Antonio

!

Ant. Fie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the

rest?

'Tis nine o'clock: our friends all stay for

you:

—

No mask to-night : the wind is come about

;

Bassanio presently will go aboard

:

I have sent twenty out to seek for you.

Gra. I am glad on 't ; I desire no more delight

Than to be under sail, and gone to-night.

{^Exeunt.

Scene VH.—Belmont. A Room in

Portia's House.

Flourish of Comets. Enter Portia, with the

Prince of Morocco, attd their Trains.

For. Go draw aside the curtains, and discover
The several caskets to this noble prince.

—

Now make your choice.

Alor. The first of gold, who this inscription

bears ;

—

[^desire.

Who chooseth me shall gain what many men
The second, silver, which this promise carries ;

—

IVko chooseth me shallget as much as he deserves.

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt;

—

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he
hath.

How shall I know if I do choose the right?

For. The one of them contains my picture,

prince

;

If you choose that, then I am yours withal.

J\Ior. Some god direct my judgment ! Let
me see,

I will survey the inscriptions back again:
What says this leaden casket?

—

[hath.

Who chooseth me must give aytd hazard all he
Must give—for what? for lead ? hazard for lead?
This casket threatens : men that hazard all

Do it in hope of fair advantages:
A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross:

I '11 then nor give nor hazard aught for lead.

What says the silver with her virgin hue?
Who chooseth me shallget as much as he deserves.

As much as he deserves!—Pause there, Morocco,
And weigh thy value with an even hand;
If thou be'st rated by thy estimation,

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough
May not extend so far as to the lady

;

And yet to be afeard of my deserving

Were but a weak disabling of myself.

As much as I deserve !—W'hy, that 's the lady:

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes,

In graces, and in qualities of breeding;
But more than these, in love I do deserve.

What if I stray'd no further, but chose here?

—

Let 's see once more this saying grav'd in gold.

Who chooseth me shall gain what many mm
desire. [her

:

Why, that 's the lady : all the world desires

From the four corners of the earth they come,
To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint.

The Hyrcanian deserts and the vasty wilds

Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now
For princes to come view fair Portia:

The wat'ry kingdom, whose ambitious head
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar

To stop the foreign spirits; but they come,
As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia.

One of these three contains her heavenly picture.

Is 't like that lead contains her? 'Twere dam»
nation

To think so base a thought : it were too gross

To rid her cerecloth in the obscure grave.

Or shall I think in silver she's immur'd,
Being ten times undervalued to tried gold?

O sinfid thought ! Never so rich a gem [land

Was set in worse than gold. They have in Erg-
A coin that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold ; but that's insculp'd upon;
But here an angel in a golden bed
Lies all within.—Deliver me the key;
Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may

!

For. There, take it, prince ; and if my form

lie there.

Then I am yours. {Lie opens the golden casket.
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iMor. O hell ! what have we here ?

A carrion Death, within whose empty eye
There is a written scroll ! I '11 read the writing.

All that glisters is not gold,

—

Often havt you heard that told
;

Many a man his life hath sold

But oiy outside to behold ;

Gilded tombs do worms infold.

Had you been as wise as bold,

Young XT limbs, in ju<lgment old,

You» Ar.swei had not been inscroll'd

Fare yen well ; your suit is cold.

Cold T.deed, and labour lost

:

Then, farewell heat ; and, welcome frost.

—

Portia, adiei' ! 1 have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus losers part.

[Exit with his Train.

For. A gentle riddance. Draw the cur-

tains, go.

Let all of his complexion choose me so.

\_Exeuni.

Scene VIH.—Venice. A Street.

Enter Salarino and SOLANIO.

Salar. Why, man, I saw Bassanio under sail

;

With him is Gratiano gone along
;

And in their ship I am sure Lorenzo is not.

Solan. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd

the duke.
Who went with him to search Bassanio's ship.

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under
sail:

But there the duke was given to understand
That in a gondola were seen together
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica :

Besides, Antonio certify'd the duke
They were not with Bassanio in his ship.

Solan. I never heard a paision sc confused,

So strange, outrageous, and ?ic variable

As the dog Jew did utter in ihe streets:

My daughter !—O »iy dt<(at<.

!

—C my daughter!
Fled with a Christian !—O my Christian du-

cats !—
Justice! the law! my ducats and 7ny daughter

!

A sealed bag, two sealed hags of ducats.

Ofdouble ducats, stolen from me by mydaughter !

Andjewels,—two stones, two rich andprecious
stones.

Stolen by my daitghter!—Justice! find the girl!
She hath the stones upon her and the ducats

!

Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow

him, [ducats.

Crying,—his stones, his daughter, and his

Solan. Let good Antonio look he keep his

day.
Or he shall pay for this.

Salar. Marry, well remember'd;

I reason'd with a Frenchman yesterday,

Who told me,—in tlie narrow seas that part

The French and English, there miscarried

A vessel of our country richly fraught

:

I thought upon Antonio when he told me,
And wish'd in silence that it were not his.

Solan. You were best to tell Antonio what
you hear

;

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him.
Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the

earth.

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part

:

Bassanio told him he would make some speed
Of his return ; he answer'd

—

Do not so ;

Slubber not businessfor my sake, Bassanio,
But stay the very riping of the time ;

Andfor theJew's bond which he hath of me^
Let it not enter in your mind of love:

Be merry ; and employ your chiefest thoughts
To courtship, and suck fair ostents of love

As shall conveniently become you there.

And even there, his eye being big with tears,

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him.
And with affection wondrous sensible

He wrung Bassanio's hand ; and so they parted.

Solan. I think he only loves the world for hun.
I pray thee, let us go and find him out,

And quicken his embraced heaviness

With some delight or other.

Salar. Do we so. [Exeutit.

Scene IX.

—

Belmont. A Room in Portia's
House.

Enter Nerissa, with a Servant.

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee; draw the

curtain straight

:

The Prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath,

And comes to his election presently.

Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince cf
Arragon, Portia, and their Trains.

For. Behold, there stand the caskets, nol)Ie

prince.

If you choose that wherein I am contain'd,

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz'd:

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord.

You must be gone from hence immediately.

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath to observe three

things

:

First, never to unfold to any one
Wliich casket 'twas I chose ; next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly,

If I do fail in fortune of my choice.

Immediately to leave you and be gone.

H 2
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Por. To these injunctions every one doth

swear
That comes to hazard for my worthless self.

Ar. And so have I address'd me. Fortune

now [lead.

To my heart's hope !—Gold, silver, and base

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he

hath :

You shall look fairer ere I give or hazard.

What says the golden chest? ha ! let me see :

—

Kao cho3seth me shall gain what many men
desire. [meant

What many men desire.—That many may be

Uy the fool multitude, that choose by show,

iS'.ii learning more than the fond eye doth teach

;

Which pries not to the interior, but, like the

martlet.

Builds in the weather on the outward wall,

Even in the force and road of casualty.

I will not choose what many men desire.

Because I will not jump with common spirits,

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.

Why, then, to thee, thou silver treasure-house

;

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear:

Who chooseth me shallget as much as he deserves:

And well said too ; for who shall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honourable [sume

Without the stamp of merit ! Let none pre-

To wear an undeserved dignity.

O, that estates, degrees, and offices.

Were not deriv'd corruptly! and that clear

honour
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer!

How many then should cover that stand bare

!

How many be commanded that command !

How much low peasantry would then be

glean'd [honour

From the true seed of honour ! and how much
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times,

To be new varnish'd ! Well, but to my choice.

M'^ho chooseth me shall get as much as he

deserves:

I will assume desert.—Give me a key for this.

And instantly unlock my fortunes here.

[He opens the silver casket.

Por. Too long a pause for that which you
find there. [idiot

Ar. What 's here ? the portrait of a blinking

Presenting me a schedule I I will read it.

How much unlike art thou to Portia !

I low much unlike my hopes and my deservings

!

Who chooseth me shall have as much as he

deserves.

Did I deserve no more than a fool's head?
Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ?

Por. To offend and judge are distinct offices

And of opposed natures.

Ar. What is here?

The fire seven times tried this ;

Seven times tried that judgment is

That oid never choose amiss :

Some there be that shadows kiss;

Such have but a shadow's bliss

:

There be fools alive, I wis,

Sllver'd o er ; and so was this.

Take what wife you will to bed,

1 will ever be your head

:

So be gone ; you are sped.

Still more fool I shall appear

By the time I linger here:

With one fool's head I came to woo,
But I go away with two.

—

Sweet, adieu ! I '11 keep my oath.

Patiently to bear my roth.

[Exit with his Train.

Por. Thus hath the candle singed the moth.

O these deliberate fools ! when they do choose.

They have the wisdom by their wit to lose.

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy,

—

Hanging and wiving goes by destiny.

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa.

Enter a Servant

Serv. WTiere is my lady?

Per. Here; what would my lord?

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian, one that comes before

To signify the approaching of his lord

:

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets

;

To wit, besides commends and courteous breath,

Gifts of rich value. Yet I have not seen

So likely an ambassador of love

:

A day in April never came so sweet.

To show how costly summer was at hand,

As this forespurrer comes before his lord.

Por. No m.ore, I pray thee ; I am half afeard

Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee,

Thou spend'st such high-day wit in praising

him.

—

Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see

Quick Cupid's post, that comes so mannerly.

Ner. Bassanio, lord Love, if thy will it be

!

[^Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter SoLANio aw^SALARiNO.

Solan. Now, what news on the Rialto?

Salar. Why, yet it lives there unchecked,
that Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wrecked
on the narrow seas; the Goodwins I think they

call the place ; a very dangerous flat and fatal,

where the carcases of many a tall ship lie buried,
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as ihey say, if my gossip report be an honest
woman of her word.

Solan. I would she were as lying a gossip in

that as ever knapped ginger or made her neigh-

bours believe she wept for the death of a third

husband. But it is true,—without any slips of

prolixity or crossing the plain highway of talk,

—that the good Antonio, the honest Antonio,
O that I had a title good enough to keep

his name company !

—

Sa/ar. Come, the full stop.

Solan. Ha,—what sayest thou?—Why the
end is, he hath lost a ship.

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his

losses

!

Solan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the

devil cross my prayer ; for here he comes in the

likeness of a Jew.

Enter Shylock.

How now, Shylock ? what news among the mer-
ciiants?

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well

as you, of my daughter's flight.

Salar. That 's certain : I, for my part, knew
the tailor that made the wings she flew withal.

Solan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew
the bird was fledg'd; and then it is the com-
plexion of them all to leave the dam.

Shy. She is damned for it

Salar. That 's certain, if the devil may be her

judge.

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel

!

Solan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at

these years?

Sky. I say my daughter is my flesh and blood.

Salar. There is more difference between thy

flesh and hers than between jet and ivory ; more
between your bloods than there is between red
wine and Rhenish.—But tell us, do you hear
whether Antonio have had any loss at sea or

no?
Sky. There I have another bad match : a

bankrupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his

head on the Rialto ;—a beggar, that was used
to come so smug upon the mart ;—let him look
to his bond ! he was wont to call me usurer;

—

let him look to his bond ! he was wont to lend
money for a Christian courtesy ;—let him look
to his bond.

Salar. Why, I am sure if he forfeit thou wilt

not take his flesh. Wliat 's that good for?
Shy. To bait fish withal : if it will feed no-

thing else it will feed my revenge. He hath
discriaced me and hindered me of half a million ;

laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains,
scorned my nation, thwarted my bargains,

cooled my friends, heated mine enemies! ,i.id

what 's his reason? I am a Jew ! Hatii n^i a
Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs, di-

mensions, senses, affections, passions? fedv.ilh
the same food, hurt with the same weapons, sub-
ject to the same diseases, healed by the same
means, warmed and cooled by the same winter
and summer as a Christian is? If you prick us,

do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not
laugh? if you poison us, do we not die? and if

you wrong us, shall we not revenge? If we are
like you in the rest, we will resemble you in

that.—If a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his

humility? revenge. If a Christian wrong a Jew,
what should his sufferance be by Christian
example? why, revenge. The villany you teach
me I will execute ; and it shall go hard but I
will better the instruction.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at

his house, and desires to speak with you boih.

Salar. We have been up and down to seek
him.

Solan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a
third cannot be matched unless the devil himself

turn Jew.
^Exeunt Solan., Salar., andSeiv.

Enter Tubal.

Sky. How now. Tubal, what news from
Genoa? hast thou found my daughter?

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her,

but cannot find her.

Sky. Why there, there, there, there ! a
diamond gone, cost me two thousand ducats in

Frankfort! The curse never fell upon our

nation till now; I never felt it till now:—two
thousand ducats in that ; and other precious,

precious jewels.—I would my daughter were
dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear

!

would she were hearsed at my foot, and the

ducats in her coffin ! No news of them?—Why,
so :—and I know not what 's spent in the search.

Why, thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with

so much, and so much to find the thief; and no

satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stirring

but what lights o' my shoulders; no sighs but o'

my breathing ; no tears but o' niy shedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck loo;

Antonio, as I heard in Genoa,

—

Sky. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck?

Ttib, —hath an argosy cast away coming from

Tripolis.

Sky. I thank God, I thank God.—Is it true?

is it true?
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Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that

escaped the wreck.
Shy. I ihank thee, good Tubal.—Good news,

good news: ha! ha!—Where? in Genoa?
J'nb. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard,

one night, fourscore ducats.
'

'-v. Thou slick'st a dagger in me : 1 shall

never see my gold again. Fourscore ducats at

a silting! fourscore ducats !

Tub. There came divers of Antonio's creditor's

in my company to Venice that swear he cannot

chtjDse but break.

Shy. I am very glad of it : I '11 plague him

;

I '11 torture him : I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them showed me a ring that he
had of your daughter for a monkey.

Shy. Out upon her ! Thou torturest me,
Tubal. It was my tur(juoise : I had it of Leah
when I was a bachelor : I would not have given

it for a wilderness of monkeys.
Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone.
Shy. Nay, that 's true ; that 's very true. Go,

Tubal, fee me an officer; bespeak him a fort-

night before. I will have the heart of him if he
forfeit; for, were he out of Venice, I can make
what merchandize I will. Go, go. Tubal, and
meet me at our synagogue: go, good Tubal; at

our synagogue, Tubal. \^Excuut.

Scene II. -Belmont. A Room in Portia's
House.

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano,
Nerissa, and Attendants.

Por. I pray you, tarry : pause a day or two
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong,
I lose your company ; therefore forbear awhile

:

There's something tells me,—butit isnot love,

—

I would not lose you : and you know yourself
Hate counsels not in such a quality

:

But lest you should not understand me well,

—

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,

—

I would detain you here some month or two
Before you venture for me. I could teach you
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn

;

So will I never be ; so may you miss me

:

But if you do, you '11 make me wish a sin,

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes,
They have o'erlook'd me and divided me

;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,
Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours.
And so all yours. O ! these naughty times
Put bars between the owners and their rights

;

And so, though yours, not yours.—Prove it so.

Let fortune go to hell for it,—not I.

I speak too long ; but 'tis to peise the time,

To eke it, and to draw it out in length,

To stay you from election.

Bass. Let me choose

;

For, as I am, I live upon the rack.

Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio? then confess

What treason there is mingled with your love.

Bass. None but that ugly treason of mistrust.

Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love:

There may as well be amity and life

'Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love.

Por. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack,

Where men, enforced, do speak anything.

Bass. Promise me life, and I '11 confess the

truth.

Por. Well, then, confess and live.

Bass. Confess and love

Had been the very sum of my confession

:

happy torment, when my torturer

Doth teach me answers for deliverance !

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.

[Curtam drawnfrom before ike caskets.

Por. Away, then. I am lock'd in one oi

them

;

If you do love me you will find me out.

—

Nerissa and the rest, stand all aloof.

—

Let music sound while he doth make his choice;

Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end.

Fading in music : that the comparison [stream

May stand more proper, my eye shall be the

And wat'ry death-bed for him. He may win.

And what is music then? then music is

Even as the flourish when true subjects bow
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear

And summon him to marriage. Now he goes.

With no less presence but with much more love

Than young Alcides when he did redeem
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy
To the sea-monster. I stand for sacrifice;

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives,

With bleared visages, come forth to view

The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules!

Live thou, I live.—With much, much more
dismay

1 view the fight than thou that mak'st the fray.

illitsic and thefollowing Songwkilst BassaNIO
comments on the caskets to himself.

Tell me, where is fancy bred,

Or in the heart, or in the head'?

How begot, how nouribhed?
Keph', reply.

It is ensjender'd in the eyes,

With gazing fed ; and fancy dies

In the cradle where it lies :

Let us all ring fancy's knell

;

I'll befrin it, Ding, dong, belL

AIL I^iug, aong, belL
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Bass. So may the outward shows be least

themselves

;

The world is still deceiv'd with ornament.

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt

But, being season'd with a gracious voice,

Obscures the show of evil ? In religion,
|

What damned error but some sober brow
Will bless it, and approve it with a text.

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament?
There is no vice so simple but assumes
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts.

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins

The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ;

Who, inward search'd, have livers white as

milk

!

And these assume but valour's excrement
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight
Which therein works a miracle in nature,

Making them lightest that wear most of it

:

So are those crisped snaky golden locks.

Whichmake such wanton gambols with the wind,
Upon supposed fairness, often known
To be the dowry of a second head

—

The skull that bred them in the sepulchre.

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf
Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word.
The seeming truth which cunning times put on
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy

gold.

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee :

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
'Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre

lead, [aught,
Which rather threat'nest than dost promise
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence.
And here choose I. Joy be the consequence !

Por. How all the other passions fleet to air,

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac'd de-
spair.

And shudd'ring fear, and green-ey'd jealousy !

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstacy.

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess ;

1 feel too much thy blessing ; make it less,

For fear I surfeit

!

Bass. Wliat find I here?
{Opening the leaden casket.

Fair Portia's counterfeit? What demi-god
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes?
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine.
Seem they in motion? Here are sever'd lips.

Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar [hairs

Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her
The painter plays the spider, and hath woven
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men,

Faster than gnats in cobwebs. But her eyes !

—

How could he see to do them ? having made one,
Methinks it should have power to steal both his.

And leave itself unfumish'd. Yet look how far

The substance of my praise doth wrong tnis

shadow
In underprizing it, so far this shadow [scroll,

Doth limp behind the substance.—Here 's the
The continent and summary of my fortune.

Vou that choose not by the view,
Chance as fair and choose as true !

Since this fortune falls to you,
Be content and seek no new.
If you be well pleased with this,

And hold your fortune for your bliss,

Turn you where your lady is,

And claim her with a loving kiss.

A gentle scroll.—Fair lady, by your leave:

[Kissing heTi
I come by note, to give and to receive.

Like one of two contending in a prize.

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyeS,
Hearing applause and universal shout.

Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt
Whether those peals of praise be his or no,
So, thrice fair lady, stand I even so

;

As douljtful whether what I see be true,

Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratified by you.
Por. \ou see me, Lord Bassanio, where I

stand.

Such as I am : though for myself alone
I would not be ambitious in my wish
To wish myself much better ; yet for you
I would be trebled twenty times myself;
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times
More rich ;

That only to stand high in your account
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,

Exceed account : but the full sum of me
Is sum of something, which, to term in gross,

Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'ds

Happy in this, she is not yet so old

But she may learn ; and happier than this.

She is not bred so dull but she can learn;

Happiest of all is. that her gentle spirit

Commits itself to yours to be directed.

As from her lord, her governor, her king.

Myself, and what is mine, to you and yours
Is now converted : but now I was the lord

Of this fair mansion, master of my servants.

Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now
This house, these servants, and this same r.iy-

self

Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this lirsg.

Which when you part from, lose, or give away,
Let it presage 'he ruin of your love.

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.
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Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all

words

;

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins :

And there is such confusion in my powers,

As, after some oration fairly spoke
By a beloved prince, there doth app)ear

Among the buzzing pleased multitude.

Where every something, being blent together,

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, L^ng
Express'd, and not express'd. But when this

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence;

O, then, be bold to say Bassanio's dead.
A^er. My lord and lady, it is now our time

That have stood by and seen our wishes prosper

To cry, good joy. Good joy, my lord and lady

!

Gra. My Lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady,

I wish you all the joy that you can wish;
For I am sure you can wish none from me:
And, when your honours mean to solemnize
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you,
Even at that time I may be married too.

Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get
a wife.

Gra. I thank your lordship; you have got
me one.

My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours:
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid;
You lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermission

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there.

And so did mine too, as the matter falls.-

For wooing here until I sweat again,

And swearing till my ver}' roof was dry
With oaths of love, at last,—if promise last,

—

I got a promise of this fair one here.

To have her love provided that your fortune
Achiev'd her mistress.

For. Is this true, Nerissa?
A^er. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal.

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith?

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord.

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in

your maiTiage.
Gra. We'll play with them, the first boy

for a thousand ducats.

A^er. What, and stake down?
Gra. No ; we shall ne'er win at that sport,

and stake down.

—

But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infidel?

What, and my old Venetian friend, Solanio

!

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, atid Solanio.

Bass. Lorenzo and Solanio, welcome hither,
If that the youth of my new interest here
Have power to bid you welcome.—By your leave,
I Lid my very friends and countrymen.
Sweet Portia, welcome.

Por. So do 1, my lord;

They are entirely welcome. [lord.

Lor. I thank your honour.—For my part, my
?.Iy purpose was not to have seen you here;
But meeting with Solanio by the way,
He did entreat me past all saying nay,

To come with him along.

Solan. I did, my lord,

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio
Commends him to you.

[Gives Bassanio a letter,

Bass. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth.

Solan. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind;
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there

Will show you his estate.

[Bass, reads the letter.

Gra. Nerissa, clieer yond stranger ; bid her
welcome. [Venice?

^'our hand, Solanio: what's the news from
1 low doth that royal merchant, good Antonio?
I know he will be glad of our success:

We are the Jasons; we have won the fleece.

Solan. Would you had won the fleece that
he hath lost

!

[same paper.
Por. There are some shrewd contents in yond

That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek

;

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world.
Could turn so much the constitution [worse ?

—

Of any constant man. What, worse and
With leave, liassanio; I am half yourself,

And I must freely have the half of anything
That this same paper brings you.

Bass. O sweet Portia^

1 lere are a few of the unpleasanl'st words
That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady.

When I did first impart my love to you
I freely told you all the wealth I had
Ran in my veins— I was a gentleman ;

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady.

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see

I low much I was a braggart. When I told you
My state was nothing, I should then have toid

you
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed,
I have engag'd myself to a de&r friend,

Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy,
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady.

The paper as the body oi iv.y friend,

.And every word in it a gaping wound.
Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Solanio?
Have all his ventures fail'd? What! not one

hit?

From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England

;

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India?

And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful tOUCh
Of merchant-marring rocks?
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Solan. Not one, my lord.

Besides, it should appear that if he had
The present money to discharge the Jew
lie would not take it. Never did I know
A creature that did bear the shape of man
So keen and greedy lo confound a man

:

He plies the duke at morning and at night,

And doth impeach the freedom of the state

If they deny him justice: twenty merchants,
The duke himself, and the magnificoes
Of greatest port have all persuaded with him

;

But none can drive him fr(im the envious plea

Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond.

Jes. When I was with him I have heard him
swear

To Tubal and to Chus, his countrymen,
That he would rather have Antonio's flesh

Than twenty times the value of the sum
That he did owe him ; and I know, my lord.

If law, authority, and power deny not,

It will go hard with poor Antonio.
For. Is it your dear friend that is thus in

trouble?

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest
man.

The best condition'd and unwearied spirit

In doing courtesies ; and one in whom
The ancient Roman honour more appears
Than any that draws breath in Italy.

For. What sum owes he the Jew?
Bass. For me, three thousand ducats.

For. What! no more?
Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond

;

Double six thousand, and then treble that,

Before a friend of this description

Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault.

First, go with me to church, and call me wife,

And then away to Venice to your friend ;

For never shall you lie by Portia's side

With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold
To pay the petty debt twenty times over

;

When it is paid bring your true friend along

:

My maid Nerissa and myself, meantime.
Will live as maids and widows. Come, away;
For you sliall hence upon your wedding-day

:

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer

:

Since you are dear bought, I will love you
dear.

But let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bass. [Reads.l Sweet Bassanio, my ships have
all vuscar7'ied, my creditors groiv cruel, viy
estate is very low., my bond to the Jetv is forfeit

;

and since, in paying it, it is impossible I
should live, all debts are cleared between yon
and /, if I might but see you at my death : not-

witkstattding, use your pleasure ; if your love

do not persuade you to come, let tzot my letter.

For. O love, despatch all business, and be
gone.

Bass. Since I have your good leave to go
away,

I vrill make haste : but, till I come again,
No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay,

No rest be interposer 'twixt us twain.

\_Exezint.

Scene III.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter Shylock, Salarino, Antonio, atid
Gaoler.

Shy. Gaoler, look to him. Tell not me of
mercy ;

This is the fool that lent out money gratis.

—

Gaoler, look to him.
Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock.
Sky. I '11 have my bond : speak not against

my bond.

I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond.
Thou call'dst me dog before thou hadst a cause

:

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs

:

The duke shall grant me justice.—I do wonder,
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond
To come abroad with him at his request.

A>it. I pray thee, hear me speak.
Shy. I '11 have my bond ; I will not hear

thee speak

:

I '11 have my bond ; and therefore speak no more.
I '11 not be made a soft and dull-ey'd fool,

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield

To Christian intercessors. Follow not

;

I '11 have no speaking: I will have my bond.

\_Exit.

Salar. It is the most impenetrable cur
That ever kept with men.

Ant. Let him alone

;

I '11 follow him no more with bootless prayers.

He seeks my life; his reason well I know

:

I oft deiiver'd from his forfeitures

Many that have at times made moan to me

;

Therefore he hates me.
Salar. I am sure the duke

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law ;

For the commodity that strangers have
With us in Venice, if it be denied.

Will much impeach the justice of the state;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go

:

These griefs and losses have so 'bated me
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh

To-morrow to my bloody creditor.

Well, gaoler, on.—Pray God, Bassanio come^
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not

!

\Exe'Mvt,
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Sci£NE IV.

—

Belmont. A Room in Portia's
House.

Enter PoRTiA, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica,
and Balthazar.

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your
presence.

You have a noble and a true conceit

Of god-like amity, which appears most strongly

In bearing thus the absence of your lord.

But if you knew to whom you show this honour,

riow true a gentleman you send relief,

How dear a lover of my lord your husband,

I Jaiow you would be prouder of the work
Than customary bounty can enforce you.

Por. I never did repent for doing good,
Nor shall not now : for in companions
That do converse and waste the time together,

Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love,

There must be needs a like proportion

Oi lineaments, of manners, and of spirit,

Wliich makes me think that this Antonio,
lieing the bosom lover of my lord,

IMust needs be like my lord. If it be so.

How little is the cost I have bestow'd

In purchasing the semblance of my soul

From out the state of hellish cruelty !

Tills comes too near the praising of myself;

l':ierefore, no more of it: hear other things.

—

I^orenzo, I commit into your hands
The husbandry and manage of my house
Until my lord's return: for mine own part,

I have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow
To live in prayer and contemplation,
Only attended by Nerissa here,

Until her husband and my lord's return:

There is a monastery two miles off,

And there we will abide. I do desire you
Not to deny this imposition.

The which my love and some necessity

Now lays upon you.
Lor. Madam, with all my heart

I shall obey you in all fair commands.
Por. My people do already know my mind,

And will acknowledge you and Jessica

111 place of Lord Bassanio and myself.

So fare you well till we shall meet again.

Lor, Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on
you

!

Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart's content.

Por. I thank you for your wish, and am well
pleas'd

To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.

—

[Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo.
Now, Balthazar,

As I have ever found thee honest, true.

So let me find thee still. Take this same letter.

And use thou all the endeavour of a man
In speed to Padua ; see thou render this

Into my cousin's hand. Doctor Bellario
;

And, look, what notes and garments he doth
give thee

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd speed
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry [words.
Which trades to Venice:—waste no time in

But get thee gone ; I shall be there before thee.

Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient
speed. [Exit.

Por. Come on, Nerissa; I have work in hand
That you yet know not of: we '11 see our hus-

bands
Before they think of us.

Ner. Shall they see us?
Por. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit

That they shall think we are accomplished
With that we lack. I '11 hold thee any wager.
When we are both accoutcr'd like young men,
I '11 prove the prettier fellow of the two.

And wear my dagger with the braver grace;

And speak, between the change ofman and boy,
With a reed voice; and turn two mincing steps

Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays,

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lies.

How honourable ladies sought my love.

Which I denying, they fell sick and died;

I could not do withal : then I '11 repent,

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them:
And twenty of these puny lies I '11 tell.

That men shall swear I have discontinued school

Above a twelvemonth.— I have within my mind
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks
Which I will practise.

Ner. Why, shall we turn to men?
Por, Fie ! what a question 's that

If thou wert ne'er a lewd interpreter?

But come, I '11 tell thee all my whole device

Wlien I am in my coach, which stays for us

At the park-gate ; and, therefore, haste away.
For we must measure twenty miles to-day.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The same. A Garden.

Enter Launcelot a«a^ Jessica.

Laun. Yes, truly ;—for, look you, the sins of

the father are to be laid upon the children

;

therefore, I promise you, I fear you. I was
always plain with you, and so now I speak my
agitation of the matter : therefore, be of good
cheer; for, truly, I think you are damned.
There is but one hope in it that can do you any
good ; and that is but a kind of bastard hope
neither.
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[es. And what hope is that, I pray thee ?

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your

father got you not,—that you are not the Jew's
daughter.

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, in-

deed ; so the sins of my mother should be

visited upon me.
Laun. Truly then I fear you are damned both

by father and mother : thus when I shun Scylla,

your father, I fall into Chary bdis, your mother

;

well, you are gone both ways.

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath

made me a Christian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he : we were
Christians enow before ; e'en as many as could

well live, one by another. This making of

Christians will raise the price of hogs; if we
grow all to be pork eaters we shall not shortly

have a rasher on the coals for money.

Jes. I '11 tell my husband, Launcelot, what
you say ; here he comes.

Etiter Lorenzo.

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly,

Launcelot, if you thus get my wife into corners.

Jes. Nay, you need not fear for us, Lorenzo

;

Launcelot and I are out : he tells me tlatly there

is no mercy for me in heaven, because I am a

Jew's daughter: and he says you are no good
member of the commonweaUh ; for, in convert-

ing Jews to Christians, you raise the price of

pork.

Lor. I shall answer that better to the

commonwealth than you can the getting up of

the negro's belly ; the Moor is with child by you,

Launcelot.

Laun. It is much that the Moor should be
more than reason: but if she be less than an
honest woman, she is indeed more than I took
her for.

Lor. How every fool can play upon the

word ! I think the best grace of wit will shortly

turn into silence, and discourse grow commend-
able in none only but parrots.—Go in, sirrah;

bid them prepare for dinner.

Laun. That is done, sir; they have all

stomachs.

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are

you ! then bid them prepare dinner.

Laun. That is done too, sir: only, cover is

the word.
Lor. Will you cover, then, sir?

Laun. Not so, sir, neither ; I know my duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion

!

Wilt thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in

an instant? I pray thee, understand a plain

man in his plain meaning : go to ihy fellows

;

bid them cover the table, serve in the meat,
and we will come in to dinner.

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served
in ; for the meat, sir, it shall be covered ; for

your coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as
humours and conceits shall govern. \^Exit.

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are
suited

!

The fool hath planted in his memory
An army of good words ; and I do know
A many fools that stand in better place,

Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksy word
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica?
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,

—

How dost thou like the Lord Bassanio's wife?

Jes. Past all expressing. It is very meet
The Lord Bassanio live an upright life;

For, having such a blessing in his lady,

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth;

And, il on earth he do not mean it, then
In reason he should never come to heaven.
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly

match,
And on the wager lay two earthly women,
.\nd Portia one, there must be something else

Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world
Hath not her fellow.

Lor. Even such a husband
Hast thou of me as she is for a wife.

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.

Lor. I will anon; first let us go to dinner.

Jes. Nay, let me praise you while I have a
stomach.

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk ;

Then, howsoe'er thou speak'st, 'mong other

things

I shall digest it.

Jes. Well, I '11 set you forth. \_Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Venice. A Court ofJustice.

Enter the DuKE, the Magnificoes: Antonio,
Bassanio, Gratiano, Salarino, Sola-
Nio, and others.

Duke. What, is Antonio here?

Ant. Ready, so please your grace.

Duke. I am sorry for thee ; thou art come to

answer
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch
Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.

Ant. I have heard

Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify

His rigorous course; but since he stands ob-

durate,
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And that no lawful means can carry me
O It of his envy's reach, I do oppose

My patience to his fury, and am arm'd

T 1 suffer, with a quietness of spirit,

T.ie very tyranny and rage of liis.

Duke, Go one, and call the Jew into the

court. [my lord.

Solan. He's ready at the door: he comes,

Enter Shylock.

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before

our face.

—

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too,

That thou but lead'st this fiishion of thy malice

To the last hour of act; and ihen, 'tis thought,

Thou 'It show thy mercy and remorse, more
strange

Than is thy strange apparent cruelty;

And where thou now exacl'st the penalty,

—

Which is a pound of this poor merchant's riesh,

—

Tliou wilt not only lose the forfeiture,

But, touch'd wiih human gentleness and love.

Forgive a moiety of the principal,

(i lancing an eye of pity on his losses.

That have of late so huddled on his back

;

Enough to press a royal merchant down,
And pluck commiseration of his state

From brassy bosoms and rough hearts of fiint,

From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd

To offices of tender courtesy.

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew.
Shy. I have possess'd your grace of what I

purpose

;

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn
To have the due and forfeit of my bond.
If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter and your city's freedom.
You '11 ask me why I rather choose to have
A weight of carrion flesh than to receive

Three thousand ducats : I '11 not answer that

:

But say, it is my humour. Is it answered?
What if my house be troubled with a rat,

And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats
To have it baned ? What, are you answer'd yet ?

Some men there are love not a gaping pig

;

Some that are mad if they behold a cat

;

And others, when the bagpipe sings i' the nose.

Cannot contain their urine; for aft'ection.

Master of passion, sways it to the mood
Of what it likes or loathes. Now, for your

answer.
As there is no firm reason to be render'd
AViiy he cannot abide a gaping pig

;

Wliy he, a harmless necessary cat

;

Why he, a swollen bagpipe, but of force

Must yield to such inevitable shame
As to offend, himself being offended

:

So can I give no reason, nor I will not.

More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing

I bear .\ntonio, that I follow thus

A losing suit against him. Are you answer'd?
Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man.

To excuse the current of thy cruelty.

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my
answer. [love?

Bass. Do all men kill the thing they do not
Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not

kill?

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first.

Shy. What ! wouldst thou have a serpent

sting thee twice? [the Jew :

Ant. I pray you, think you question with
You may as well go stand upon the beach
And bid the main-flood bait his usual height;

You may as well use question with the wolf

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb;
You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops, and to make no noise.

When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ;

You may as well do anything most hard
As seek to soften that,—than which what's

harder?

—

[yoi'»

His Jewish heart.—Therefore, I do beseech
Make no more offers, use no further means,
But, with all brief and plain conveniency.

Let me have judgment and the Jew his will.

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is

six.

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,

I would not draw them ; I would have my bond.
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy,

rend'ring none? [no wrong?
Shy. W'hat judgment shall I dread, doing

You have among you many a purchas'd slave,

Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules.
You use in abject and in slavish parts.

Because you bought them.—Shall I say to you,
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs?

Why sweat they under burdens? let their beds
Be made as soft as yours, and let their pakites

Be season'd with such viands? You will

answer.

The slaves are ours :—So do I answer you

;

The pound of flesh which I demand of him
Is dearly l)ought, is mine, and I will have it:

If yon deny me, fie upon your law !

There is no force in the decrees of Venice.

—

I stand for judgment: answer: shall I have it?

Duke. Upon my power I may dismiss this

court.

Unless Bellario, a learned doctor.

Whom I have sent for to determine this,

Come here to-day.
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Solan. My lord, here stays without

A messenger with letters from the doctor,

I^ew come from Padua. [senger.

Dtike. Bring us the letters;—call the mes-
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio 1 What, man,

courage yet

!

[and all,

The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones,

El e thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.
Ant. I am a tainted wether of the fiock,

Meetest for death: the weakest kind of fruit

l>iops earliest to the ground, and so let me:
"\Ou cannot better be employ'd, Bassanio,

Than to live still, and write mine epitaph.

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer's clerk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario?

Ncr. From both, my lord: Bellario greets

your grace. ^Presents a letter.

~ Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so

earnestly? [ri'pt there.

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bank-
Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh

Jew,
Thou mak'st thy knife keen : but no metal can,

ICo, not the hangman's axe, bear half the

keenness [thee?

1 Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce

Shy. No ; none that thou hast wit enough to

malce.

Gra. O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog!
And for thy life let justice be accus'd.

Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith,

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,

That souls of animals inftise themselves
Into the trunks of men: thy currish spirit

Govem'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human
slaughter,

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet.

And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam,
Infus'd itself in thee ; for thy desires

Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous.

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off

my bond
Thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud

:

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

To cureless ruin.— I stand here for law,

Duke, This letter from Bellario doth
commend

A young and learned doctor to our court :

—

Where is he?
Ner. He attendeth here hard b}'',

To know your answer, whether you '11 admit
him.

Dtike. With all my heart:—some three or

four of you
Go give him courteous conduct to this place.

—

Meantime, the court siiali hear Bellario 's letter.

[Clerk reads.] Your grace shah understand tliat, at
the receipt of your letter, I am very sick ; but in the
instant that your messenger came, in loving visitation
was with me a young doctor of Rome; his name is B^It-
uazar: I acquaiiiiea hmi with the cause in controversy
between the Jew and .\ntonio the merchant ; we turiied
oer many books together

:_ he is funiish'd wuh my
opinion ; which, better'd with his own learning (the
greatness whereof I cannot enough commend), comes
with him, at my importunity to hll up your grace's re-
quest in my stead. 1 beseech you, let his lack of years
be no impediment to let him lack a reverend estimation

;

for 1 never knew so young a body with so old a head. I
leave him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial shall
better publish his commendation.

Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario, what
he writes

:

And here, I take it, is the doctor come.

—

Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws.

Give me your hand: came you from old
Bellario?

Por, I did, my lord. [place.

Duke, You are welcome : take your
Are you acquainted with the difference

That holds this present question in the court?
Por. I am informed throughly of the cause.

Which is the merchant here, and which the

Jew? [forth.

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand
Por. Is your name Shylock ?

Shy. Shylock is my name.
Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you

follow

:

Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed.

—

You stand within his danger, do you not?

\_To Antonio.
Ant. Ay, so he says.

Por. Do you confess the bond?
A)it. I do. ^^____
Por. Then must the~Jewbe merciful.

Shy. On what compidsion must I? tell me
that.

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd;

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd;

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes:

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown;
I lis sceptre shows the force of temporal power,
The attribute to awe and majesty.

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings;

But mercy is above this scepter'd sway,

—

It is enthroned in the heart of kings,

It is an attribute to God himself;

And earthly power doth then show likest God's
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, jew.
Though justice be thy plea consider this

—
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Thai in the course of justice none of us

Siiuuld see salvation : we do pray for mercy

;

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render

T!ie deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much
Ti) mitigate the justice of thy plea;

\N'hich if thou follow, this strict court of Venice
Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant

there. [law,

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the
The penalty and forfeit of my bond.

For. Is he not able to discharge the money?
Bass. Yes; here I tender it for him in the

court

;

Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice

I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er.

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart:

If this will not suffice, it must appear [you.

That malice bears down truth. And I beseech
Wrest once the law to your authority

:

To do a great right do a little wrong,
And curb this cruel devil of his will. [Venice

For. It must not be; there is no power in

Can alter a decree established :

'Twill be recorded for a precedent,

And many an error, by the same example.
Will rush into the state: it cannot be.

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a
Daniel

!

O wise young judge ! how I do honour thee

!

For. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.

Shy. Here 'tis, most reverend doctor; here

it is.

Por. Shylock, there 's thrice thy money
offered thee.

Shy. An oath, an oath ; I have an oath in

heaven

:

Shall I lay perjury upon my soul?

Ko, not for Venice.
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit;

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim

A pound of flesh, to be by him cut oft

Is'carest the merchant's heart.—Be merciful

!

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond.

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenor.

—

It doth appear you are a worthy judge

;

You know the law; your exposition

Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law,

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar,

Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear
There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me.—I stay here on my bond.

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court

To give the judgment.
For. \Miy then, thus it is.

You must prepare your bosom for his knife

:

Sky. O noble judge! O excellent young man!
For. For the intent and purpose of the law

Hath full relation to the penalty.

Which here appeareth due upon the bond.
Shy. 'Tis very true: O wise and upright

judge,

How mucli more elder art thou than thy looksl
For. Therefore, lay bare your bosom.
Sky. Ay, his breast

:

So says the bond ;—doth it not, noble judge?^
Nearest his heart : those are the very words.

For. It is so. Are there balance here to weigh
The flesh?

Shy. I have them ready.

For. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on
your charge.

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death.

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond?
For. It is notsoexpress'd; but what of that?

'Twere good you do so much for charity.

Shy. I cannot find it; 'tis not in the bond.
For. Come, merchant, have you anything to

sa)?

Ant. But little; I am arm'd and well pre-

par'd.

—

Give me your hand, Bassanio; fare you well!

Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you

;

For herein fortune shows herself more kind
Than is her custom : it is still her use

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth,

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance
Of such misery doth she cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife

;

Tell her the process of Antonio's end;

Say how I lov'd you; speak me fair in death;
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge
Whether Bassanio had not once a love.

Repent not you that you shall lose your friend.

And he repents not that he pays your debt

;

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough,

I '11 pay it instantly with all my heart.

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife

Which is as dear to me as life itself

;

But life itself, my wife, and all the world

Are not with me esteem'd above thy life

;

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

For. Your wife would give you little thanks

for that,

If she were by to hear you make the offer.

Gra. I have a wife whom, I protest, I love;

I would she were in heaven, so she could

Entreat some power to change this currish Jew.
Ner. 'Tis well you cffer it behind her back;

The wish would make else an unquiet house.

Shy. These be the Christian husbands: I

have a daughter

;

Would any of the stock of Barrabas
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Had been her husband, rather than a Christian !

[Aside.

We trifle time ;—I pray thee, pursue sentence.

Poir. A pound of that same merchant's flesh

is thine;

The court awards it and the law doth give it.

S/i}'. Most rightful judge ! [his breast;

/'or. And you must cut this flesh from off

The law allows it and the court awards it.

S/i_y. Most learned judge!—A sentence;

come, prepare. [else.

—

For, Tarry a little;—there is something
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood;
The words expressly are a pound of flesh:

Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of
flesh;

But, in the cutting, if thou dost shed [goods
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate

Unto the state of Venice. [learned judge !

Gra. O upright judge!—Mark, Jew;—

O

S/ij. Is that the law?
Por. Thyself shall see the act

:

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir'st.

Gra. O learned judge!—Mark, Jew;—

a

learned judge

!

[thrice,

S/iy. I take this offer then,—pay the bond
And let the Christian go.

Bass. Here is the money.
For. Soft; [haste:

—

The Jew shall have all justice:—soft;—no
He shall have nothing but the penalty.

Ora. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned
judge! [flesh.

For. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the

Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less nor more
Bui just a pound of flesh: if thou tak'st more
Or less than a just pound,—be it but so much
As makes it light or hea\'}' in the substance,
Or the division of the twentieth part

Of one poor scruple : nay, if the scale do turn
But in the estimation of a hair,

—

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate.

Ora. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew !

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.

For. Why doth the Jew pause ? take thy for-

feiture.

S/iy, Give me my principal, and let me go.

Fass. I have it ready for thee ; here It is.

For. He hath refus'd it in the open court;
He shall have merely justice, and his bond.

Gra. A Daniel, still say I; a second Daniel !

—

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.
S/iy. Shall I not have barely my principal ?

For. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew.

S/ij. Why, then the devil give him good of it I

I '11 stay no longer question.
Por. Tarry, Jew

;

The law hath yet another hold on you.
It is enacted in the laws of Venice,

—

If it be prov'd against an alien,

That by direct or indirect attempts
He seek the life of any citizen,

The party 'gainst the which he doth contrive
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half
Comes to the privy coffer of the state

;

And the offender's life lies in the mercy
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice.
In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st;
For it appears by manifest proceeding.
That indirectly, and directly too,

Thou hast contriv'd against the very life

Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr'd
The danger formerly by me rehears'd.
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke.

Gra. Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang
thyself:

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state.

Thou hast not left the value of a cord

;

Therefore, thou must be hang'd at the state's

charge. [spirit,

Duke. That thou shalt see the difference of our
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it:

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's:
The other half comes to the general state,

\\'hich humbleness may drive unto a fine.

For. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio.
••• Shy. Nay, take mylifeand all, pardonnotthat:
Vou take my house when you do take the pr^p
That doth sustain my house

; you take my life

When you do take the means whereby I live.

For. \\'hatmercycanyourenderhim, Antonio?
Gra. A halter gratis; nothing else; for God's

sake.

Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all

the court,

To quit the fine for one half of his goods;
I am content, so he will let me have
The other half in use, to render it.

Upon his death, unto the gentleman
That lately stole his daughter

:

Two things provided more,—that for this favour,
I le presently become a Christian

;

The other, that he do record a gift.

Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd

Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter.
Duke. He shall do this ; or else I do recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here.

For. Art thou contented,Jew? what dost thou
say?

Shy. I am content.

For. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.
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Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from
hence

:

I am not well ; send the deed after me
And I will sign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In christening, thou shalt have two god-

fathers:

Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten

more,
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

\Exil Shylock.
Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to

dinner.

For. I humbly do desire your grace of par-

don;
I must away this night toward Padua;
And it is meet I presently set forth.

Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves you
not.

Antonio, gratify this gentleman

;

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.

\_Exeunt Duke, Magnificoes, and Train.

Bass. Most worthygentleman, I and my friend

Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted

Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof,

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew,
\Ve freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Ant. And stand indebted, over and above
In love and service to you evermore.

Par. He is well paid that is well satisfied.

And I, delivering you, am satisfied,

And therein do account myself well paid

:

My mind was never yet more mercenary.
I pray you, know me when we meet again

;

I wish you well, and so I take my leave.

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you
further

;

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute.

Not as a fee: grant me two things, I pray you,

Kot to deny me, and to pardon me.
For. You press me far, and therefore I will

yield.

Give me yourgloves, I '11 wearthem foryoursake;
And, for your love, I '11 take this ring from you:

—

Do not draw back your hand ; I '11 take no
more;

And you in love shall not deny me this.

Bass. This ring, good sir,—alas, it is a trifle;

I will not shame myself to give you this.

For. I will have nothing else but only this;

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it.

Bass. There 's more depends on this than on
the value.

The dearest ring in Venice will I give you,
And find it out by proclamation

;

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me.
For. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers:

You taught me first to beg ; and now, methinks
You teach me how a beggar should be answer'd

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by m;
wife;

And, when she put it on, she made me vow
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it

For. That 'scuse serves many men to savi

their gifts.

An if your wife be not a mad woman.
And know how well I have deserv'd this rin:

She would not hold out enemy for ever.

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you
{Exetmt Portia atui N'kkissa

Ant. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the ring

Let his deservings, and my love withal,

Be valued 'gainst your wife's commandment.
Bass. Go, Gratiano, nm and overtake him,

Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thou canst

Unto Antonio's house:—away, make haste.

[Exit GkxtikhcX
Come, you and I will thither presently;

And in the morning early will we both
Fly toward Belmont. Come, Antonio.

[Exeuni,

Scene II.

—

The same. A Street.

Enter Portia arid Nerissa.

For. Inquire the Jew's house out, give him
this deed.

And let him sign it ; we '11 away to-night,

And be a day before our husbands home.
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.

Etiter Gratiano.

Gra. Fair sir, you are well overta'en

:

My Lord Bassanio, upon more advice,

Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat

Your compaiiiy at dinner.

For. That cannot be

:

His ring I do accept most thankfully.

And so, I pray you, tell him. Furthermore,

I pray you, show my youth old Shy lock's housCt

Gra. That will I do.

Ner. Sir, I would speak with you :

—

I '11 see if I can get my husband's ring,

[To Portia.'

Wliich I did make him swear to keep for e\er.

For. Thou mayst, I warrant. We shall have

old swearing
That they did give the rings away to men

;

But we '11 outface them, and outswear them too.

Away, make haste ; thou know'st where I will

tarrj'.

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show nv> to

this house? '^ExeunU

bC
J.

This

iinii;

ag
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ACT V.

Scene I.—Belmont. Pleasure grounds of
Portia's House.

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica.

Lor. The moon shines bright !—In such a
nighr as this,

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees,

And they did make no noise ; in such a night,

i.Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls,

,'iAnd sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents,

,'^tWhere Cressid lay that night.
°'

Jes. In such a night

iDid Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew,
f^nd saw the lion's shadow ere himself,

'\ And ran dismay'd away.
"" Lor. In such a night

, stood Dido with a willow in her hand
'Jpon the wild sea-banks, and wav'd her love

To come again to Carthage.

Jes. In such a night
U (lea gather'd the enchanted herbs
That did renew old /Eson.

Lor. In such a night

!)id Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew
\\\i\, with an unthrift love, did run from Venice
Vs far as Belmont.

: Jfs. In such a night

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well

—

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith,

Vnd ne'er a true one.
Lor. In such a night

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew,
ilander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jcs. I would out-night you, did nobody come

:

iut, hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter Stephano.

lor. 'WTio comes so fast in silence of the night?

Steph. A friend.

Lor. A friend ! what friend ? your name, I

pray you, friend ?

Sfcph. Stephano is myname; and I bringword
.Ty mistress will before the break of day
5 here at Belmont ; she doth stray about

;.• holy crosses, where she kneels and prays
'or happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her?
Steph. None but a holy hermit and her maid.
pray you, is my master yet return'd?

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from
him.

—

5ut go we in, I pray thee, Jessica,

ind ceremoniously let us prepare
iome welcome for the mistress of the house.

Enter Launcelot.

Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola I

Lor. W' ho calls ?

Laun. Sola! did you see Master Lorenzo
and Mistress Lorenzo ? sola, sola !

Lor. Leave hollaing, man : here.

Laun. Sola! where? where?
Lor. Here.
Laun. Tell him there 's a post come from my

master with his horn full of good news ; my
master will be here ere morning. \Exit.

Lor, Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect
their coming.

And yet no matter ;—why should we go in ?

My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you,
Within the house, your mistress is at hand :

And bring your music forth into the air.

—

\_Exit Stephano.
Howsweet themoonlight sleeps upon this bank 1

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness and the night
Become the touches of sweet harmony.
Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold

;

There 'snot the smallest orb which thou behold'st

But in his motion lilce an angel sings,

,

Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims

:

Such harmony is in immortal souls

;

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

—

Enter Musicians.

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn

;

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear,

And draw her home with music. [Music.

Jes. I am never merry when I hear sweet
music.

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive:

For do but note a wild and wanton herd.

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts.

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing
loud,

\M:ich is the hot condition of their blood

—

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound.

Or any air of music touch their ears.

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand,

Their savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze

By the sweet power of music : therefore the poet

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and
floods

;

Since naught so stockish, hard, and full of rage

But music for the time doth change his nature.

The man that hath no music in himself.

Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds.

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils;

The motions of his spirit are dull as night,
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And his affections dark as Erebus:

Let no such man be trusted.—Mark the music.

Enter PoRTiA and Nerissa, at a dista7ice.

Por. That light we see is burning in my
hall:

How far that little candle throws his beams

!

So shines a good deed in a naughty world.

Ner, When the moon shone we did not see

the candle.

For. So doth the greater glory dim the less

:

A substitute shines brightly as a king
Until a king be by ; and then his stale

Empties itself, as dolh an inland brook
Into the main of waters. Music ! hark !

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the

house.

Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect

;

Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by
day.

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam.
Por. The crow dolh sing as sweetly as the

lark

\Mien neither is attended ; and, I think,

The nightingale, if she should sing by day.

When every goose is cackling, would be
thought

No better a musician than the wren.
How many things by season season'd are

To their right praise and true perfection !

—

Peace, ho! the moon sleeps with Endymion,
And would not be awaked

!

\Mtisic ceases.

Lor. That is the voice.

Or I am much deceived, of Portia.

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows
the cuckoo,

By the bad voice.

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.
Por. We have been praying for our husbands'

welfare,

W^hich speed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they return'd?

Lor. Madam, they are not yet;

But there is come a messenger before.

To signify their coming.
Por. Go in, Nerissa,

Give order to my servants that they take

No note at all of our being absent hence ;

—

Nor you, Lorenzo;—^Jessica, nor you.

\^A tucket sounds.

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his

trumpet

:

We are no tell-tales, madam; fear you not.

Por. This night melhinks is but the daylight

sick

—

It looks a little paler ; 'tis a day
Such as the day is when the sun is hid.

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and
theirfollowers.

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes
If you would walk in absence of the sun.

i^r. Let me give light, but let me not be
light;

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband,
And never be Bassanio so for me

;

[lord.

But God sort all !—you are welcome home, my
Bass. I thank you, madam; give welcome 10

my friend.

—

This is the man ; this is Antonio,
To whom I am so infinitely bound. [him,

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you.
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house:
It must appear in other ways than words,
Therefore, I scant this breathing courtesy.

[Gra. and Ner. seem to talk apart,

Gra. By yonder moon, I swear you do nie

wrong ;

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk

:

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part,

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart.

Por. A quarrel, ho, already? what's the

matter?
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring

That she did give me ; whose posy was.
For all the world, like cutler's poetry
Upon a knife. Love vie, ajid leave me not.

Ner. What, talk you of the posy, or the
value?

You swore to me, when I did give it you.

That you would wear it till your hour of death;
And that it should lie with you in your grave:
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaihs
You should have been respective, and have kept

it.

Gave it a judge's clerk !—no, God 's my judge,
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on 's face that

had it.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a

youth,

—

A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk ;

A prating boy that begg'd it as a fee;

I could not for my heart deny it him.
Por. You were to blame, I must be plain

with you,
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift;

A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger,,

And so riveted with faith unto your flesh.

1 gave my love a ring, and made him sweax

Ml
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Never to part with it, and here he stands;

I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it

Nor pluck it from his finger for the wealth
That the world masters. Now, in faith,

Gratiano,

You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief;

An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it. [off,

Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand
And swear I lost the ring defending it. [Aside.

Gra. My Lord Bassanio gave his ring away
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed,

Deservd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk,

That took some pains in writing, he begg'd
mme

:

And neither man nor master would take aught
But the two rings.

For. What ring gave you, my lord?

Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me.
Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault

I would deny it ; but you see my finger

Hath not the ring lipon it ; it is gone.
For. Even so void is your false heart of truth.

Ty heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed
Until I see the ring.

Ner. Nor I in yours
Till I again see mine.

Bass. Sweet Portia,

If you did know to whom I gave the ring,

If you did know for whom I gave the ring,

And would conceive for what I gave the ring.

And how unwillingly I left the ring,

When naught would be accepted but the ring,

You would abate the strength of your dis-

pleasure.

For. If you had known the virtue of the ring,

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring.

Or your own honour to contain the ring,

You would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there so much unreasonable,

If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony?
Nerissa teaches me what to believe;

I "11 die for 't, but some woman had the ring.

Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my
soul.

No woman had it, but a civil doctor,

Which did refiise three thousand ducats of me,
And begg'd the ring ; the which I did deny him,
And suffer'd him to go displeas'd away;
Even he that had held up the very life

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet

lady?

I was enforc'd to send it after him

;

I was beset with shame and courtesy:

^Ty honour would not let ingratitude

So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady

;

For by these blessed candles of the night,

Had you been there, I think you would have
begg'd

The ring of me to give the worthy doctor.

For. Let not that doctor e'er come near my
house

:

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd,

And that which you did swear to keep for me,
I will become as liberal as you

;

I '11 not deny him anything I have.

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed :

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it

:

Lie not a night from home; watch mc like

Argus

:

If you do not, if I be left alone,

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own,
I '11 have that doctor for my bedfellow.

Ner. And I his clerk; therefore be well ad-

vis'd

How you do leave me to mine own protection.

Gra. Well, do you so: let not me take him
then

;

For, if I do, I '11 mar the young clerk's pen.

Ant. I am the unhappy subject of these

quarrels. [notwithstanding.

For. Sir, grieve not you ; yon are welcome
Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong

;

And, in the hearing of these many friends,

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes.

Wherein I see myself,

For. Mark j-ou but that !

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself:

In each eye one:—swear by your double self.

And there 's an oath of credit.

Bass. Nay, but hear me:
Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear,

I never more will fjreak an oath with thee.

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth

;

Which, but for him that had your husband'sring,

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again,

My soul upon the forfeit, that your loid

Will never more break faith advisedly.

For. Then you shall be his surety : give him
this;

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Ant. Here, Lord Bassanio ; swear to keep
this ring. [doctor!

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave tlie

For. I had it of him: pardon me, Bassanio;

For by this ring the doctor lay with me.
N'er. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ;

For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk,

In lieu of this, last night did lie with me.
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-

ways
In summer, where the ways are fair enough

:

What ! are we cuckolds ere we have deserved it ?
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Por. Speak not so grossly.—You are all

amaz'd :

Here is a letter, read it at your leisure
;

It comes from Padua, from Bellario

:

There you shall find that Portia was the doctor

;

Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo'here
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you,

And but even now return'd ; 1 have not yet

Enter'd my house.—Antonio, you are welcome

;

And I have better news in store for you
Than you exp>ect : unseal this letter soon

;

There you shall find three of your argosies

Are richly come to harbour suddenly

:

You shall not know by what strange accident

I chanced on this letter.

Ant. I am dumb.
Bass. Were you the doctor ; and I knew you

not? [cuckold?
Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me
Ner, Ay, but the clerk that never means to

do it,

Unless he live until he be a man. [fellow

;

Bass. Sweet doctor, you shall be my bed-
When I am absent, then lie with my wife.

Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life

aud living;

For here I read for certain that my ships

Are safely come to road.

Por. How now, Lorenzo ?

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you.

Ner. Ay, and I '11 give them him without a
foe.-^

There do I give to you and Jessica,

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift,

After his death, of all he dies possess'd of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in ihewa/
Of starved people.

Por. It is almost morning,
And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied

Of these events at full. Let us go in ;

And charge us there up)on inter'gatories.

And we will answer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be so:—the first inter'gatory

That my Nerissa shall be sworn on is,

Whether till the next night she had rather

stay.

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day

:

But were the day come, I should wish it dark,

That I were couching with the doctor's clerk.

Well, while I live, I '11 fear no other thing

So sore as keeping safe Nerissa's ring.

{ExeunU
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ACT I.

Scene I.

—

An Orchard near Oiayv.^s House.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon
this fashion,—bequeathed me by will but poor
a thousand crowns, and, as thou say'st, charged
my brother, on his blessing, to breed me well:
and there begins my sadness. My brother
Jaques he keeps at school, and report speaks
goldenly of his profit : for my part, he keeps
me rustically at home, or, to speak more pro-
perly, stays me here at home unkept: for call

you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth

that differs not from the stalling uf an ox? His
horses are bred better; for, besides that they
are fair with their feeding, they are taught their

manage, and to that end r'ders dearly hired

:

but I, his brother, gain nothing under him but
growth; for the which his animals on his dung-
hills are as much bound to him as I. Besides
this nothing that he so plentifully gives me,
the something that nature gave me, his coun-
tenance seems to take from me: he lets me
feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a
brother, and as much as in him lies, mines my
gentility with my education. This is it, Adam,
that grieves me ; and the spirit of my father,
which I think is within me, begins to mutiny
against this servitude : I will no longer endure

it, though yet I know no wise remedy how to
avoid it.

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your
brother.

Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear
how he will shake me up. [Adam retires.

Enter Oliver.

Oli. Now, sir! what make you here?
Orl. Nothing: I am not taught to make

anything.

Oli. What mar you then, sir?

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar
that which God made, a poor unworthy brother
of yours, with idleness.

OH. INIarry, sir, be better employed, and be
naught awhile.

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks
with them? What prodigal portion have I

spent that I should come to such penury?
Oli. Know you where you are, sir?

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in your orchard.

Oli. Know you before whom, sir?

Orl. Ay, better than him I am before knows
me. I know you are my eldest brother: and
in the gentle condition of blood you should so

know me. The courtesy of nations allows you
my better, in that you are the first-born ; but

the same tradition takes not away my blood,

were there twenty brothers betwixt us: I have
as much of my father in me as youj albeit, I
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confess, your coming before me is nearer to his

reverence.

Gli. What, boy

!

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are

toe young in this.

Oil. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain?

Orl. I am no villain: I am the youngest

son of Sir Rowland de Bois : he was my father;

and he is thrice a villain that says such a father

begot villains. Wert thou not my brother I

Would not take this hand from thy throat till

this other had pulled out thy tongue for saying
so: thou hast railed on thyself.

Adam. [Comingforward.] Sweet masters, be
patient; for your father's remembrance, be at

accord.

Oil. Let me gOj I say.

Orl. I will not, till I please: you shall hear
me. My father charged you in his will to give

me good education : you have trained me like

a peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all

gc-nlleman-like qualities : the spirit of my father

grows strong in me, and I will no longer en-
dure it: therefore, allow me such exercises as
may become a gentleman, or give me the poor
al lottery my father left me by testament; with
that I will go buy my fortunes.

Oli. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that

is spent? Well, sir, get you in : I will not long
be troubled with you: you shall have som*
part of your will : I pray you, leave me.

Orl. I will no further offend you than be-

comes me for my good.
Oli. Get you wiih him, you old dog.
Adam Is old dog my reward? Most true,

I have lost my teeth in your service.—God be
with m) old master ! he would not have spoke
such a word. [Exeunt Orlando and Adam.

Oli. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon
me ? I will physic your rankness, and yet give
no thousand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis

!

E7tter Dennis.

Den, Calls your worship?
Oli. Was not Charles, the duke's wrestler,

here to speak with me?
Den. So please you, he is here at the door,

and importunes access to you.

Oli. Call him in. [Exii Dennis.]—'Twill
be a good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling
is.

Enter Charles.

Cha. Good morrow to your worship.
Oli. Good Monsieur Charles!—what's the

new news at the new court?

Ctia. There 's no news at the court, sir, but

the old news ; that is, the old duke is banished
by his younger brother the new duke; and
three or four loving lords have put themselves
into voluntary exile with him, whose lands
and revenues enrich the new duke ; therefore
he gives them good leave to wander.

Oli. Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke's
daughter, be banished with her father?

Cha. no; for the duke's daughter, her
cousin, so loves her,—being ever from their
cradles bred together,—that she would h?.ve
followed her exile, or have died to stay behind
her. She is at the court, and no less beloved
of her uncle than his own daughter; and never
two ladies loved as they do.

Oli. \^^^ere will the old duke live?

Cha. They say he is already in the forest of
Arden, and a many merry men with him; and
there they live like the old Robin Hood of

England: they say many young gentlemen
flock to him every day, and fleet the time care-

lessly, as they did in the golden world.

OH. What, you wrestle to-morrow before

the new duke?
Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to ac-

quaint you with a matter. I am given, sir,

secretly to understand that your younger
brother, Orlando, hath a disposition to come
in disguis'd against me to try a fall. To-
morrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit ; and he
that escapes me without some broken limb shall

acquit him well. Your brother is but young
and tender; and, for your love, I would be
loath to foil him, as I must, for my own honour,
if he come in: therefore, out of my love to

you, I came hither to acquaint you withal; that

either you might stay him from his intendment,
or brook such disgrace well as he shall n n
into; in that it is a thing of his own search,

and altogether against my will.

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to

me, which thou shalt find I will most kindly
requite. I had myself notice of my brother's

purpose herein, and have by underhand means
laboured to dissuade him from it; but he is

resolute. I '11 tell thee, Charles, it is the

stubbornest young fellow of France; full of

ambition, an envious emulator of every man's
good parts, a secret and villanous contriver

against me his natural brother; therefore use

thy discretion : I had as lief thou didst break

his neck as his finger. And thou wert best

look to 't ; for if thou dost him any slight dis-

grace, or if he do not mightily grace himself on
thee, he will practise against thee by poison,

entrap thee by some treacherous device, and
never leave thee till he hath ta'en thy life by
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some indirect means or other: for, I assure

thee, and almost with tears I speak it, there is

not one so young and so villanous this day

living. I speak but brotherly of him; but

should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I must
blush and weep, and thou must look pale and
wonder.

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to

you. If he come to-morrow I '11 give him his

payment. If ever he go alone again I 'II never
wrestle for prize more: and so, God keep
your worship! [Exit.

OIL Farewell, good Charles.—Now will I

stir this gamester : I hope I shall see an end of

him; for my soul, yet I know not why, hates

nothing more than he. Yet he's gentle; never
schooled and yet learned; full of noble device;

of all sorts enchantingly beloved; and, indeed,

so much in the heart of the world, and especially

of my own people, who best know him, that I

am altogether misprised: but it shall not be so

long ; this wrestler shall clear all : nothing re-

mains but that I kindle the boy thither, which
now I '11 go about. [Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Lawn before ike Duke's Palace.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.

Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be
merry.

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I

am mistress of; and would you yet I were
merrier? Unless you could teach me to forget

a banished father, you must not learn me how
to remember any extraordinary pleasure.

Cel. Herein I see thou lovest me not with
the full weight that I love thee; if my uncle,

thy banished father, had banished thy uncle,

the duke my father, so thou hadst been still

with me, I could have taught my love to take
thy father for mine; so wouldst thou, if the

truth of thy love to me were so righteously

tempered as mine is to thee.

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my
estate, to rejoice in yours.

Cel. You know my father hath no child but
I, nor none is like to have ; and, truly, when
he dies thou shalt be his heir : for what he hath
taken away from thy father perforce, I will

render thee again in affection : by mine honour,
I will; and when I break that oath, let me
turn monster; therefore, my sweet Rose, my
dear Rose, be merry.

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise

sports : let me see ; what think you of falling in

love?

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make sport

withal : but love no man in good earnest ; nor
no further in sport neither than with safety of a
pure blush thou mayst in honour come off again.

Ros. What shall be our sport, then?
Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife

Fortunefrom herwheel, thather gifts mayhence-
forth be bestowed equally.

Ros. I would we could do so; for her bene-
fits are mightily misplaced : and the bountiful
blind woman doth most mistake in her gifts to

women.
Cel. 'Tis true : for those that she makes fair

she scarce makes honest ; and those that she
makes honest she makes very ill-favouredly.

A'^^. Nay; now thou goest from fortune's

office to nature's: fortune reigns in gifts of the

world, not in the lineaments of nature.

Cel. No ; when nature hath made a fair crea-

ture may she not by fortune fall into the fire?

—

Though nature hath given us wit to flout at for-

tune, hath not fortune sent in this fool to cut off

the argument?

Enter Touchstone.

Ros. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for

nature, when fortune makes nature's natural the

cutter off of nature's wit.

Cel, Peradventure this is not fortune's work
neither, but nature's, who perceiveth our natural

wits too dull to reason of such goddesses, and
hath sent this natural for our whetstone : for

always the dulness of the fool is the whetstone
of the wits.—How now, wit? whrther wander
you?

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your
lather.

Cel. Were you made the messenger?
Touch. No, by mine honour; but I was bid

to come for you.

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool?

Touch. Of a certain knight that swore by his

honour they were good pancakes, and swore Ly
his honour the mustard was naught : now, I '11

stand to it, the pancakes were naught and the
mustard was good : and yet was not the knighfi

forsworn.

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of

your knowledge?
Ros. Ay, marry; now unmuzzle your wisdom.
Touch. Stand you both forth now: stroke your

chins, and swear by your beards that I am a
knave.

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art.

Touch. Bymyknavery, if I hadit, then I were:

but if you swear by that that is not, you are not

forsworn : no more was this knight, swearing by
his honourj for he never had any ; or if he had.
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he had sworn it away before ever he saw those

pancakes or that mustard.

CeL Pr'ythee, who is't that thou mean'st?

Touch. One tliat old Frederick, your father,

loves.

Cel. My father's love is enough to honour him
enough: speak no more of him: you'll be

whipp'd for tax.ation one of these days.

'J ouch. The more pitythatfools maynotspeak
wisely what wise men do foolishly.

Cel. By my troth, thou say'st true: for since

the little wit that fools have was silenced, the

little foolery that wise men have makes a great

show. Here comes Monsieur Le Beau.

Jios. With his moulh full of news.

Cel. Which he will put on us as pigeons feed

their young.

JRos. Then shall we be news-crammed.
Cel. All the better; we shall be the more

marketable.

E7zter Le Beau.

Bonjotir, Monsieur Le Beau. What's the news?
Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much

good sport.

Cel. Sport! of what colour?

Le Beau. What colour, madam? How shall

I answer you?
Kos. As, wit and fortune wilL

Touch. Or as the destinies decree.

Cel. Well said ; thatwas laid on with a trowel.

Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank,

—

Ros. Thou loosest thy old smell.

Le Beau. \'ou amaze me, ladies: I would have
told you of good wrestling, which you have lost

the sight of.

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling.

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning, and,

if it please your ladyships, you may see the end

;

for the best is yet to do ; and here, where you
are, they are coming to p)erform it.

Cel. Well,—the beginning, that is dead and
buried.

Le Beau. There comes an old man and his

three sons,

—

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old

tale.

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of ex-

cellent growth and presence, with bills on their

pecks,

—

Ros. Be it known unto all men by tJiese pre-

Senh^—
Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled

Willi Charles, the duke's wrestler; which Charles

in a moment threw him, and broke three of his

ril)S, tl\at there is little hofie of life in him: so

tie setved Ibe second, and so the third. Yonder

they lie ; the poor old man, iheii father, niakiiig

such pitiful dole over them iliat all the beholders
take his part with weeping.

Ros. Alas!
Totuh. But what is the sport, monsieur, that

the ladies have lost?

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of.

Toiuh. Thus men may grow wiser every day

!

It is the first lime that ever I heard breaking of
ribs was sport for ladies.

Cel. Or I, I promise thee.

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this

broken music in his sides? is there yet another
dotes upon rib-breaking?—Shall we see tliis

wrestling, cousin?

Le Beau. You must, ifyou stay here: for here
is the place appointed for the wrestling, and they
are ready to perform it.

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: let us

now stay and see it.

Flourish. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords,
Orlando, Charles, and Attendants.

Duke F. Come on ; since the youth will not

be entreated, his own peril on his forw'ardness.

Ros. Is yonder the man?
Z<? Beau. Even he, madam.
Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks suc-

cessfully.

Duke F. How now, daughter, and cousin?

are you crept hither to see tlie wrestling?

Ros. Ay, my liege ; so please you give us leave.

Duke F. You will take little dehght in it, I

can tell you, there is such odds in the men. la
pity of the challenger's youth I would fain dis-

suade him, but he will not be entreated. Speak
to him, ladies; see if you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau.
DiiJu F. Do so ; I '11 not be by.

[Duke F. goes apart,

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the priii-

cesses call for you.

Orl. I attend them with all respect and duty.

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles

the wrestler?

OrL No, fair princess ; he is the general chal-

lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with

him the strength of my youth.

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are to*

bold for your years. You have seen cruel proof

of this man's strength: if you saw yourself with

your eyes, or knew yourself with your judgment,

the fear of your adventure would counsel you to

a more equal enterprise. We pray you, for your

own sake, to embrace your own safety, and give

over this attempt.

Ros. Do, young sir ; your reputation shall not
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therefore be misprised : we will make it our suit

to the duke that the wrestling might not go for-

ward.

Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your

hard thoughts: wherein I coni'essme muchguiliy,

to deny so fair and excellent ladies anything.

But let your fair eyes and gentle wishes go wun
nif to my trial : wherein if I be fofled, there is

butoneshamed that was never gracious; if killed,

but one dead that is willing to be so : I shall do
my friends no wrong, for I have none to lament
me: the world no injury, for Ln it I have nothing;

only in the world I fill up a pdace, which may
be better supplied when I have made it empty.

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would
it were with you.

Cel. And mine to eke out hers.

Ros. Fare you well. Pray heaven, I be de-

ceived in you

!

Cel. Your heart's desires be with you.

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant that

is so desirous to lie with his mother earth?
Orl. Ready, sir ; but his will hath in it a more

modest working.
Duke F. You shall try but one fall.

Cha. No ; I warrant your grace, you shall not
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily
persuaded him from a first.

Oi-l. You mean to mock me after ; you should
not have mocked me before: but come your
ways.

Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man

!

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the
Strong fellow by the leg.

[Charles and Orlando wrestle.

Ros. O excellent j'oung man !

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can
tell who should down.

[Charles is thrown. Shout.
Duke F. No more, no more.
Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace; I am not yet

well breathed.

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles?
Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord.

Duke F. Bear him away.

[Charles is borne out.

What is thy name, young man ?

Orl. Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son of
Sir Rowland de Bois. [man else.

Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to some
The world esteem 'd thy father honourable.
But I did find him still mine enemy: [deed
Thou shouldst have better pleas'd me with this

Iladst thou descended from another house.
But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth

;

I would thou hadst told me of another father.

\^Exeunt Duke F., Train, and Le Beau.

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ?

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's son,
Ills youngest son ;—and would not change that

calling

To be adopted heir to Frederick.

Ros. My father loved Sir Rowland as his soul,

And all the world was of my father's mind:
Had I before known this young man his son,
I should have given him tears unto entreaties.

Ere he should thus have ventur'd.

Cel. Gentle cousin,

Let us gc thank him, and encourage him:
My father's rough and envious disposition

Sticks me at heart.—Sir, }-ou have well deserv'd:

If you do keep your promises in love

But justly, as you have exceeded promise,

Your mistress shall be happy.
Ros, Gentleman,

\Giving him a chain jrcvi her neck.

Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune,

That could give more, but that her hand lacki

means.

—

Shall we go, coz?
Cel. Ay.—Fare you well, fair gentleman.
Orl. Can I not say, I thank you? My better

parts [stands up
Are all thrown down ; and that which here

Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block.

Ros. He calls us back : my pride fell with my
fortunes

:

I '11 ask him what he would.—Did you call, sir?

—

Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown
More than your e-nemies.

Cel. Will you go, coz?

Ros. Have with you.—Fare you well.

[Exeunt Rosalind ami Celia.
Orl. ^^^at passion hangs these weights upon

my tongue?

I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference.

O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown:

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee.

Re-enter Le Beau.

Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel

you
To leave this place. Albeit you have deserv'd

High commendation, true applause, and love,

Yet such is now the duke's condition,

That he misconstrues all that you have done.

The duke is humorous; what he is, indeed,

More suits you to conceive than I to speak of.

Orl. Ithankyou.sir: and pray you, tell me 1 his;

Which of the two was daughter of the duke
That here was at the wrestling? [manners;

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by
But yet, indeed, the smaller is his daughter;

The other is daughter to the bani^h'd duke,
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And here detain'd by her usurping uncle,

To keep his daughter company ; whose loves

Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters.

But I can tell you that of late this duke
Hath ta'cn displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece,

Grounded upon no other argument
Hut that the people praise her for her virtues

And pity her for her good father's sake

;

And, on my life, his malice 'gainst the lady

Will suddenly break forth.—Sir, fare you well

!

Hereafter, in a better world than this,

I shall desire more love and knowledge of you.

Orl. I rest much bounden to you : fare you

well

!

\^Exit Le Beau.
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother;

From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother :

—

But heavenly Rosalind

!

\_Exii.

Scene III.

—

A Room in the Palace.

Enter Celia atid Rosalind.

Cel. Why, cousin; why, Rosalind;—Cupid
have mercy!—Not a word?

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be

cast away upon curs, throw some of them at me

;

come, lame me with reasons.

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up;
when the one should be lamed with reasons and
the other mad without any.

Cel. But is all this for your father?

Ros. No, some of it is for my father's child.

O, how full of briers is this working-day world !

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon
thee in holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the

trodden paths our very petticoats will catch them.

Ros. I could shake them oft" my coat: these

burs are in my heart.

Cel. Hem them away. [have him.

Ros. I would try, if I could cry hem and
Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections.

Ros. O, they take the part of a better

vrestler than myself.

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! you will try

in time, in despite of a fall.—But, turning these

jests out of service, let us talk in good earnest

:

is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall

into so strong a liking with old Sir Rowland's
youngest son ? [dearly.

Ros. The duke my father loved his father

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue that you should
love his son dearly? By this kind of chase I

should hate him, for my father hated his father

dearly; yet I hate not Orlando.
Ros. No, 'faith, hate him not, for my sake.
Cel. Why should I not? doth he not deserve

well?

Ros. Let me love him for that ; and do you
love him because I do.—Look, here comes the

duke.

Cel. With his eyes full of anger.

Enter DuKE Frederick, with Lords.

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with youi
safest haste.

And get you from our court.

Ros. Me, uncle?
Duke F. You, cousin;

Within these ten days if that thou be'st ijund
So near our public court as twenty miles.

Thou diest for it.

Ros. I do beseech your grace,

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me:
If with myself I hold intelligence,

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires;

If that I do not dream, or be not frantic,

—

As I do trust I am not,—then, dear uncle.

Never so much as in a thought unborn
Did I offend your highness.

Duke F. Thus do all traitors

;

If their purgation did consist in words,

They are as innocent as grace itself:

—

Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not.

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a
traitor

:

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.

Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter;
there 's enough. [dukedom

;

Ros. So was I when your highness took his

So was I when your highness banish'd him

:

Treason is- not inherited, my lord:

Or, if we did derive it from our friends.

What's that to me? my father was no traitor!

Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much
To think my poverty is treacherous.

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak, [sake,

Duke F. Ay, Celia: we stay'd her for your

Else had she with her father rang'd along.

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay;

It was your pleasure, and your own rem.orse:

I was too young that time to value her;

But now I know her : if she be a traitor,

Why so am I : we still have slept together.

Rose at an instant, learn'd, pLay'd,eat together;

And wheresoe'er we went, like Juno's swans.

Still we went coupled and inseparable.

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her

smoothness,

Her very silence, and her patience

Speak to the people, and they pity her.

Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name

;

And thou wilt show more bright and seem

more virtuous

When she is gone : then open not thy lips;
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Fiini and irrevocable is my doom
Wliichlhave pass'dupon her;—she is banish'd.

Cel. Tronounce that sentence, then, on me,

my hege:

I cannot live out of her company. [yourself:

Duke F. Vou are a fool.—Vou, niece, provide

If you outstay ine time, upon mine honour.

And in the greatness of my word, you die.

\ Exeunt UuKK F. and Lords.

Cel. O my poor Rosalind ! whither wilt thou

Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine.

I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than I

am.
Ros. I have more cause.

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ;

Pr'ythee, be cheerful: know'st thou not the

duke
Hath banish'tl me, his daughter?

Kos. That he hath not.

Cel. No ! hath not? Rosalind lacks, then, the

Ijve

Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one:

Shall we be simder'd? shall we part, sweet girl?

No; let my lather seek another heir.

Therefore devise with me how we may fly.

Whither to go, and what to bear with us:

And do not seek to take your change upon you,

To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out

;

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale.

Say what thou canst, I 'II go along w ith thee.

Ros. Why, whither shall we go?
Cel. To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden.

Ros. Alas ! what danger will it be to us,

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far?

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.

Cel. I "II put myself in poor and mean attire,

And with a kind of umber smirch my face;

The like do you ; so shall we pass along,

And never stir assailants.

Ros. Were it not better.

Because that I am more than common tall.

That I did suit me all points like a man?
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh,

A boar spear in my hand ; and,— in my heart

Lie there what hidden woman'sfeartherewill,

—

We'll have a swashing and a martial outside,

As many other mannish cowards have

That do outface it with their semblances.

Cel. What shall I call thee when tl;ou art a

man? [own page,

Ros. I 'II have no worse a name than Jove's

And, therefore, look you call me Ganymede.
But what will you be call'd? [state:

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my
No longer Celia, but Alicna.

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal

The clownish fool t)ut of your father's court?
Would he not be a comfort to our travel?

Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world vviih

me

;

[^eave me alone to woo him. Let 's away.
And get our jewels anrl our wealth together;

Devise the fittest time and safest way
To hide us from pursuit that will be made
After my flight. N(jw go we in content
To liberty, and not to banishment. [/ij /•,•////.

ACT II.

Scene I.— The Forest of Arden.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and other Louis,
/'/; the dress of Foresters.

Duke S. Now, my co-mates and brothers in

exile,

I lath not old custom made this life more sweet

Than that of painted pomp? Are not iho.^e

woods
More free from peril than the envious court?

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,

—

The seasons' difference: as the icy fang

And churlish chiding of the winter's wind.
Which when it bites and blows upon my bodv.
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile and say.

This is no flattery : these are counsellors

That feelingly persuade me what I am.
.Sweet are the uses <jf adversity ;

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous,
W^-ars yet a precious jewel in his head ;

.And this our life, exempt from public h.iunt,

Finds tongues in trees, books in the ruiuiing

brooks,

Sermons in stones, and good in everything.

I would not change it.

Ami. Happy is your grace.

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune

Into so quiet and so sweet a style. [son ?

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us vcni-

And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fouls,

lieing native burghers of this desert city.

Should, in their own confines, with forked heads
1 lave their round haunches gor'd.

I Lord. Indeed, my lord,

llie melancholy Jaques grieves at that;

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp

Than doth your brother that hath banish'd yuu.

To-day my lord of Amiens and myself

Did steal behind him as he lay along

Under an oak, whtjse antique root peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along tliis wood:
To the which place a poor sequcster'd stag.

That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt.

Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord.
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The wrctcheJ animal heav'd forth such groans,

Tiiat their discharge did stretch his leathern coat

Almost to bursting; and the big round tears

{.oiirs'd one another ilown his innocent nose

In piteous chase: and thus the hairy fool.

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,

Siood on the extremest verge of the swift brook,

Augmenting it with tears.

Duke S. But wliat said JaqueS?
Did he not moralize the spectacle?

I Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similies.

Pirst, for his weeping into the needless stream ;

Poor deer, quoth he, thou mali'st a testamenl

/Is •worldliiii^s do, f^iving thy sum of more
'Jo that -whiih had loo much : then, being ihoie

alone,

Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends;
' 7'/s right, quoth he ; thus misery doth pert

The fitix of company : anon, a careless herd.

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him,
And never stays to greet him; Ay, quoth

Jaques,
S'veep on, you fat and greasy citizens ;

' V 'is just the fashion : wherefort do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt tliere i

Thus most invectively he pierceth through
The body of the country, city, court,

^'ca, and of this our life: swearing that we
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what 's worse,
To fright the animals, and ic kill them up
In their assign'd and native dwelling-place.

Duke S. And did you leave him in this con-
templation? [menting

2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and com-
Upon the sobbing deer.

Duke S. Show me the place

:

I love to cope him in these sullen fits,

l\jt then he 's full of matter.

2 Lord. I '11 bring you to him straight.

^Exeunt.

Scene \l.—A Room in the Palace.

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and .Attend-

ants.

Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw
them ?

It cannot be : some villains of my court
Are of consent and sufferance in this.

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber,
Saw her a-bed ; and in the morning early
They found the bed untreasar'd of their

mistress. [so oft

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at whom
Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing,
licsperia, the princess' genUcwom;in,

Confesses that she secretly o'erheard
Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parts and graces of the wrestler

That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles;
.\nd she believes, wherever they are gone.
That youth is surely in their company.
Duke F. Send to his brother; fetch that

gallant hither:

If he be absent, bring his brother to me,
I '11 make him find him: do this suddenly;
And let not search and inquisition quail

To bring again tliese foolish runaways.

[ Exeunt.

Scenk \\\.— Before Oliver's House.

Enter Orl.^.ndo and Adam, meeting.

Orl. Who's there?

Ada?n. What! my young master?—O, my
gentle master

!

O, my sweet master ! O you memory
or old Sir Rowland ! why, what make you here?
Why are you virtuous? why do j)eople love you?
.\nd wherefore are you gentle, strong, and

valiant?

Why would you be so fond to overcome
The bony prizer of the humorous deice?

Vour praise is come too swiftly home before you.
Know you not, master, to some kind of men
Their graces serve them but as enemies?
No more do yours; your virtues, gentle m.aster.

Are sanctified and holy traitors to you.

O, what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it

!

Orl. Why, what 's the matter?
Adam. O unhappy youth,

(Tome not within these doors; within this roof
The enemy of all your graces lives:

Vour brother,—no, no brother
; yet the son

—

Vet not the son ; I will not call him son

—

Of him I was about to call his father,

—

Hath heard your praises; and this night he
means

To burn the lodging where you used to li&

.\nd you within it : if he fail of that,

lie will have other means to cut you off;

I overheard him and his practices.

This is no place; this house is but a butcliery:

.Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. [me go?
Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have
Adam. No matter whither, so you come not

here.

Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and
beg my food?

Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce

.\ thievish living on the common road?

This I must do, oi know not what to do

:
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Yet this I will not do, do how I can

:

I rather w ill subject me to the malice

01 a diverted blood and bloody brother.

Adam. But do not so. I have five hundred
crowns,

The thrifty liire I sav'd under your father,

^Vhich I did store to be my foster-nurse

When service should in my old limbs lie lame,
And unregarded age in corners thrown;
Take that: and lie that doth the ravens fee<l,

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow,
lie comfort to my age ! 1 lerc is the gold ;

All this I give you. Let me be your servant

;

Though I look old, yet I am strong and lust)

:

I'or in my youlh I never did apply
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood;
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo
The means of weakness and debility;

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter,

Frosty, but kindly: let me go with you;
I '11 do the service of a younger man
In all your business and necessities. [pears

Ori. O good old man; how well in thee ap-
The constant service of the antique world,
When service sweat for duty, not for meed

!

Thou art not for the fashion of these times,

Where none will sweat but for promotion;
And liaving that, do choke their service up
Even with the having: it is not so wiOi thee.
But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree,

That cannot so much as a blossom yield
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry:
But come thy ways, we'll go along together;
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent
We'll light upon some settled low content.
Adam. Master, goon; and I will follow thee

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.

—

From seventeen years till now almost fourscore
Here lived I, but now live here no more.
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek;
But at fourscore it is too late a week;
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better
Than to die well, and not my master's debtor.

[^Exeunt.

ScE.N'E IV.— The Forest of Arden.

Evier Rosalind in boy's clothes, Celia
dressed like a s\hepherdess , and Touchstone.

Ros. O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits

!

Touch. I care not for my spirits if my legs
were not weary,

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace
my man's apparel, and to cry like a woman

:

but I must comfort the weaker vessel, as doub-
let and hose ought to show itself courageous to
petticoat: therefore, courage, good Aliena

Cel. I pray you, bear with me ; I can go no
farther.

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear willi

you than bear you : yet I sliould bear no cross

if I did bear you; for, I think, you have no
money in your purse.

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden.
Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more

fool I; wl'.en I w;is at home I was in a better

place; but travellers must be content.

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone.— Lock
you, uho comes here? a yoinig man and an oiJ
in solemn talk.

Enter Cokin and SlLVius.

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn vou
still. [lovelur!

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do
Cor. I partly guess ; for I have lov'd ere now.
Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not

guess

;

Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover

As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow:

But if thy love were ever like to mine,

—

As sure I think did never man love so,

—

How many actions most ridiculous

1 last thou been drawn to by thy fantasy?

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten.

Sil. O, thou didst then ne'er hjve so he.-u tily:

If tliou rememl)€r'st not tlie slightest folly

That ever love did make thee run into.

Thou hast not lov'd

;

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now.
Wearying thy hearer in thy mistre.ss' praise.

Thou hast not lov'd :

Or if thou hast not broke from company
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me.
Thou hast not lov'd: O Phebe, ]*hebe, Phebe!

\_Ex2t SlLVILS.
Ros. Al:is, poor shepherd! searching of tJ;y

wound,
I have by hard adventure found mine own.

Touch. And I mine. I remember, when I

was in love I broke my sword upon a stone,

and bid him lake that for coming a-night to

Jane Smile : and I remember the kissing of her
batlet, and the cow's dugs that her pretty

chapp'd hands had milk'd : and I remember
the wooing of a peascod instead of her; from
whom I took two cods, and, giving her them
again, said with weeping tears, Wear these for
my sake. We that are tnie lovers run into

strange capers; but as all is mortal in nature,

so is all nature in love mortal in folly. [of.

Ros. Thou speak 'st wiser than thou art 'ware
Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine

ov.n wit till I break my shins against it.
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Ro^. Jove, Jove! this shepherd's passion

Is much upon n)y fiishion. [stale with me.

Touch. And mine: but it grows somelhin};

Ccl. I pray you, one ofyon question yond man
II he for gold will give us any food:

1 faint almost to death.

Touch. Holla, you clown !

l\os. Peace, fool ; he 's not thy kinsin:ui.

Cor. Who calls?

Touch. Your betters, sir.

Cor. Klse are they very wretched.

Kos. IVace, I say.

—

Good even to you, friend.

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all.

l\os. I pr'ylhte, sliepherd, if that love or gold

C;ur in this desert place buy cntertairmicnt,

Kriiig us where we may rest ourselves and feed:

Ill-re's a young maid with travel much op-

press'd.

Anil faints for succour.

Cor. Fair, sir, I pity her.

And wish, for iier sake more than for mine own,
My fortunes were more able to relieve her:
1< It I am bhepheril to another man.
And do not sliear the fleeces that I graze:

Mv master is of churlish disposition,

All little recks to find the way to heaven
V>\ iloing deeds of hospitality:

Hvsides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed

A-e now on sale; and at our sheepcote now,
W-j reason of his absence, there is nothing
1" i:it you will feed on; but what is, come see.

And in my voice most welcome shall you be.

Ro%. What is he that shall buy his flock and
p.isture? [but erewhile,

Cor. That yoimg swain that you saw hen
That little cares for buying anything.

Kos. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty,
Buy thou the collage, pasture, and the flock.

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us.

Cel. And we will mend thy wages. I like

this place.

And willingly could waste my time in it.

Cor. Assuredly the thing is to be sold:

Go with me: if you like, upon report,

The soil, the profit, and this kind of life,

I will your very faithful feeder be.

And buy it with your gold right suddenly.

[ Exeunt.

Scene Y.—Anotherpar/ of /he Fores/.

.£«/.?/- A.Mi ENS, Jaquks, and others.

SONG.
A*nt. Under the greenwood tree,

Who loves to lie with me.
And tune his merry nolr
Unto the sweet bird's tliroat,

Come hither, come hither, come hither;
Mere shall he see

No enemy,
But winter and rough weather.

Jaq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more.
Ami. It will make you melancholy, Mon-

sieur Jaijues.

Jai]. I thank it. More, I pr'ytlicc more.

I can suck melancholy out of a song, as a
weasel sucks eggs. More, I pr'ythee, more.

Ami. My voice is ragged; 1 know I camiot
plea.se you.

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me, I do
de.sire you to sing. Come, more: anolhci

stanza: call you them stanzas.'*

Ami What you will. Monsieur Jaques.

Jaq Nay, I care not for their names; they
owe me nothing. Will you sing? [myself.

Ami. More at your request than to please

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I '11

ihank you: but that they call compliment is

like the encounter of two dog-apes; and when
a man thanks me heartily, nielhinks I have

given him a penny, and he renders me the

beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you that

will not, hold your tongues.

Ami. Well, I '11 end the song.— Sirs, cover

live while: the dr.ke will drink under this tree:

— he hath been all this day to look you.

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid

him. lie is too disputable for my company:
I think of as many matters as he ; but I give

heaven thanks, and make no boast of ihem.

Come, warble, come.

SONG
Who doth ambition shun, {All tcgethfr lure.

And loves to live i' the sun,

Seeking the food he eats,

And pleas'd with what he gets.

Come hither, come hither, come hither;
Here shall he see

No enemy,
Dul winter and rough weather.

Jaq. I 'II give you a verse to this note, that

I made yesterday in despite of my invention.

Ami. And I 'II sing it.

Jaq. Thus it goes

:

If it do come to pass

That any man turn ass.

Leaving his wealth and ease

A stubborn will to please,

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame

;

Here shall he see

Gross fools as he,

An if he will come to Ami.

.4tni. WTiat 's that ducdame?

Jaq. 'Tis A Greek invocaliou, to call iools
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into a circle. I '11 go sleep, if I can; if I can-

not, I '11 rail against all the first-born of lig>'pt.

Ami. And I '11 go seek the duke; his ban-

quet is prepared. [£x£uni severally.

Scene VI.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter OkLANDO and Adam.

Adam. Dear master, I can go no farther : O,
I die for food! Here lie I down, and measure
out my grave. Farewell, kind master.

Orl. Why, how now, Adam ! no greater

heart in thee? Live a little ; comfort a little;

cheer thyself a little. If this uncouth forest

yield anything savage, I will either be food for

it or bring it for food to thee. Thy conceit is

nearer death than thy powers. For my sake
be comforiahle: hold death awhile at the arm's
end: I will here be with thee presently; and
if I bring thee not something to eat, I '11 give
thee leave to die: but if thou diest before I

come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well
said! thou look'st cheerily: and I'll be with
thee quickly.— Vet thou best in the bleak air:

come, I will bear thee to some shelter; and
thou shalt not die for lack of a dinner if there
live anything in this desert Cheerily, good
Adam! [Exeunt.

Scene \'\\.—Another paH of the Forest

A Table set.

Enter DfKE Senior., Amiens, and others.

Dukt S I think he betransform'd into a beast;

For I can nowhere find him like a man.
I Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone

hence;
Here wa? he merry, hearing of a song.
Duke S. It he, compact of jars grow musical,

We shall have shortly discord in tl c spheres.

Go, seek him ; tell him I would speak with him.
I Lord, He saves my labour by his own ap-

proach.

.£'«/c'r Jaques.
Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a

life is this.

That your poor friends must woo your company?
What! you look merrily.

Jaq. Afool,afool! 1 met a fool i' the forest,

A motley fool ;—a miserable world !

—

As I do live by food, I met a fool.

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun,
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms.

In good set terms,—and yet a motley fool.

Cood->norrow,fool, quoth I : A^o, sir, quoth he.

Call me notfool till heaven hath sent mefortune.
And then he drew a dial from his puke,

And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye.
Says very wisely, It is ten o'clock:

Thus way zve see, quoth he, how the world H'n^s.
' Tis but an hour a^o since it was nine ;
And after one hour more 'tjvill be eleven ;
.Ami so,from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe,

.And then,from hour to hour, we rot and rot

;

.And thereby hangs a tale. Wiien I did hear
The motley fool thus moral on the time,
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer.

That fo(jls should be so deep contemplative;
And I did laugh, sans intermission.

An hour by his dial.—O noble fool

!

.\ worthy foul !— Motley 's the only wear.
Duke .S. What fool is this? [com tier,

Jacj. O worthy fool !—One that hath been a
And says, if ladies be but young and fair,

They have the gift to know it: and in his brain,

—

Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit

After a voyage,—hehath strange places cramm'd
With observation, the which he vents
In mangled forms.—O that I were a fool!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Duke S, Thou shalt have one.

/aq. It is my only suit.

Provided that you weed your better judgments
(jt all opinion tiiat grows rank in them
That I am wise. I must have liberty

Withal, as large a charter as the wind,
To blow en whom I please; fc>r so fools have:
And they th&t are most galled w ilh my folly.

They mrist must laugh. And why, sir, mu.t
t''cy so?

The why v plain as way to parish cliuich:

He thai ? foo' doth very wisely hit

Doth very foolishly, although he smart,

Not to setin senseless of the bob; if not,

The wise man'.'- folly is anatomiz'd
Even by the squandering glances o( the fo(*il.

Invest me in my motley; give me leave

Tospeakmy mind, and I will through and thr()Uf;h

Cleanse the foul body of the infected world,
If they will patiently receive my medicine.
Duke S. Fie on thee! I can tell what thou

wouldst do.

Ja:/. What, for a counter, would Idobulgood?
Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chid-

ing sin

:

For thou thyself hast been a libertine.

As sensual as the bruti.sh sting itself;

.\nd all the embossed sores and headed evils

That thou with license of free foot hast caught,
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general wor! J.

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride.

That can therein tax any private party?
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea.

Till that the weary very means do ebb2
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\Miat woman in the cily do I name
Wiieii ihat I say, The city-woman bears

The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders?

^Vho can come in and say that I mean her,

When such a one as she, such is her neighbour?

Oi- what is he of basest function.

That says his bravery is not on my cost,

—

Thinking that I mean him,— but therein suits

J hi folly to the metal of my speech?

T.ierj then ; how liicn? what then? Let me see

wherein
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do him right,

Taen ha hath wrong'd himself; if he be free,

\'.'hy then, my taxing like a wild goose fiies,

Unclaim'd d any man.—But who comes here?

Enter Orlando, with his sword draiv?i.

Orl. Foibear, and eat no more.

Jdq. Why, I liave e.at none yet.

Orl. No« shalt not, till necessity be serv'd.

J.u]. or what kind should this cock come of?

Duke S. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy

distress:

Or e'se a rude despiser of good manners,

Tiuit in civihty thou seem'st so empty? [poirit

Orl. You touch'd my vein at first: the thorny

Of bare distress haih ta'en from me the show
Of smooth civility: yet am I inland Hred,

And know some nurture. But forh;. I say;

Ho dies that touches any of this fruit

Till I and my affairs are answered.

Jaj. An you will not be answered with reason,

I must die.

Duke S. What would you have? your gentle-

ness shall force

More than your force move us to gentleness.

Orl. I almost die for food, and let me have it.

Duke S, Sit down and feed, and welcome to

our table. [you:

Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray

I thought that all things had been savage here;

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of stern commandment. But whaie'er you are

That in this desert inaccessible.

Under the shade of melancholy boughs.

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time;

If ever you have look'd on better days,

If ever been where bells have knoll'd to chu/ch,

If ever sat at any good man's feast.

If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear,

A:id know what 'tis to pity and be pitied,

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be

:

la the which hope I blush, and hide my sword.

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better

days,

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church,

And sat at good men's feasts, and wip"d our eyes

Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd

:

And therefore sit you down in gentleness,

And take upon command what help we have,

That to your wanting may be minister'd.

Orl. Then but forbear your food a little while,

W'hiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn,

And give it food. There is an old poor man,
Who after me hath many a weary ,

Limp'd in pure love: till he be first .tvifficM,

—

Oppress'd with two weak evils, ageand hunger,—

^

I will not touch a bit.

Duke S. Go find him out.

And we will nothing waste till you return.

Orl. I thank ye ; and be bless'd for your good
comfort! \_Exit.

Duke S. Thou seest we are not all alone un-

happy;
This wide and universal theatre

Presents more woeful pageants than th.e scene

Wherein we play in.

Jaq. All the world 's a staco.

And all the men and women merely players;

They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many part?.

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant.

Mewling and puking in the nurse's arm.s

;

Then the whining school-boy, with his satchel

And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover.

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier.

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel.

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the

justice.

In fair round belly wuth good capon lin'd,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose anJ. pouch on side

;

His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide

For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice.

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

.\nd whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,

That ends this strangf eventful history,

Is second childishness and mere oblivion;

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everj-thing.

Re-enter ORLANDO with Adam.

Duke S. Welcome. Set down your venerable

burden,

And let him feed.

Orl. I thank you most for him.

Adatn. So had you need :

I scarce can speak to thank you for myself.
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Duke S. Welcome; fall to: I will not trouble

you
As yet, to (]uestion you about your fortunes.

—

Give us soQie music ; and, good cousin, sing.

Amiens sings.

SONG.
I.

Blow, blow, tilou winter wind,
Ihou art not so unkind
As man s ingratitude

;

Thj' tooth is not so keen,
Bee:lU^e thou art not seen,

Although thy breath be ruJe.
He!c;li-ho ! sing, heijh-ho ! unto the green holly:
]\losl friendship is feigning, most loving mere iolly ;

Then, heigh-ho, the holly '

This life is most jolly.

Free^e, freeze, th'^u hitter sky,
Tiuit dost not bite so nigh
As benefits forgot

:

Though thou the waters warp,
Tliy sling is not so sharp
As friend reniem' er'd not.

Heigh-ho I sing, heigh-ho ! &c.

Ditke S. If lliat you were the good Sir Row-
land's son,^

A.s you have whisper'd faithfully you were,
Anil as mine eye doth his effigies witness

Mosl truly limn'd and living in your face,—
lie iruly welcome hither: I am the duke
That lov'd your father. The residue of your

fortune,

Go to my cave and tell me.—Good old man,
Thou art right welcome as thy master is;

Support him by the arm.—Give me your hand,
And let me all your fortunes understand.

\Exeiuit.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Palace.

Enter Duke Frederick, Oliver, Lords,
and Attendants.

Duke F. Not see him since? Sir, sir, that

cannot be

:

But were I not the better part made mercy,
1 should not seek an absent argument
01 my revenge, thou present. But look to it

:

Find out thy brother wheresoe'er he is:

Seek him with candle ; bring him dead or living

Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more
To seek a living in our territory.

Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands.
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth
Of what we think against thee.

(^'' O that your highness knew my heart m
this!

I iievci iov'd my brother in my life.

Duke F. More villain thou.—Well, push him
out of doors.

And let my officers of such a nature

Make an extent upon his house and lands:

Do this expediently, and turn him going.

\E^ei'..U.

Scene II.— The Forest of Ardcn.

Enter Orlando, with a paper.

Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my
love

;

[vcy

And thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, sur-

Wiih thy chaste eye, from ihy pale .sphere above.

Thy huntress' name, that my full liferloth sway.

Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books.

And in their barks my thoughts I '11 character,

riiat every eye which in this forest looks

Shall sec thy virtue witness'd everywhere.
Run, run, Orlando; carve on every tree,

I'he fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she.

{Exit.

Enter CoRiN and Touchstone.

Cor. And how like you this shepherd's life,

Master Touchstone?
Vouch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself,

it is a good life ; but in respect that it is a shep-

lierd's life, it is naught. In respect that it is

solitary, I like it very well ; but in respect that

it is private, it is a very vile life. Now in re-

spect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well

;

but in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious.

As it is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour
well ; but as there is no more plenty in it, it

goes much against my stomach. I last any
philosophy in thee, shepherd?

Cor. No more but that I know the more one
sickens the worse at ease he is; and that he

that wants money, means, and content, is with-^

out three good friends; that the property of

rain is to wet, and fire to burn ; that good pa.s-

ture makes fat sheep; and that a great cause
1 if the night is lack of the sun; that he that

baih learned no wit by nature nor art may com-
plain of good breeding, or comes of a very dull

kindred.

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher.

Wast ever in court, shepherd?
Cor. No, truly.

Totich. Then thou art damned.
Cor. Nay, I hope,

Touch. Truly, thou art damned; like an ill-

roasted egg, all on one side.
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Cor. For riDl being at court? Vour reason.

7'ouik. Why. if tliou never wast at court

thou never saw'st good manner.s; if thou never

s.i.v'st good manner.s, then thy manners must

bj wicked; and wickedness is sin, and sin is

d.i:nnation. Thou art in a parlous stale, shep-

h..-rd.

Cor. Not a whit, Touchstone : those that

are good manners at the court are as ridiculous

in the country as the behaviour of the country

is most mockable at the court. Vou told me
you salute not at the court, but you kiss your

hands; that courtesy would be uncleanly if

courtiers were shepherds.

J'oiuh. Instance, briefly; come, instance.

Cor, Why, we are still handling our ewes;

and their fells, you know, are greasy.

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's Lands

sweat? and is not the grease of a mutton as

wliolesome as the sweat of a man? Shallow,

shallow: a better instance, I say; come.

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard.

Touch. \ our lips will feel them the sooner.

Shallow again: a more sounder instance:

come.
Cor, And they are often tarred over with

the surgery of our sheep; and would you have

us kiss tar? The courtier's hands are perfumed

with civet.

Toitih. Most shallow man! thou worms-

meat, in respect of a good piece of flesh, in-

deed !—Learn of the vvi.se, and perpend : cin et

is of a baser birth than tar,—the very uncleanly

Hux of a cat. Mend the instance, shepherd.

Cor. You have too courtly a vrit for me

:

I 11 rest.

Touch. Wilt thou rest damned? God help

thee, shallow man! God make incision in

thee! thou art raw.

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that

I eat, get that I wear ; owe no man hate>, envy
no man's happiness; glad of other men's good,

content with my harm; and the greatest of my
pride is, to see my ewes graze and my lamos
suck.

Touch. That is another simple sin in you; to

bring the ewes and the rams together, and to

offer to get your living by the copu'ation jf

cattle : to be bawd to a bell-wether ; and to

betray a she-lamb of a twelveinonth to a

CiiOoked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all

reasonable match. If thou be'st not damnf d

for this, the devil himself wi-11 have no shep-

lurds; I cannot see else how thou shouldst

'scape.

Cor. Here comes young Master Ganymede,
my new mislress'L brother.

Enter Rosalind, reculin;^ a paper.

Ros. Trum the east to western liid,

No jewel is like Rosalind,
llcr worth, being mounted on the wird,
Through all the world bears Rosalind.
All the pictures fairest lin'd

Are but black to Rosalind.
Ltt no face he kept in niiiid

But the fair of Rosalind.

Touch. I "11 rhyme you so eight years to-

gether, dinners, and suppers, and sleeping

hours excepted : It is the right butter-woman's

rank to market.

Ros. Out, fool

!

Touch. For a taste:

I f a hart d > lack a hind,
l,t:t iiiin seek out Rosalind.
It the cat wi4l after kind,

So, l)e sure, will Ko-.ilind.

Winter garments must be lin'J.

.So must slender Rosalind.

They that reap must sheaf and bind.

—

Tiien to cart with Rosalind.

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind,

Sui.h a nut i^ Rosalind.
He that --weetest rose will find

Must find love's prick, and Ros.nlind.

This is the very false gallop of verses: why do
you infect yourself with them?

Ros. Peace, you dull fool ! I found them on
a tree.

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Ros. I'll graffit with you, and then I shall

graff it with a medlar: then it will be the

earliest fruit in the country: for you'll he

rotten ere you be half ripe, and that 's the right

virtue of the medlar.

Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely

or no, let the forest judge.

Enter Celia, reciding a paper.

Ros. Peace I

Here comes my sister, reading : stand aside J

Ce!. Why should this a desert be?
For it is unpeopled? No;

Tongues I 11 hang on every tree.

That shall civil sayings show:
Some, how brief the life of man
Runs his erring p Igrimage,

Th.it the stretching of a spaa
Buckles in his sum of age.

Some, of violated vows
Twixt the soiils of friend and friend;

But upon the fairest boughs,
Or at every sentence' end.

Will I Rosalinda write,

Tea hing all that read to know
The quintessence of every sprite

Heaven would in little show.
Therefore heaven nature charg'd
That one body should be fill'd

With all graces wide enlarg J;

Nature pressQlly distilld
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Helen's cheek, but not her hea't;
Cleopatra's majesty;

Atalantas better part;

Sad Lucretia's modesty.
Thus Rosalind of many parts
My heavenly synod was devis'd.

Of many faces, eyes, and hearts,
To have the touches dearest priz'd.

Heaven would that she these gifts should have,
And I to live and die her slave.

Ros. O most gentle Jupiter !—what tedious
homily of love have you wearied your parish-

ioners withal, and never cried, Have patience,

goodpeople !

Ccl. How now! back, friends;—shepherd,
go off a little:—go with him, sirrah.

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an
honourable retreat ; though not with bag and
baggage, yet with scrip and scrippage.

[Exetiul CoRi-N a;/(/ Touch.
CcL Didst thou hear these verses?

Ros. O yes, I heard them all, and more
loo; for some of them had in them more feet

than the verses would bear.

Cci. That's no matter; the feet might bear
the verses.

Kos. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could
not bear themselves without the verse, and
therefore stood lamely in the verse.

CeL But didst thou hear without wondering
how thy name should be hanged and carved
upon these trees?

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the

wonder before you came; for loul'; here what I

found on a palm tree: I was never so be-

rhymed since I'ythagoras' time, that I was an
Irish rat, which I can hardly remember.

CeL Trow you who hath done this?

Ros. Is it a man?
Ccl. And a chain, that you once wore, about

his neck. Change you colour?

Ros. I pray thee, who?
Cel. O lord, lord! it is a hard matter for

friends to meet ; but mountains may be re-

m(jved with earthquakes, and so encounter.

Ros. Nay, but who is it?

Cel. Is it possible?

Ros. Nay, I pr'ythee now, with most peti-

tionary vehemence, tell me wlio it is.

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most
wonderful wonderful ! and yet again wonderful,
and after that, out of all whooping!

Ros. Good my complexion ! dost thou think,

though I am cajiarisoned like a man, I have
a doublet and hose in my disposition? One
inch of delay more is a South-sea of discovery.

I pr'ythee, tell me, who is it? quickly, and
speak apace. I would thou couldst stammer,
that thou mighlst pour this concealed man out

of thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow-
mouthed bottle; either too much at once or

none at all. I pr'ythee take the cork out ot

thy mouth, that I may drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

Ros. Is he of God's making? What manner
of man? Is his head worth a hat or his chnr
worth a beard?

Cel. Nay, he halh but a little beard.

Ros. Why, God will send more if the man
will be thankful: let me stay the growth of

his beard if thou delay me not the knowledge
of his chin.

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripped up the
wrestler's heek and your heart both in an in-

stant.

AVf. Nay, but the devil take mocking: speak
sad brov,' and true maid.

Cel. V faith, coz, 'tis he.

Ros. Orlando?
Cel. Orlando.
Ros. Alas the day! what shall I do with my

doublet and hose?—What did he when thou
saw'st him? What said he? How look'd he?
Wherein went he? What makes he here?
Did he ask for me? Where remains he ? How
jxarted he with thee? and when shah thou see

him again? Answer me in one word.
Cel. Vou must borrow me Gargantua's

mouth first: 'tis a word too great for any
mouth of this age's size. To say ay and no to

these particulars is more than to answer in a

catechism.

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this

forest, and in man's apparel? Looks he as
freshly as he did the day he wrestled?

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies as to re-

solve the propositions of a lover:—but take a
taste of my finding him, and relish it with g(.( d
observance. I found him under a tree, like a
dropped acorn.

Ros. It may well be called Jove's tree,

when it drops forth such fruit.

Cel. Give me audience, good madam.
Ros. Proceed.
Cel. There lay he, stretched along like a

wounded knight.

Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sigl-.t,

it well becomes the groui d.

Cel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue, I pr'ythct ;

it curvets unseasonably. He was furnished
like a hunter.

Ros. O, ominous ! he comes to kill my heart.

Cel. I Would sing my song without a bur-

den : thou bring'st me out of tune.

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman? when
I think, I must speak. Sweet, say on.
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Cel. You bring me out.—Soft I comes he not

here?

Kos. 'Tis he: slink by, and note him.

[Celia atid Rosalind r^din.

Enter Orlando a^JJaques.

Jaq. I thank you for your company; but,

good faith, I had as lief have been myself

aione.

Orl. And so had I; but yet, for fashion's sake,

I tliank you too for your society. [as we can.

fv], God be with you: let's meet as little

Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers.

Ja:]. I pray you, mar no more trees with

writing love-songs in their barks.

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses

wiai reading them ill-favouredly.

Jiq. Rosalind is your love's name?
Orl. Yes, just.

Jaq. I do not like her name.
Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you

when she was christened.

Jaq. What stature is she of?

Orl. Just as high as my heart.

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers. Have
yo'i not been acquainted with goldsmiths'

wives, and conned them out of rings?

Orl. Not so ; but I answer you right painted

cloth, from whence you have studied your
questions.

Jaq. You have a nimble wit : I think it was
made of Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down
with me? and we two will rail against our
mistress the world, and all our misery.

Orl. I will chide no breather in the world
but myself, against whom I know most faults.

Jaq. The worst fault you have is to be in

love.

Orl. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your
best virtue. I am weary of you.

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool

when I found you.

Orl. He is drowned in the brook; look but
in, and you shall see him.

Jaq. There I shall see mine own figure,

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool or a
cipher.

faq. I '11 tarry no longer with you : farewell,

good Signior Love.
Orl. I am glad ofyour departure : adieu, good

Monsieur Melancholy.
[£'x// Jaq.—Cel. aw/ Ros. come Jorward.

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey,
and under that habit play the knave with him.

—

Do you hear, forester ?

Orl. Very well : what would you ?

Ro%. I pray you, what is't o'clock?

Orl. You should ask me what time o' day

;

there 's no clock in the forest.

Ros. Then there 's no true lover in the forest,

else sighing every minute and groaning every
hour would detect the lazy foot of lime as well

as a clock.

Orl. And why not the swift foot of tim.e? had
not that been as proper?

Ros. By no means, sir. Time travels in

divers paces with divers persons. I will tell

you who time ambles withal, who time trots

withal, who time gallops withal, and who he
stands still withal.

Orl. I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal ?

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid
between the contract of her marriage and the

day it is solemnized ; if the interim be but a

se'nnight, time's pace is so hard that it seems
the length of seven years.

Orl. Who ambles lime withal ?

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin and a
rich man that hath not the gout: for the one
sleeps easily, because he cannot study; and the

other lives merrily, because he feels no pain

;

the one lacking the burden of lean and wasteful

learning ; the other knowing no burden ofheavy
tedious penury. These time ambles withal.

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal?

Ros. With a thief to the gallows ; for though
he go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself
too soon there.

Orl. Who stays it still withal ?

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation ; for they
sleep between term and term, and then they
perceive not how time moves.

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth?
Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister ; here

in the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a
petticoat.

Orl. Are you native of this place?

Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where
she is kindled.

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you
could purchase in so removed a dwelling.

Ros. I have been told so of many : but in-

deed an old religious uncle of mine taught me
to speak, who was in his youth an inland man

;

one that knew courtship too well, for there he
fell in love. I have heard him read many
lectures against it; and I thank God I am not

a woman, to be touched with so many giddy
offences as he hath generally taxed their whole
sex withal.

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal

evils that he laid to the charge of women ?

Ro<i. There were none principal ; they were
all like one another as halfpence are; every one
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fa lilt seeming monstrous till his fellow fault came
to match it.

Orl. I pr'ythee, recount sr)me of them.

Ros. No; I will not cast away my physic but

on those that are sick. There is a man haunts

tlie forest that abuses our young plants with

carving Rosalind on their barks; hangs odch

upon hawthorns, and elegies on brambles ; all,

forsooth, deifying the name of Rosalind : if I

could meet that fancymongcr I would give him
some good counsel, for he seems to have the
quotidian of love upon him.

Orl. I am he that is so love-shaked: I pray
you, tell me your remedy.

Ros. There is none of my uncle's marks upon
you : he taught me how to know a man in love

;

in which cage of rushes I am sure you are not

prisoner.

Orl. WTiat were his marks ?

Rjs. A lean cheek; which you have not: n

blue eye and sunken; which you have not; an
unquestionable spirit; which you have not: a

beard neglected ; which you have not : but I

pardon you for that ; for simply your having in

beard is a younger brother'srevenue:—then yoiir

hose should be tmgartered, your bonnet un
banded, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe un
lied, and everything about you demonstrating
a careless desolation. But you are no such man

:

you are rather point-device in your accoutre-

ments; as loving yourself than seeming the lover

of any other.

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee

believe I love.

Ros. Me believe it ! you may as soon make
her that you love believe it ; which, I warrant,

she is apter to do than to confess she does: that

is one of the points in the which women still

give the lie to their consciences. But, in good
sooth, are you he that hangs the verses on the

trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired ?

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white

hand of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortun-

ate he.

Ros. But are you so much in love as your
rh)nnes speak ?

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express

how much.
Ros. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell

you, deserves as well a dark housi, and a whip
as madmen do : and the reason why they are

not so punished and cured is, that tlie lunacy is

so ordinai-y that the whippers are in love too.

Yet I profess curing it by counsel.

Orl. Did you ever cure any so ?

Ros. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He was
to imagine me hL« I.jvc, his mistress ; and I set

him every day to woo me : at which time would
I, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be effem-
inate, changeable, longing, and liking ; proud,
fantastical, apish, shallow, inconstant, full of
tears, full of smiles; for every passion something,
and for no passion truly anything, as boys and
women are for the most part cattle of liiis

colour: would now like him, now loath hnn
;

then entertain him, then forswear him ; nov/
weep for him, then spit at him ; that I drave
my suitor from his mad humour of love to a
loving humour of madness ; which was, to for-

swear the full stream of the world, and to live

in a nook nearly monastic. And thus I cured
him; and this way will I take upon me to wash
your liver as clean as a sound sheep's heart, that

there shall not be one spot of love in 't.

Orl. I would not be cured, youth.
Ros. I would cure you if you would but call

me Rosalind, and come every day to my cote

and woo me.
Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will:

tell me where it is.

Ros. Go with me to it, and I 'II show it you ;

and, by the way, you shall tell me where in the

forest you live. Will you go?
Orl. With all my heart, good youth.

Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind.

—

Come, sister, will you go ? \Exeuiu.

Scene III.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter TOUCHSTONE «w^ Audrey ; Jaques«^
a distance observing them.

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey; I will

fetch up your goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey ?

am I the man yet ? Doth my simple feature

content you?
Aud. Your features ! Lord warrant us ! what

features?

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats,

as the most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was
among the Goths.

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited ! worse than

Jove in a thatch'd house. \Aside.

Touch. When a man's verses cannot be under-

stood, nor a man's good wit seconded with the

forward child understanding, it strikes a man
more dead than a great reckoning in a little

room.—Truly, I would the gods had made thee

poetical.

Aud. I do not know what poeticalis: is it

honest in deed and word? is it a true thing?

Touch. No, truly : for the truest poetry is the

most feigning; and lovers are given to poetry;

and what they swear in poetry may be said, as

lovers, they do feign.
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Auii. Do you wish, llien, that the gods liad

made me poetical?

Touch. I de, truly, for thou swear'st to me
thdii art hcnes:t now, if ihou wcrt a poet I

nii^ht havf ^on^e liope thou didst feign.

.///(/. Would ycu not have me honest?

Toiiih. No, truly, unless ihou wert hard-

favoured; (or honesty coupled to beauty is lo

have honey a sauce lo sugar.

/<i./. A materia] fool

!

\Aside.

And. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I

pray the gods make me honest

!

Toiuli. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon
a foul slut were to put good meat into an unclean

di>h.

And. I am not a slut, though I thank the

gods I ax loul

/'otuh. VVcll, praised be the gods for thy foul-

ness! sluttisluiess may come liereafter. Hut be
it .IS it may be, I will mairy thee: and to that

end 1 have tieen with Sir ()liver Martext, the

vicar ot the next village; who hath promised to

meet me in this place of the forest, and to

couple us.

/(?//. I would fain see this meeting. [Aside.

And. Well, the gods give us joy !

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a

fearful heart, stagger in this attempt ; for here

We have nc temple hut the wood, no assembl)

but horn beasts Hut what though? Courage!
As horns areodious, ihey are necessary. It is

said^—Many a man knows no end o' his goods :

right many a man has good horn- and know?
no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his

wite; 'tis none of his own getting. Horns?
Ever to poor men alone ? No, ro; the noblest

di-er hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the

single man therefore blessed? No: as a walled
town is more worthier than a village, so is the

forehead of a married man more honourable
llian the bare brow of a l)achelor: and by how
riuch defence is better than no skill, by so much
IS .1 horn more precious than to want. Here
Conies Sir Oliver.

EnUr Si>- Oliver Martext.

Sir Oliver Martext, you are well met. Will

joii despatch us here under this tree, or shall

We go with you to your chapel? [woman?
Sir OH. Is there none here to give the

Touch. I will not take her on gift of any man.
Sir on. Truly, she must be given, or the

m.irriage is not lawful.

/(i</. [Discovering himself. '\ Proceed, pro-

ceed ; I '11 give her.

Touch. Good even, good Master VVhat-ye-

caU't: how do you, sir? Vou are very well

met: God 'ild you for your last company: I

am very glad to see you :— even a l(jy in hand
here, sii :—nay; pray be covered.

facj. Will you be married, motley?
Touch. As the ox hath his 1x)\t, sir, the horse

his curb, and the falcon her bells, so man hath
his desires ; and as pigeons hill, so wedlock
would be nibbling.

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your
breeding, be married under a bush, like a
beggai? (.let you to ehurch and have a good
priest that can tell you what marriage is: this

lellow will hut join you together as they join

wainscot: then one of you will prove a shrunk
panel, and like green timber, warp, warp.

'Touch. I am not in the mind but I were
belter lo be married of him than of another : for

he i.i not like to marry me well; and not being
well married, il will be a good excu.se for me
hereafter to leave my wife. [Aside.

Jaq, Go thou with me, and let me counsel
thee.

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey;
U'e must be married oi we must live in bawdry,
larewell, good master Oliver I—Not,

—

But,—

O sweet Oliver,

O brave Oliver,
Leave me not behind thee ;

Wind away,
H. qone I say,

ill not to wedding with thee.

[j^.ir//;// Jaq., Touch., and Aud.
Sir OH. 'Tis no matter; ne'er a fantastical

knave of them all shall (lotst me out of my call-

ing. [E.xit.

Sc E .N E I \'.—Another part of the Forest. Be-

fore a Cottage.

Enter Ro.SAI.IND andQ,^\A\.

Ros. Never talk to me, I will weep.

Cel. Do, I pr'ythee ; but yet have the grace

to consider that tears do not become a man.
Ros. But have I not cause to weep?
Cel. As good cause as one would desire; there-

fore weep.

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour.

Cel. Something browner than Judas's: marry,

his kisses are Judas's own children.

Ros, I' faith, his hair is of a good colour.

Cel. An excellent colour: your chestnut was
ever the only colour.

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as

the touch of holy bread.

Cet. He hath bought a pair of cast li()s ot

Diana: a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not
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more religiously ; the very ice of chastity is in

them.

/\os. But wliy did he swear he would come this

morning, and comes not?

CeL Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.

Kos. Do you think so?

Cel. Yes; I think he is not a pickpursc nor
a horse-stealer ; but for his verily in love, I do
llniik him as concave as a covered goblet or a
Worm-eaten nut.

A\n. Not true in love? [in.

Ccl. Yes, when he is in ; but I think he is not

Kos. You have heard him swear downright lie

w.is.

Cel. Was is not is : besides, the oalli of a lover

is nt) stronger than the word of a tapster; they
aie both the confirmers of false reckonings. He
aitendshereinthe forest on theduke,youi father.

A'os. I met the duke yesterday, and had much
question with him. He asked me of what par-

entage I was; I told him, of as good as he ; sc

he laughed and let me go. But what talk we of

fathers when there is such a man as Orlando?
Cel. O, that 's a brave man ! he writes brave

erses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths,

and breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart
the heart of his lover ; as a puny tilter. that spurs
his horse but on one side, breaks his stafl like a
noble goose: but all 's brave that youth mounts
and folly guides.—Who comes here?

Enter CORIN.

Cor. Mistress and master, you have oft inquired
After the shepherd that complain'd of love.

Who you saw sitting by me on the turf,

I'raisir.g the proud disdainful shepherdess

That was his mistress.

CeL Well, and what of him ?

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play"d,

Between the pale complexion of true love

And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain.

Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you,
If you will mark it.

Ros. O, come, let us remove:
The sight of lovers feedeih those in love.

Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say
I '11 prove a busy actor in their play. [Exeunt.

Scene V.—Anolhei part of tlt^ Forest.

Enter Sll.vius and Phebk,.

Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not,

Phebe

:

Say that you love me not ; but say not so
In bitterness. The common executioner,

V/hose heart the accustom 'd sight of death makes
bard,

Falls not the axe ujxin the humVjlcd neck
But first begs pardon. Will you sterner be
Than he that dies and lives b) bloody drops?

Enter Ros.'VLiND, Cei.ia, aiidCo\u^, at a
distance.

r/ie. I would not be thy executioner:
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee.
Thou tell'st me there is murder in mine eye:
'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable,
That eyes,— that are the frail'st and softest things,
Who shut their coward gates on atomies,

—

Should bt called tyrants, butchers, murderers!
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart;
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill

thee:

Now counterfeit to swoon ; why, now fall down

;

Or, if thou canst not, O, lor shame, for shame,
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers.
Xow show the wound mineeye hath made in thee:
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush.
The cicatrice and capable impressure [eyes,
Thy palm some moment keeps ; but now mine
Which I have darted at thee, hurl thee not

;

\or, I am sure, there is no force in eyes
Ihat can do hurt.

Sil. O dear Phebe,
If ever,—as that ever may be near,

—

You meetin some fresh cheek the power of fancy.
Then shall you know the wounds invisible

That love's keen arrows make.
t'he. Bui till thai time

Come not thou near me ; and when that lime
comes

Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not

;

As till that time I .shall not pity thee.

J^os. [Advaneing.'\ Aud wh), I pray you? Who
might be your mother.

That you insult, exult, and all at once.

Over the wretched ? Wha' though you have no
beauty,

—

As, by my faith, I see no more in you

Than without candle may go dark to bed,

—

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless?

Whv, what means this? Why do you look on me?
I see no more in you than in the ordinary

Of nature's sale-work :—Od's my little life,

I think she means to tangle my eyes too !—
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it ;

_

'Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair.

Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream.

That can entame my spirits to your worship.

—

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follcw

her.

Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain?

You are a thousand times a properer man
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Than she a woman. 'Tis such fools as you

That make the world full of ill-favour'd children:

'Tis not her glass, hut you that flatters her;

And out of you she sees herself more proper

Than any of her lineaments can show her ;

—

But, mistress, know yourself; down on your
knees,

And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love:

For I must tell you friendly in )Our ear,

—

Sell when you can; you are not for ail markets:

Cry the man ni^rcy; love him; take his oft'er:

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scofiTer.

So take her to thee, shepherd ;—fare you well.

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year to-

gether:

I had rather hear you chide than this man woo.
Kos. He 's fallen in love with her foulness, and

she '11 fall in love with my anger. If it be so, as

fast as she answers thee with frowning looks,

I Ml sauce her with bitter wo^ds.—^\^^y look you
so upon me }

Phe. For no ill-will I bear you.

Ros, I pray you, do not fall in love with me,
For I am falser than vows made in wine

:

Besides, I like you not.—If you will know my
house,

'Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by.—
Will you go, sister ?—Shepherd, ply her hard.

—

Come, sister.—Shepherdess, look on him better,

And be not proud ; though all the world could
see.

None could be so abus'd in sight as he.

Come to our flock.

[Exeunt Ros., Cei,., and Cov..

Phe. Dead shepherd ! now I find thy saw of
might;

Who ever lov'd that lov^d not atfirst sight ?

Sil. Sweet l^hebe,

—

Phe. Ha ! what say'st thou, Silvius?

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me.
Pke. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius.

Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be :

If you do sorrow at my grief in love,

By giving love, your sorrow and my grief

VVere both extermin'd. [hourly?
Phe. Thou hast my love: is not that neigh-
Sil. I would have you.

Phe. Why, that were covetousness.
Silvius, the time was that I hated thee;
And yet it is not that I bear thee love:
But since that thou canst talk of love so well,

Thy company, which erst was irksome to me,
I will endure ; and I '11 employ thee too :

But do not look for further recompense
Than thine own gladness that thou art cmploy'd.

Sil. So holy and so perfect is my love,

Ami I in such a poverty of grace,

That I shall think it a most plenteous crop
To glean the broken ears after the man
That the main harvest reaps : lose now and then

.\ scatler'd smile, and that I '11 live upon.
Phe. Know'st thou the youth that spoke to

me crewhile?

Sil. Not very well ; but I have met him oft

;

.And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds
That the old carlot oiKe was master of [him;

/'/le. Think not I love him, though I ask for

'Tis but a peevish boy :—yet he talks well ;

—

But what care I for words? yet words do well

When hethatspeaks them pleases those that hear.

It is a pretty youth:—not very pretty:— [him:

Rut, sure, he 's proud; and yet his pride becomes
I le '11 make a proper man: the best thing in him
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up.

He is not tall; yet for his years he's tall;

His leg is but so-so; and yet 'tis well:

There was a pretty redness in his lip;

A little riper and more lusty red
Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas just the

difference

BetwLxt the constant red and mingled damask.
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd

him
In parcels as I did, would have gone near
To fall in love with him: but, for my part,

I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet

I have more cause to hate him than to love him t

For what had he to do to chide at me ?

He said mine eyeswere black, and my hair black

;

And, now I am remember'd, scorn'd at me

:

I marvel why I answer'd not again

:

But that 's all one; ommittance is not quittance.

I '11 write to him a very taunting letter.

And thou shalt bear it: wilt thou, Silvius?

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart.

Phe. I '11 write it straight,

The matter 's in my head and in my heart:

I will be bitter with him, and passing short:

Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I .
—Forest ofArden.

Enter Rosalind, Celia, (Zw/Jaques.

Jaq. I pr'ylhee, pretty youth, let me be better

acquainted with thee.

Ros. They say you are a melancholy fellow.

Jcui- I am so; I do love it better than laughing.

Ros. Those that are in extremity of either are
abominable fellows, and betray themselves to

every modern censure worse than drunkards.

Jaq. Why, 'lis good to be sad and say nothing.



SCENE I.] AS YOU LIKE IT. 271

Jios. Why, then, 'lis good to be a po^t.

Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy,
Vv-hich is emulation; nor the musician's, vvhicli is

fantastical; nor the courtier's, which is proud;
nor the soldier's, which is ambitious ; nor the

lawyer's which is politic ; nor the lady's,

which is nice ; nor the lover's, which is all

these: but it is a melancholy of mine own, com-
pounded of many simples, extracted from many
objects- and, indeed, the sundry contemplation
of my travels, in which my often rumination
wraps me in a most humorous sadness.

Kos. A traveller! By my faith, you have great

reason to be sad : I fear you have sold your own
landstoseeother men's; then, tohave seen much,
and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor
hands.

/aq. Yes, I have gained my experience.

Ros. And your experience makes you sad : I

had rather have a fool to make me merry than
experience to make me sad ; and to travel for it

too.

Enter Orlando.

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind!

Jaq. Nay, then, God be wi' you, an you talk

in blank verse.

Kos. Farewell, monsieur traveller: look you
lisp and wear strange suits ; disable all the bene-

fits of your own country; be out of love with

your nativity, and almost chide God for making
you that countenance you are ; or I will scarce

think you have swam in a gondola. \^Exit

Jaques.] Why, how now, Orlando! where
have you been all this while? You a lover!

—

An you serve me such another trick, never come
in my sight more.

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour
of my promise.

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love ! He that

will divide a minute into a thousand parts, and
break but a part of a thousandth part of a minute
in the affairs of love, it may be said of him that

Cupid hath clapped him o' the shoulder, but
I warrant him heart-whole.

Orl. I'ardon me, dear Rosalind.
Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no

more in my sight : I had as lief be woo'd of a
snail.

Orl. Of a snail

!

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes
slowly, he carries his house on his head; a
better jointure, I think, than you can make a
woman : besides, he brings his destiny with him.

Orl. What 's that }

Ros. Why, horns ; which such as you are

fain to be beholden to your wives for : but he
,

comes armed in his fortune, and prevents the
slander of his wife.

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosa-
lind is virtuous.

Ros. And I am your Rosalind.
Cel. It pleases him to call you so; but he

hath a Rosalind of a better leer than you.
Ros. Come, woo mc, woo me ; for now I am

in a holiday humour, and like enough to con-
.sent.—What would you say to me now, an I
were your very very Rosalind?

Orl. I would kiss before 1 spoke.
Ros. Nay, you were better speak first ; and

when you were gravelled for lack of matter,
you might take occasion to kiss. Very good
orators, when they are out, they will spit ; and
for lovers lacking,—God warn us!—matter,
the cleanliest shift is to kiss.

Orl. How if the kiss be denied?
Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and

there begins new matter.

Orl. Who could be out, being before his be-
loved mistress?

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your
mistress; or I should think my honesty ranker
than my wit.

Orl. What, of my suit?

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of
your suit. Am not I your Rosalind?

0?-l. I take some joy to say you are, because
I W'ould be talking of her. [you.

Ros. Well, in her person, I say, I will not have
Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die.

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor
world is almost six thousand years old, and' in

all this time there was not any man died in his

own person, videlicet, in a love-cause. Troilus
had his brains dashed out with a Grecian club;

yet he did what he could to die before ; and he
is one of the patterns of love. Lcander, he
would have lived many a fair year, though Hero
had turned nun, if it had not been for a hot
midsummer-night ; for, good youth, he went
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and,
being taken with the cramp, was drowned ; and
the foolish chroniclers of that age found it was
—Hero of Sestos. But these are all lies; men
have died from time to time, and worms have
eaten them, but not for love.

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of

this mind ; for, I protest, her frown might kill

me.
Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But

come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more
coming-on disposition; and ask me what you
will, I will grant it.

Orl, Then love me, Rosalind.
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Ros. Yes, failh will I, Kridays and Satur-

days, and all.

0)1. And wilt thou have me?
Jios. Ay, and twenty such.

Oii. What say'sl thou?

Jios. Are you not good?
Oil. I hope so.

Ros. Why, then, can one desire too much of

a good thing?—Come, sister, you shall be the

priest, and marry us.—Give me your hand,

Orlando:—What do you say, sister?

Oil. Pray thee, marry us.

Ccl. I cannot say the words.

Koi. You must begin, IViH you, Or-

lando,—
CV/. Go to: Will you, Orlando, have to

wife this Rosalind?
Orl. I will.

Ros. Ay, but when?
Oil. Why, now; as fast as she can marry us.

Rjs. Then you must say,—/ fake ihee, Rosa-

lin /, for wife.

Orl. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.

Rjs. I might ask you for your commission

;

but,—I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband:

—there 's a girl goes before the priest ; and,

certainly, a W'Oman's thoughts run before her
actions.

Orl. So do all thoughts; they are winged.
Ros. Now tell me how long you would have

her, after you have possessed her.

Orl. For ever and a day.

Ros. Say a day, without the ever. No, no,

Orlando ; men are April when they woo,
December when they wed: maids are May
when they are maids, but the sky changes wlien

they are wives. I will be more jealous of thee

than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen ; more
clamorous than a parrot against rain ; more
new-fangled than an ape ; more giddy in my
desires than a monkey : I will weep for nothing,
like Diana in the fountain, and I will do that

when you are disposed to be merry ; I will

laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art in-

clined to sleep.

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so?
Ros. By my life, she will do as I do.
Orl. O, but she is wise.

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to

do this: the wiser, the waywarder: make the

doors upon a woman's w'it, and it will out at

tlie casement ; siuit that, and it will out at the

keyhole; stop that, 'twill lly with the smoke
out at the chimney.

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit,

he might say,— /F/V, ivhilheritiilt?

Jios. Nay, you might keep that check for it.

till you met your wife's wit going lo your neigh-

bour's bed. [thai?

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse

Ros. Marry, to say,—she came to seek you
I here. You shall never take her without her

.mswer, unless you take her without her tongue.

O, that woman that cannot make her fault her

husband's occasion, let her never nurse her

child herself, for she will breed it like a fool.

Orl. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will

leave thee. [hours

!

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two
Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner; by

two o'clock I will lie with thee again.

Ros. Ay, go )our ways, go your ways; I

knew what you would prove; my friends told

me as much, and I thought no less:—that

flattering tongue of yours won me:—'tis but

one cast away, and so,—come, death !—Two
o'clock is your hour?

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind.

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and
so God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that

are not dangerous, if you break one jot of your

promise, or come one minute behind your liour,

I will think you the most paihetical break-

promise, and the most hollow lover, and tlie

most unworthy of her you call Rosalind, that

may be cliosen out of the gross band of the un-

faithful : therefore beware my censure, and keep
your promise.

Orl. With no less religion than if thou wert

indeed my Rosalind: so, adieu!

Ros. Well, lime is the old justice that ex-

amines all''such offenders, and let time try:

adieu! [ii.r// Orlando.
Cel. You have simply misus'd our sex in

your love-prate: we must have your doulilet

and hose plucked over your head, and show
the world what the bird hath done to her own
nest.

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz,

that thou didst know how many fathom deep I

am in love! But it cannot be sounded: my
affection hath an unknown bottom, like the

bay of Portugal.

Cel. Or rather, bottomless; that as fast as

you pour afifection in, it runs out.

Ros. No; that same wicked bastard of

Venus, that was begot of thought, conceived of

spleen, and born of madness; that blind rascally

boy, that abuses every one's eyes, because his

own are out, let him be judge how deep I am
in love:— I '11 tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out

of the sight of Orlando: I '11 go tind a shadow,

and sigh till he come.

Cel. And I '11 sleep. [Exeuni.
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ScKNE II.

—

Another pari of the Forest.

Enter I.\(,n'LS and Lords, in the habit of
Foresters.

Jiii]. WTiich is he that killed the deer ?

1 Lord. Sir, it was I.

Jaq. Let 's present him to the duke, like a

Roman conqueror ; and it would do well lo set

the deer's horns upon his head for a branch of

victory. — Have you no song, forester, for this

purpo.^e ?

2 Loid. Yes, sir.

fiiq. Sing it ; 'tis no matter how it be in

tune, so it make noise enough.

SONG.
1. Wh.it sh.ill he have that kill'd rhe deer?
2. ilib leather ikiii and horns to wear.

I Then =.iiig him home:
[ riu rest shall hear this Inirden.

Take ihou no scorn to wear the horn;
It was a crest erj thou wast born.

1. Thy futlier's father wore it;

2. And thy father 1 ore it:

All. The liorn, the horn, the lusty horn,
Is not a thuig to laugh to scorn. \Exennt.

ScL.Nii III.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter Ros.\LiNU and Ciii.iA.

J\os. How .say you now? Is it not past two
o'clock? And here much Orlando!

Cei. I warrant you, with pure love and
troubled br.iin, he hath ta'en his bow and
arrows, and is gone forth—to sleep. Look,
who comes here.

Enter Sil.vius.

Stl. IMy criaiul is to you, fair youth;

—

My genilL I'hebe bid me give you this:

[Giving a /titer.

I know not the contents ; but, as I guess
P.y the stern brow and waspish action

Which she did use as she was writing of it,

It bears an angry tenor : pardon me,
I am l)ut as a guiltless messenger. [letter,

h'os. Patience lierself would startle at this

And play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all

:

She says I am not lair; that I lack manners;
Site calls me proud, and that she could not

liive me,
Were m.m as rare as Phreni.x. OJ's my will !

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt:
Why writes she so to me?—Well, shepherd, well.

This is a lei ter of your own device.

S?I. No, I protest, I know not the contents:
Phebe did write it.

A'('.f. Come, come, you are a fool,

And lurn'd into the extremity of love.

I saw her hand; she has a leathern hand,

.\ freestone-colour'd hand: I verily did think

That her old gloves were on, but 'twas hei

hands

;

She has a huswife's hand: but that 's no mutter

:

I say she never did invent this letter:

This is a man's invention, and his hand.
Sil. Sure, it is hers.

Kos. Why, 'tis a boisterous and a cruel style ;

.'\ style for challengers: why, she defies me,
Like Turk to Christian: woman's gentle brain

Could not drop ftirth such giant-rude invention.

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect

Than in their countenance. ^Will you hear the

letter?

Si/. So please you, for I never hoard it yet;

Vet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty.

Kos. She Phebes me : mark how the tyrant

writes. \^Feads.'\

Art thou g. d to shepherd turn'd,

That a maiden's heart hath Lmin'd?

Can a woman rail thus?

.Si/. Call you this railing?

Kos. Why, thy godhe.id laid apart,

\\'arr'st thou with a woman's heart ?

Did you ever hear such railing?

Whiles the eye of man did woo me,
That could do no vengeance lo me.

—

Meaning me a beast.

—

If the scorn of your briglit eyne
Have power to raise sulH love in mine,
Alatk, in nie what strange eflei t

Would they work in mild aspect ?

Whiles you chid me 1 did love ;

How then might your prayers move?
He that bring, this love to thee
Little knows this love in me :

And by hi(n seal up thy mind ;

Whether tliat thy youth and kind
Will the laitliful offer take
or me, and all tliat I can make ;

Or else by him my love deny.
And then I 'II study how to die.

Call you this chiding ?

Alas, poor shepherd

!

Do you pity him? no, he deserves no
Wilt thou love such a woman?—What,

to make thee an instrument, and play fal.se

strains upon thee ! Not to be endured !—Well,

go your way to her,—for I .see love hath made
thee a tame snake,—and say this to her;—that

if .she love me, I charge her to love thee: if she

will not, I will never have her, unless thou en-

treat for her.— If you be a true lover, hence,

and not a word; for here conies more company.
[Exit SiLViUs.

Enter Oi-IVER.

0/i. Good-morrow, fair ones: pray you, if

you know

.V/7.

( </.

Kos.

pity.
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Where ill the purlieus of this forest stands

A sheep-cote fenc'd about with oUve trees?

Cd. West of this place, down in the neigh-

bour bottom :

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream,

i^eft on your right hand, brings you to the place.

Hut at this hour the house doth keep itself;

There 's none within.

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue,'

Then should I know you by description

;

Such garments, and such years. The boy isfair.

Offemale favour, and bestows himself

Like a ripe sister : the woman low.

And browner than her brother. Are not you
llie owner of the house 1 did inquire for?

Cel. It is no boast, being ask'd, to say we are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both

;

And to that youth he calls his Rosalind

He sends this bloody napkin:—are you he?

Ros. I am : what must we understand by
this?

Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of

me
\Miat man I am, and how, and w^hy, and w^here

Ti.is handkerchief was stain'd.

Cel. I pray you, tell it.

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted

from you,

He left a promise to return again

Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest.

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,

Li, what befell ! he threw his eye aside,

Aiul, mark, what object did present itself!

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with

age.

And high top bald with dry antiquity,

A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair.

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck

A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself,

Who, with her head, nimble in threats, ap-

proach 'd

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly.

Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself,

And with indented glides did slip away
Into a bush : under which bush's shade

A lioness, with udders all drawn dn,'.

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like

watch, ['lis

When that the sleeping man should stir; for

The royal disposition of that beast

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead :

Tills seen, Orlando did approach the man,
And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same
brother;

And he did render him the most unnatural

Tlmt liv'd "mongst men.

Oli. And well he might so ''o,

For well I know he was unnatural. [there,

Kos But, to Orlando:—did he leave him
Food to the snck'd and hungry lioness?

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and pur-

pos'd so ;

But kindness, nobler ever than revenge,

And nature, stronger than his just occiLsion,

Made him give battle to the lit)ness.

Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling

From miserable slumber I awakd.
Cel. Are you his brother?

Kos. Was it you he rescued ?

Cel. Was't you that did so oft contrive to

kill him?
Oli. 'Twas I; but 'tis not I: I do not shame

To tell you what I was, since my conversion

So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am.
Ros. But, for the bloody napkin?

—

Oli. By and by.

When from the first to last, betv/ixt us two,

Tears our recountmentshad most kindly bath'd.

As, how I came into that desert place ;

—

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke.

Who gave me fresh array and entertainment,

Committing me unto my brother's love.

Who led me instantly unto his cave.

There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm
The lioness had torn some flesh away,

Which all this while had bled ; and now he

fainted,

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind,

Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his wound,

And, after some small space, being strong at

heart.

He sent me hither, stranger as I am.
To tell this story. tha< you might excuse

His broken promise, and to give this na|)kin,

Dy'd in his blood, unto the shepherd-youth

That he in sport doth call his Rosalind.

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede ! sweet

Ganymede

!

[RosAHNuyaw/f.
Oli, Many will swoon when they do look on

blood.

Cel. There is more in it:—Cousin—(J nny-

mede

!

Oli. Look, he recovers.

Ros. I would I were at home.
Cel. W^e '11 lead you thither :

—

I pray you, will you take him by the arm?
Oli. Be of good cheer, youth :—you a man ?

—

You lack a man's heart.

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sir, a body

would think this was well counterfeited. I pray

you, tell your brother how well I counterfeited.

—Heigh-ho!

—

Oli. This was not counterfeit; there is too
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great testimony in your complexion lliat it was

a passion of earnest.

Kos. Counterfeit, I assure you.

OIL Well, then, take a good heart, and
counterfeit to be a man.

Ros. So I do : but, i' faith, I should have

been a woman by right.

Csl. Come, you look paler and paler : pray

yoj, draw homewards.—Good sir, go with us.

OH. That will I, for I must bear answer back

How you excuse my brother, Rosalind.

Ros. I shall devise something: but, I pray

y 11, commend my counterfeiting to him.—Will

y jU go? [^Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.— The Forest of Arden.

Enter TOUCHSTONE attd Audrey.

Touch. We shall 6nd a time, Audrey;
patience, gentle Audrey.
Aud. Faith, the priest was good enough, for

all the old gentleman's saying.

Touch. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a

most vile Martext. But, Audrey, there is a
youth here in the forest lays claim to you.

Aiid. Ay, I know who 'tis: he hath no in-

terest in me in the world : here comes the man
you mean.

Enter William.

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a

clown: By my troth, we that have good wits

have much to answer for ; we shall be flouting

;

we cannot hold.

Will. Good even, Audrey.
And. God ye good even, William.

Will. And good even to you, sir.

Touch. Good even, gentle friend. Cover
thy head, cover thy head ; nay, pr'ythee, be

covered. How old are you, friend.?

Will. Five-and-twenty, sir.

Totich. A ripe age. Is thy name William?

Will. William, sir.

Toucli. A fair name. Wast born i' the forest

here?

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. [rich?

Touch. Thank God ;—a good answer. Art

Will. Faith, sir, so-so.

Touch, So-so is good, very good, very excel-

lent good :—and yet it is not ; it is but so-so.

Art thou wise?
Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit.

Touch. \Vhy, thou say'st well. I do now re-

mem her a saying ; Thefooldoth think he is wise,

but the wise man hwws himself to be a fool.

The heathen philosopher, when he had a desire

to eat a grape, would open his lips when he put
it into his mouth; meaning thereby that grapco
were made to eat and lips to open. You Co
love this maid ?

Will. I do, sir.

Totich. Give me your hand. Art thou learned ?

Will. No, sir.

Toiuh. Then learn this of me :^to have is

to have ; for it is a figure in rhetoric that drink,

being poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling

the one doih empty the other ; for all ycmr
writers do consent that ipse is he ; now. you aie

not ipse, for I ami he.

Will. Which he, sir ?

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman.
Therefore, you clown, abandon,—which is in

the \Ti!gar, leave,—the society,—which in the
boorish is company,—of this female,—which in

the common is woman,—which together is

abandon the society of this female ; or, clown,
thou perishest ; or, to thy better understanding,

diest ; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away,
translate thy life into death, thy liberty into

bondage : I will deal in poison with thee, or in

bastinado, or in stee! , I will bandy with thee

in faction ; I will o er nm thee with policy ; I

will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; there-

fore tremble, and depart.

Aud. Do, good William.

Will. God rest you merry, sir. [Exit.

Enter CORIN.

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you

;

come av.'ay, away !

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey ;—I at-

tend, I attend. \_Exet:n!.

Scene II.

—

Anotherpart of the Forest.

Enter ORLANDO and Oliver.

Oi-l. Is't possible that, on so little acquaint-
ance, you should like her ? that, but seeing,

you should love her? and, loving, woo? and,
wooing, she should grant? and will you per-

sever to enjoy her ?

Oil. Neither call the giddiness of it in ques-
tion, the poverty of her, the small acquaintance,

my sudden wuoing, nor her sudden consenting
;

but say with me, I love Aliena ; say, with her,

that she loves me ; consent with both, that v e

may enjoy each other : it shall be to your good

;

for my father's house, and all the revenue that

was old Sir Rowland's, will I estate upon you,

and here live and die a shepherd.

Orl. You have my consent. Let yonrweddin'r

be to-morrow : thilhcr will I invite the duke
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and all his contented followers. Go you and

]ircpare Aliena ; ior, look you, here comes my
K J -alind.

Enter Rosalind.

Ros. God save you, brother.

Oh. And you, fair sister. {Exit.

Fos O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me
lo see thee wear thy heart in a scarf.

Orl. It is my arm.

Kos. 1 thought thy heart had been wounded
with the claws of a lion.

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a

lady.

Ro%. Did your brother tell you how I counter-

feited to ;;woon when he show"d nie your hand-

kercher.

Orh Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Ros. O, I know where you are :—nay, 'tis

true : there was never anything so sudden but

tiie fight of twc rams and Cxsar's thrasonical

I,rag of

—

I came, saw, and overcame: for your

brother and my sister no sooner met, but they

looked; no sooner looked, but they loved; no

sooner loved, but they sighed ; no sooner sighed,

but they asked one another the reason; no

sooner knew the reason, but they sought the

remedy, and in these degree? have they made
a pair of. stairs to marriage, which they will

climb incontinent, or else be incontinent be-

fore marriage : they are in the very wrath ol

love, and they will together- clubs cannot part

them.
Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and

I will bid the duke to the nuptial. But O, how
bitter a thing it is to look into happiness through

another man's eyes ! By so much the more shall

I to-morrow be at the height of heart-heaviness,

by how much 1 shall think my brother happy
in having what he wishes for.

Ros. Why, \Yi^n, to-morrow I cannot serve

your turn for Rosalind?

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking.

Ros. I will weary you, then, no longer wil1i

idle talking. Know of me, then,—for now I

speak to some purpose,—that I know you are a

gentleman of good conceit : I speak not this that

you should bear a good opinion of my know-
ledge, insomuch I say I know you are; neither

do I labour for a greater esteem than may in

some little measure draw a belief from you, to

do yourself good, and not to grace me. Believe,

then, if you please, that I can do strange things:

I have, since I was three year old, conversed
with a magician, most profound in his art, and
j-et not damnable. If you do love Rosalind so

near the heart as your gesture cries it out, when

your brother marries Aliena, shall you marry
her:— I know into what straits of fortune she is

driven; and it is not impossible to me, if it a|)-

pear not inconvenient to you, to set her before

your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and
without any danger.

Orl. Speak'st thou in sober meanings?
Ros. By my life, I do; which I tender deaily,

though I say I am a magician. Therefore, put

you in your best array, bid your friends; for if

you will be married to-morrow, you shall ; and
to Rosalind, if you will. Look, here comes a
lovei of mine, and a lover of hers.

Enle> Sll.vius a//(i riiiCHK.

Pke. Youth, you have done me n)uch un-

gentleness,

To show the letter that I writ Ic you.

Ros. I care not, if 1 have : it is my study

Tc seem despiteful and ungentle to you:
You are there follow'd by a faithful shepherd;
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you.

Fke. Good shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis

to love.

Stl. It is to be all made of sighs and
tears;—

And so am I for Phebe.

Phe. And I for Ganymede
Orl. And I for Rosalind.

Ros. And I for no woman.
Stl. It is to be all made of faith and service ;—

And so am I for Phebe.

Phe. And I for Ganymede.
Orl. And I for Rosalind.

Ros. And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of fantasy,

All made of passion, and all made of wishes;

All adoration, duty, and obedience,

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience,

All purity, all trial, all observance;

—

And so am I for Phebe.

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede.
Orl. And so am I for Rosalind.

Ros. And so am I for no woman.
Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to

love you? [ 71; Rosali.nu.

Sil. If this be so, why blame you me lo

love you? [71? PHiiiii:.

Orl. If this be so, why blame you me to

love you?
Ros. Why do you spe.ak too,— IVhy blame

you me to love you ?

Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not

hear.

Ros. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like tl^;i

howling of Irish wolves against the moon.— I

will help you [to SiLVius] if I can:—1 would
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love you [fo Phebe] if I could.—To-morrow
meet me all together.—I will marry you [/o

Phebe] if ever I marry woman, and I '11 be

married to-morrow:— I will satisfy you [/<? Or-
lando] if ever 1 satisfied man, and you shall

be married to-morrow :— I will content you [/^

SiLviu^;] if what pleases you contents you, and
you shall be married to-morrow.—As you [^0

Orlando] love Rosalind, meet;—as you [/o

SiLVius] love Phebe, meet; and as I love no
woman, I 'II meet.—So, fare you well; I have
left you commands.

.S7/. 1 "11 not fail, if I live.

r/ii. Nor I.

Or/. Nor I.

lE.vetin/'.

Scene \\\. ^Anotherpart of the Forest.

Enter TOUCHSTONE a«^ AUDREY.

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audre)-;

to-morrow will we be married.

And. I do desire it with all my heart; and
I hops it is no dishonest desire to desire to be

a woman of the world. Here come two of the

banished duke's pages.

Enter tiuo Pages.

1 Page. Well met, honest gentleman.

Touch. By my troth, well met. Come sit,

sit, and a song.

2 Page. We are for you: sit i' the middle.

1 Page. Shall we clap into't fCTundly, with

out hawking, or spitting, or saying we are

hoarse, which are the only prologues to a bad
Voice?

2 Page. I' faith, i' faith ; and both in a tune,

like two gipsies on a horse.

SONG.

It was a lover and his lass,

U ith a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,
Tiiat o'er the green corn-field did pass

In the spring time, the only pretty ring t'me,

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ui.^g:

Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

These pretty country folks wou.d lie,

in the spring time, &c.

This carol they began that hour,
Wth a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

How that a fife was bi;t a flower
In the spring time, £;c

And therefore take the present time,
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

For love is crowned with the prime
In the spring time, &c.

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though
there was no great matter in the ditty, yet the

note was very untimeable.

I Page. Vou are deceived, sir; we kept
time, we lost not our time.

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but

time lost to hear such a foolish song. God be

with you ; and God mend your voices ! Come,
Audrey. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter Duke Senior, A.miens, Jaques, Or-
lando, Oliver, hWCelia.

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that

the boy
Can do all this that he hath promised?

Orl. I sometimes do believe and sometimes
do not; [fear.

As those that feai they hope, and know they

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe.

Kos. Patience once more, whiles our com-
pact is urg'd :

Vou say, if I bring in your Rosalind,
[7^0 the Duke.

Vou will bestow her on Orlando here?

Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms tc

give with her.

Ros. And you say you will have her, when
I brinr her? [To Orlando

Or!. That would I, were I of all kingdoms

Kos. Vou say you '11 marry me if I be willing?

[To PilEBE.

Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after.

Ros. But if you do refuse to marry me,
Vou '11 give yourself to this most faithful shep-

herd?
Phe. So is the bargain.

Res. Vou say that you '11 have Phebe, if she

will? [71? SiLViL-s.

.SV7. Though to have her and death were
both one thing,

Ros. I have promis'd to make all this matter

even.

Keep you your word, O duke, to give your

daughter ;

—

Vou yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter ;

—

Keep you your word, Phebe, that you'll

marry me|
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Or else, refusing me, to wed this shcjjherJ:

—

Keep your word, Silvias, that you '1! niarrj' her

If she refuse me :—and from hence I go,

To make these doubts all even.

[Exetenl Rosalind and Cklia.
Duig S. I do remember in this shepherd-Jboy

Some lively touches of my daughter's favour.

Ofl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw
him,

Methought he was a brother to your daughter:

But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born.

And hath been lutor'd in the rudiments

Of many desperate studies by his uncle.

Whom he reports to be a great magician,

Obscured in the circle of this forest.

/at]. There is, sure, another flood toward,
and these couples are coming to the ark. Here
comes a pair of very strange beasts, which in

all tongues are called fools.

Enler Tovcnsio^-E a?/^ Audrey.

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all

!

Jacj. Good my lord, bid him welcome. This
is the motley-minded gentleman that I have so

often met in the forest : he hath been a courtier,

he swears.

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put

me to my purgation. I have trod a measure ;

J have flattered a lady; I have been politic with
rny friend, smooth with mine enemy; I have
undone three tailors; I have had four quarrels,

and like to have fought one.

Jaq. And how was that ta'en up?
Touch. Paith, we met, and found the quarrel

v.'as upon the seventh cause.

Jaij. How seventh cause? Good my lord,

like this fellow.

Duke S. I like him very well.

Touch. God 'ild you, sir ; I desire you of the

like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of

the countr)' copulatives, to swear and to for-

swear ; according as marriage binds and blood
breaks:—A poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured

thing, sir, but mine own ; a poor hum£)ut of
mine, sir, to take that that no man else will

:

rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a poor-
house ; as your pearl in your foul oyster.

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and
sententious.

Touch, According to the fool's bcit, sir, and
such dulcet diseases.

Jai/. But, for the seventh cause; how did

you find the quarrel on the seventh cause?

Touch, Upon a lie seven times removed ;

—

bear your body more seeming, Audrey :—as

thus, sir, I did dislike the cut of a certain

courtier's beard ; he sent me word, if I said his

beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it

was: this is called the Retort courtcom. If I

sent him word again, it was not well cut, he
would send me word he cut it to please himself;
this is called the Quip modest. If again, it v.as

not well cut, he disabled my judgment : this is

called the Reply churlish. If again, it was m t
well cut, he would answer, I spake noi ti.c:

this is called the Reproof valiant. If again, it

was not well cut, he would say, I lie: this is

called the Countercheck quarrelsome: and so,

to the Lie circumstantial, and the Lie direct.

Jaq. And how oft did you say his heard was
not well cut?

Touch. I durst go no farther than the Lie
circumstantial, nor he durst not give me the
Lie direct ; and so we measured swords and
parted.

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the de-

grees of the lie?

Tozich. O, sir, we quarrel in print by the
book, as you have books for good manners: I

will name you the degrees. The first, the Re-
tort courteous ; the second, the Quip modest ',

the third, the Reply churlish ; the fourth, the
Reproof valiant : the fifth, the Countercheck
quarrelsome; the sixth, the Lie with circum-
stance ; the seventh, the Lie direct. All these
you may avoid but the lie direct; and you may
avoid that too with an //. I knew \\hcn seven
justices could not take up a quarrel ; but when
the parties were met themselves, one of them
thought but of an If, as If you sa:d so, then 1
said so; and they shook hands, and swore
brothers. Your //'is the only peacemaker :

—

much virtue in If.

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's
as good at anything, and yet a f .ol.

Duke S. He uses his follj- like a stalking-

horse, and under the presentation of that he
shoots his wit.

Enter HYMEN, Zi'aifzK^ Rosalind in iiomans
clothes; and (Z\l\a\.

Still Music.

Hym. Then is there mirth in heaven.
When earthly things maile cvcn

Atone together.

Go )d duke, receive thy dai.g'iter:

Hymen from heaven brought her,

Yea, brought her hither.

That thou mightst join her hand with his,

Whose heart within her boson: is.

Ros. To )ou I give mvselfj for I arr yourSi

[7oDuke5.
To you I give myself, for I am ycnns.

\_To Orlando.
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Dnkc S, If there be truth in sight, you are

my daughter.

Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my
Rosahnd.

Phe. If sight and shape be true,

Why, then, my love, adieu

!

Ros. I '11 have no father, if you be not he:

—

ITo Duke 5.

I '11 have no husband, if you be not he:

—

[7'(7 Orlando.
Kor e'er wed woman, if you be not she.

\_To Phebe.
Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar confusion :

'Tis I must make conclusion

Of these most strange events

:

Here's eight that must take hands,
To join in Hymen's bands.

If truth holds true contents.

You and you no cross shall part

:

{To Orlando ajid Rosalind.
You and you are heart in heart

:

\_To Oliver ^zw^Celia.
You to hisilove must accord, [ To Phebe.
Or have a woman to your lord ;

—

You and you are sure together,

\Tc Touchstone and Audrey.
As the winter to foul weather.
While.' a wedlock-hymn we sing.

Feed yourselves with questioning.

That reason wonder may diminish.

How thus we met, and these things finish.

SONG.
Wedding is great Juno's crown ;

O bles .ed bond of board and bed 1

'Tis Hymen peoples every town ;

Higli wedlock, then, be honoured

;

Honour, high honour and renown,
To Hymen, god of every town I

Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art

to me

!

Even daughter, welcome in no less degree.

Fhe, I v.ill not eat my word, now thou art

mine

;

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

[7(3 SiLVIUS.

Enter Jaques de Bois.

Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word
or two

;

I am the second son of old Sir Rowland,
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly:

—

Duke Frederick, hearing how that everj' day
Men of great worth resorted to this forest,

Address'd a mighty power ; which were on
foot,

In his ovy'h conduct, purposely to take

His brother here, and put him to the sword

:

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came

;

\'\'herc, nieeting with an old religious man,
xVfter some question with him, was converted
Both from his enterprise and from the world

;

His crown bequeathing to his banish'd brother,

And all their lands restored to them again

That were with him exil'd. Tiiis to be true

I do engage my life.

Duke S, Welcome, young man :

Thou offer'st fairly to thy brother's weddmg

:

T.:; one, hii. lands withheld ; and to the other,

A land itself at large, a potent dukedom.
First, in lias forest, let ns do those ends
That here were well begun and well begot:

.\nd a.fter, every of this happy number.
That have endur'd shrewd days and nights with

us,

Shall share the good of our returned fortune,

According to the measure of tl-.eir states.

-Meantime, forget this new-fali'n dignity.

And fall into our rustic revelry:—
Play, music !—and you, brides and bridegrooms

all.

With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures
fall.

/ag Sir, by your patience. If I heard you
rightly.

The duke hath put on a religiuus life,

.\nd thrown into neglect the pompous court?

/at^. de B. He hath.

Jaq. To him will I: out of these converliles

There is much matter to be heard and learn'd.

—

Vou to your former honour I bequeath ;

[Tip Duke .9.

Vour patience and your virtue well deserves

it:—
\'ou \lo Orlando] to a love that your true

faith doth merit:

—

Vou \tc Oliver] to your land, and love, and
great allies:

—

Vou \to SiLVius] to a long and well-deserved

bed:—
And you \^to Touchstone] to wrangling ; for

thy loving voyage

Is but for two months victual'd.—So to your

pleasures

;

I am for other than for dancing measures.

Duke S. Stay. Jaques, stay.

Jaq. To see no pastime I : what you would
have

I '11 stay to know at your abandon'd cave.

{Exff,

Duke S. Proceed, proceed: w will begia

these rites.

As we do trust they'll end, in true delights.

\_A dance.
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EPILOG UK.

Kos. It is not the fashion to see the lady the

epilogue; hut it is no more unhandsome than

to see the lord the prolo_i;ue. If it be true that

good wine needs no bush, 'lis true that a good
play needs no epilogue. 'S'et to good wine

they do use good bushes ; and good plays prO\-e

the better by the help of good epilogues. What
a case am I in, then, that am neither a good
epilogue nor cannot insinuate with you in the

behalf of a good play! I am not furnished like

a beggar ; therefore to beg will not become me:

my way is to conjure you; and I "11 begin wiih

the Women. I charge you, O women, for the

love you bear to men, to like as much of this

play as please you : and I cliarge you, O men,
for the love you bear to women,—as I perceive

by your simpering, none of you hates them,

—

that between you and the wonu-n the play may
please. If I were a woman, I would kiss as

many of you as had beards that pleased me,
complexions that liked me, and breaths that I

defied not: and, I am sure, as many as have

good beards, or good faces, or sweet breaths,

will, for my kind offer, when I make curtsy,

bid me farewell. [Exeunt.
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ACT L

Scene \.— Rousillon. A Room in the

Countess's Palace.

Entet Bertram, ///^ Countess of Rousil-
lon, Helena, a«^ Lafeu, in mourning.

Count. In delivering my son from me, I bury
a •second husband.

Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my
father's death anew : but I must attend his

majesty's command, to whom I am now in

ward, evermore in subjection.

Laf. Vou shall find of the king a husband,
madam;—you, sir, a father: he that so gener-
ally is at all times good, must of necessity hold
his virtue to you ; whose worthiness would stir

it up where it wanted, rather than lack it

where there is such abundance.
Count. What hope is there of his majesty's

amendment?
Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians,

madam ; under whose practices he hath perse-
cuted time with hope ; and finds no other ad-
vantage in the process but only the losing oi

hope by time.

Count. This young gentlewoman had a
father—O, that had! how sad a passage 'tis !

—

^\!1ose skill was almost as great as his honesty;
had it stretched so far, would have made nature
'inmortal, and death should have play for lack
cit work. Would, for the king's sake, he were
hving! I think it would be the death of the
king's disease.

Laf. How called you the man you speak of,

madam?

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession,

and it was his great right to Le .so,— Gerard de
Narbon.

La/. He was excellent, indeed, madam: the

king very lately spoke of Inm admiringly and
mourningly : he was skilful enough to have
lived still, if knowledge could be set up against

mortality.

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king lan-

guishes of?

Laf. A fistula, my lord.

Per. I heard not of it before.

Laf. I would it were not notorious.—Was
this gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de
Narbon?

Count. His sole child, my lord; and be-

queathed to my overlooking. I have those

h(jpes of her good that her education promises:
her dispositions she inherits, which make fair

gifts fairer; for where an unclean mind carries

virtuous qualities, there connnendalions go with
pity,—they are virtues and traitors too: in her
they are the better for their simpleness; she
derives her honesty, and achieves her goodness.

Laf. Vour commendations, niadam, get from
her tears.

Count. 'Tis the best brine a maiden can
season her praise in. The remembrance of her
father never approaches her heart but the tyr-

anny of her sorrows takes all livelihood from
her cheek. No more of this, Helena,—go to,

no more; lest it be rather thought you afiect a
sorrow than to have.

Hel, I do affect a sorrow indeed ; but I have
it too.

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the /lijht ol
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the dead; excessive grief the enemy to the

living.

Count. If the living be enemy to the grief,

the excess makes it soon mortal.

Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes.

Laf. How understand we that?

Count. Be thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed

thy father

In manners, as in shape! thy blood and virtue

Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness

Share with thy birthright ! Love all, trust a few,

Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy
Kuihcr in power than use; and keep thy friend

Underlhyown life's key: be chock'd ''or silence.

But never tax'd for speech. What heaven more
will, [down,

That thee may furnish and my prayers pluck

Fall on thy head ! Farewell.—My lord,

'Tis an unseason'd courtier; good my lord,

Advise him.

Laf. He cannot want the best

That shall attend his love.

Count. Heaven bless him !— P'arewell, Ber-

tram. [iS'r// Countess.
Ber. The best wishes that can be forged in

your thoughts {(o Helexa] be servants to you !

Be comfortable to my mother, your mistress,

and make much of her.

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady: you must hold

the credit of your father.

\Exeu7it Ber. and Laf.
Hcl. O, were that all !— I think not on my

father; [more
And these great tears grace his remembrance
Than those I shed for him. What was he like?

I have forgot him; my imagination

Carries no favour in 't but Bertram's.

I am undone: there is no living, none,

If Bertram be away. It were all one
That I should love a bright particular star,

And think to wed it, he is so above me:
In his bright radiance and collateral light

Must I be comforted, not in his sphere.

The ambition in my love thus plagues itself:

The hind that would be mated by the lion

Must die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a

plague,

To see him every hour; to sit and draw
His arched brows, his hawkmc eye, his curls.

In our heart's table,—heart too capable

Of every line and trick of his sweet favour:

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

Must sanctify his relics. Who comes here?

One that goes with him: I love him for his

sake

;

And yet I know him a notorious liar.

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward;

Yet these fix'd evils sit so fit in liim

That they take place when virtue's steely bones
Look bleak i' the cold wind: withalj full oft

we see

Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly.

Enter Paroi.les.

f'ar. Save you, fair queen !

//<./. And you, monarch

!

Par. No.
Hcl. And no.

Par. Are you meditating on virginity.?

IJil. Ay. Vou have some stain of buldier in

you ; let me ask you a question. Man is enemy
to vnginily; how may we barricado it against

him?
Par. Keep him out.

Hcl liut he assails ; and our virginity, though

valiant in ihe defence, yet is weak: unfold to

us some wavlike resistance.

Par. Tiiere is none: man, sitting down be-

fore you, will undermine you, iind blow you up.

//:7. Bless our poor virginity from under-

miners and blowersup!— Is there no military

policy how virgins might blow up men?
Par. Virginity being blown down, man will

quicklier be blown up: marry, in blowing him
(.town again, with the breach yourselves made,
you lose your city. It is not politic in the

commonv/ealth of nature to preserve virginity.

Loss of virginity is rational increase ; and there

was never virgin got till virginity was first lost.

That you were made of is metal to make virgins.

V'irgiiiity, by tseing once lost, may be ten times

found; by being ever kept, it is ever lost: 'lis

loo cold a companion ; away with it

!

Hcl. I will stand for 't a little, though there-

fore I die a virgin.

Par. There's little can be said in't; 'tis

against the rule of nature. To speak on tlie

part of virginity is to accuse your mothers;

which is most infallible disobedience. He that

hangs himself is a virgin: virginity murders

ilself; and should be buried in highways, out

of all sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress

against nature. Virginity breeds mites, much
like a cheese; consumes itself to the ver)' par-

ing, and so dies with feeding his own stomach.

Besides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made
of self-love; which is the most inhibited sin in

the canon. Keep it not ; you cannot clioose

but lose by't: out with 't ! within ten years it

will make itself ten, which is a goodly increase

;

and the principal itself not much the worse

:

awny with it

!

LJcL How might one do, sir, to lose it to her

osvn liking?
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Par. Let me see : marry, ill, to like him that

ne'er it likes. 'Tis a commodity will lose the

gloss with lying; the longer kept, the less worth :

off with 't while 'tis vendible: answer the time
of request. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears
her cap out of fashion ; richly suited, but un-

suitable: just like the brooch and the tooth-

pick which wear not now. Your date is better

in your pie and your porridge than in your cheek.
And your virginity, your old virginity, is like

one of our French withered pears; it looks ill,

it eatsdiily ; marry, 'tis a withered pear ; it was
formerly better ; marry, yet 'tis a withered pear.

Will you anything with it?

Hel. Not my virginity yet.

There shall your master have a thousand loves,

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend,

A phoenix, captain, and an enemy,
A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign,

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear

;

His humble ambition, proud humility,

His jarring concord, and his discoid dulcet,

His faith, his sweet disaster; with a woild
Of pretty, fond, adoptious Christendoms,
That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he

—

I know not what he shall:—God send him
well!—

The court '.s a learning-place;—and he is one,

—

Par. What one, i' faith?

Hel. That I wish well.
—

'Tis pity

—

Par. What 's pity?

Hel. That wishing well had not a body in 't

WTiich might be felt ; that we, the poorer born,
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes,
Might with effects of them follow our friend?,

And show what we alone must think; which
never

Returns us thanks.

Enter a Page.

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for

you. [Exit Page.
/(.';-. Little Helen, farewell : if I can re-

member thee, I will think of thee at court.
Hel. Monsieur Parolles, you were born under

a charitable star.

Par. Under Mars, I.

Hel. I especially think, under Mars.
Par. Why under Mars?
Hel. The wars have so kept you under that

you must needs be born under Mars.
Pay. When he was predominant.
Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather.

Par. Why think you so? [fight.

Hel. You go so much backward when you
Par. That 's for advantage.
Hel. So is running away, when fear proposes

the safety : but the composition that your vakur
and fear makes in you is a virtue of a good wing,
and I like the wear well.

Par. I am so full of businesses I cannot answer
thee acutely. I will return perfect courtier ; in

the which my instructii^n shall serve to natural-

ize thee, so thou wilt be capable of a courtier's

counsel, and understand what advice shall

thrust upon thee; else thou diest in thine un-
thankfulness, and thine ignorance makes thee

away: farewell. When thou hast leisure, say

thy prayers; when thou hast none, remember
thy friends: get thee a good husband, and use

him as he uses thee: so, farewell. [Exit.

Hel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie,

Which we ascribe to heaven: the fated sky
Gives us free scope; only doth backward pull

Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull.

What power is it which mounts my love ;o

high-
That makes me see, and cannot feed mine t_ .

1'

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings

To join Uke likes, and kiss like native things.

Impossible be strange attempts to those

That weigh their pains in sense, and do suppose
What hath been cannot be : who ever strove

To show her merit that aid miss her love?

The king's disease,—my project may deceive
me,

But my intents are lix'd, and will not leave me.
[Exit.

Scene IL— Paris. A Room in the

Palace.

King's

Elonrtih of cornels. Enter the King of
France, ivitk Letters, Lords and otlurs

attending.

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the

ears;

Have fought with equal fortune, and continue
A braving war

I Lord. So 'tis reported, sir.

King. Nay, 'tis most credible ; we here re-

ceive it

A certainty, vouch'd from oui cousin Austria,

With caution that the Florentine will move us
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend

Prejudicates the business, and would seem
To have us make denial.

I I..ord. His love and wisdom,
Approv'rt so to your majesty, may plead
Fur amplest credence.

King. He hath arm'd our ans'veri
And Florence is denied before he comes:
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see
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Tlie Tuscan service, freely have they leave

To stand on cither part.

2 Lord. It well may serve

A nursery to our gentry, who are sick

For breathing and exploit.

A'iii^. What 's he comes here ?

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, ami Parolles.

I Lord. It is the Count Rousillon, my good
lord,

Young Rertram.

A'liig. \'oulh, thou bear'st thy father's face

:

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste,

Math well compos'd thee. Thy father's moral

parts

Mayst thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris.

Her. My thanks and duty are your majesty's.

A'ing^. I would I had that corporal soundness

now,
As when thy father and myself in friendship

I'"irst tried our soldiership ! Me did look far

Into the service of the time, and was
Disci pled of the bravest : he lasted long ;

But on us both did haggish age steal on.

And wore us out of act. It mucWepairs me
To talk of your good father. In his youth

lie had the wit which I can well observe

To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest

Till their own scorn return to them unnoted.

Ere they can hide their levity in honour
•So like a courtier: contempt nor bitterness

Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were,

His equal had awak'd them ; and his honour.

Clock to itself, knew the true minute when
Excei)tion bid him speak, and at this time

His tongue obey'tl his hand : who were below
him

He us'd as creatures of another place ;

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks.

Making them proud of his humility,

In their poor praise he humbled. Such a man
Might be a copy to these younger times; [now
Which, follow'd well, would demonstrate them
But goers backward.

Ber. His good remembrance, sir,

Lies richer in your thouglits than on his tomb;
So in approof lives not his epitaph

As in your royal speech. [always say,

—

A'v/;'-. Would I were with him ! He would
Melhinks I hear him now ; his plausive words
He scatter'd not in ears, but grafted them.
To grc)W there, and to bear,

—

Lei me not live.,—
Thus his good melancholy oft began,

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime.

When it was out,

—

Let me not live, quoth he,

After my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff

Ofyounger spirits^ whose apprehensive senses

All /nit new things disdain; whose /itdgrnents

are [stane/es

Mere fathers of their garments ; whose (en-

Expire before theirfashions

:

—This he wibh'd:

I, after him, do after him wish too.

Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home,
I quickly were dissolv'd from my hive.

To give some labourers room.
2 Lord. \o\\ are lov'd, sir :

They that least lend it you shall lack you fir^t.

l\ing. I fill a place, I know't.—How long

is't, count,

Since the physician at your father's died?

He was nnich fam'd.

Bcr. Some six months since, my lord.

King. If he were living I would try him yet:

—

Lend n''e an arm;— the rest have worn me out

With several applications :— nature and sickness

Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count

;

My son 's no dearer.

Ber. Thank your majesty.

\^E.veunt. I-lonrish.

Scene HI. -Rousir.LON.
Palace.

.4 Room in tht

i5"«/t?/' Countess, Steward, a//;/ Clown.

Count. I will now hear: what say you of this

gentlewoman?
Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even

your content, I wish might be found in the

calendar of my past endeavours : for then we
wound our modesty, and make foul the clear-

ness of our deservings, when of ourselves we
publish them.

Count. What does this knave here? Got

you gone, sirrah : the complaints I have heard

of you I do not at all believe; 'tis my slowness

that I do not; for I know you lack not folly to

commit them, and have ability enough to Tiiake

such knaveries yours.

Clo. 'Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am
a poor fellow.

Count. Well, sir.

Clo. No, madam, 'tis not so well that- 1 am
poor ; though many of the rich are damned

:

but if I may have your ladyship's good will 10

go to the world, Isbel the woman and I will do
as we may.

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar?

Clo. I do beg your good will in this case.

Count. In what case?

Clo. In Isbel's case and mine own. Service

is no heritage: and I think I shall never have

the blessing of God till I have issue of my body;

for they say bairns are blessings. [marry.

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wdt
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Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it: 1

am driven on by the flesh; and he must needs

go that the devil drives.

Count. Is this all your worship's reason?

Clo. F'ailh, madam, I have other holy

reasvins, such as they are.

Count. May the world know them?
Clo I have been, madam, a wicked creature,

a^ you and all flesh and blood arc; and, in

deed, I do marry that I may repent.

Count Thy marriajre, sooner than thy wicked-
ness.

Clo I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope
to have friends for my wife's sake.

( \utiit. Such friends are thine enemies, knave.

Clo. \'ou are shallow, madam, in great

friends: for the knaves come to do that for mc
\shich I am a weary of. He that ears my land

spares my team, and gives me leave to inn the

I i"p: if I be his cuckold, he's my drudge: he
tliiit comforts my wife is the cherisher of my
tksh and blood ; he that cherishes my flesh

and blood loves my flesh and blood ; he that

loves my flesh and blood is my friend ; ergo,

he that kisses my wife is my friend. If men
could be contented to be what they are, there

Were no fear in marriage; for young Charbon
tlie puritan and old Poysam the papist, how-
5 ne'er their heart.T are severed in religion,

t.i.ir heads are both one; they may joll horns
toL;ether like any deei i' the herd.

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and
calumnious knave?

Clo. A prophet I, madam; and I speak the

truth the next way:

For I the ballad will repeat,
Which men lull true shall find ;

Your marriage comes by destiny,
V'oui cuckot. sings by kind.

Count. Get you gone, sir ; I '11 talk with you
more anon.

Ste7v. May it please you, madam, that he
bid Helen come to you ; of her I am to speak.

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would
s.;icak with her; Helen I mean.

Clo. S^Singing. ] Was ih fair face the cause, quoth
she,

Why the Grecians sacked Troy?
Fond done, done fond,

Was this King Priam's joy?
With that she sighed as she stood.
With that she sighed as sh'j stood.

And gave this sentence then :--

Among nine bad if one be good.
Among nine bad if one be good.
There 's yet one good in ten.

Count. What, one good in ten? you corrupt

tiie song, sirrah.

Clo. One good woman in ten, madam, which
is a purifying o' the song: would God would
Ecrve the world so all the year! we'd find no
fault with the tithe-woman if I were the parson:
one in ten, quoth a' ! an we might have a good
woman born but for every blazing star, or at an
earthquake, 'twould mend the lottery wellj a
man may draw his heart out ere he pluck one.

Count. Vou '11 be gone, sir knave, and do as
I command you

!

Clo. That man should be at woman'5 com-
mand, and yet no hurt done !—Though honesty
be no puritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will

wear the surplice of humility over the black
gown of a big heart. —I am going, forsooth

:

the business is for Helen to come hither.

{Exit.
Count. Wen, now.
Stew. I know, madam, you iove your gentle-

woman entirely.

Count. Faith, I do: her father bequeathed
her to me ; and she herself, without other ad-
vantage, may lawfully make title to as much
love as she finds ; there is more owing her than
is paid ; and more shall be paid her than she 'II

demand.
Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her

than I think she wished me: alone she was,
and did communicate to herself her own words
to her own ears; she thought, I dare vow for

her, they touched not any stranger sense. Her
matter was, she loved your son: Fortune, she
said, was no goddess, tliat had put such difler-

ence betwixt their two estates ; Love no god,
that would not extend his might only where
qualities were level : Diana no queen of virgins,

that would sufifer her poor knight surprise, with-
out rescue in the first as.sault, or ransom after-

ward. This she delivered in the most bitter

touch of sorrow that e'er T heard virgin c:c-

claim in . which I held my duty speedily to ac-

quaint you withal; sithence, in the loss thr.t

may happen, it concerns you something to knov/
it.

Count. You have discharged tliis honestly;
keep it to yourself: many likelihoods infornitil

me of this before, which hung so tottering in

the balance that I could neither believe nor
misdoubt. Pray you, leave mc : stall this in

your bosom ; and I thank you for )our honest
care : I will speak with you further anon.

yE.xit Ste\v.;' i.

Count. Even so it was with me when I uas
young: [thorn

If ever we *re nature's, these are ours ; this

Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong;

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born;



2S6 ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS "WTLL. [act I.

1( is the show and seal of nature's truth,

Where love's strong passion is impress'd in

youth

:

By our remembrances of days foregone,

Such were our faults :—or then we ihou<^ht ihcm
none.

Enter Helena.

Her eye is sick on't;—I observe her now.
Hel. What is your pleasure, madam?
Count. Vou know, Helen,

I am a mother to you.

Hd. M'me honourable mistress.

Count. Nay, a mother:
Why not a mother? When I said a mother,
Methought you saw a serpent: what's in

mother.
That you start at it? I say I am your mother

;

And put you in the catalogue of those

That were emwombcd mme, 'Tis often seen
Adoprtion strives wiih nature ; and choice breeds
A native slip to us from foreign seeds:

Vou ne'er oppress'd me with a mother's groan,

\'et I expres-s to you amother's care:

—

God's mercy, maiden! does it curd thy blood
To say I am thy mother? What's the matter,

That this distemper'd messenger of wet,
Tiie manycolour'd iris, rounds thine eye?
Why,—that you are my daughter?

Hel. That I am not.

Count. I say, I am your mollier.

Hel. Pardon, madam;
The Count Rousillon cannot be my brother:

I am from humble, he from honout'd name;
No note upon my parents, his all noble;
My master, my dear lord he is; and I

His servant live, and will his vassal die:

He must not be my brother.

Coitnt. Nor I your mother?
Hel, You are my mother, madam; would

you were,

—

So that my lord your son were not my brother,

—

indeed my mother!—or were you both our
mothers,

I care no more for than I do for heaven.
So I were not his sister. Can't no other,

But, I your daughter, he must be my brother?

Count. V'es, Helen, you might be my
daughter in law: [mother

God shield you mean it not ! daughter and
So strive upon your pulse. Wliat! pale again?

I^Iy fear hath catch'd your fondness: now I see

The mystery of your loneliness, and find

Your salt tears' head. Now to all sense 'lis

gross

Vou love my son ; invention is asham'd.

Against the proclamation of thy passion,

To say thou dost not : therefore tell me true

;

But tell me then, 'tis so;—for, look, thy checks
Confess it, one to the other; and thine eyes
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours.
That in tlicir kind they speak it ; only sin
And hellisii obstinacy tie thy tongue, [so?
That trutli should be suspected. Speak, is "t

If it lie so, you have wound a goodly clue

;

if it be not, forswear 't : howe'er, I charge ihee,
As heaven shall work in me for thine avail,

1\; tell me truly.

Hel. Good madam, pardon me f

Count. Do you love my son?
Hel. Your pardon, noble mistres-;

!

Count, Love you my son?
Hel. Do not you love him, madar.: ?

Count. Go not about; my love hath in 'i a.

bond, [discloLa

Wliereof tlie world takes note; come, con;?,

riie stale of your affection; for youi passions
Have to the full appeach'd.

Hel, Then I confess,

i^.ere on my knee, before high heaven and you,
That before you, and next unto high heaven,
I love your son:

—

.My friends were poor, but honest; so 's my love:
Be not offended; for it hurts not him
That he is lov'd of me : I fbllow him not
By any token of presumptuous suit;

A'or would I have him till I do deserve him

;

^'et never know how that desert should be.

I know I love in vain, strive against hope;
Vet in this captious and intenible sieve

I still pour in the waters of my love.

And lack not to lose still: thus, Indian-like,

Religious in mine error, I adore
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper,
But knows of hini ne more. My dearest

madam,
L^t not your hate encounter with my love,

For loving where you do; but, if yourself,

Whose aged honours cites a virtuous youth,
Did ever, in so true a frame of liking.

Wish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both herself and love ; O, then, give pity

To her whose state is such that cannot choose
But lend and give where she is sure to lose

;

That seeks not to find that her search implies,

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies!

Count. Had you not lately an intent,—speak
truly,

—

To go to Paris?

Hel. Madam, I had.

Count. Wherefore? tell tnie.

Hel. I will tell truth ; by grace itself I swear,

Vou know my father left me some prescript i(-ns

Of rare and prov'd effects, such as his reading
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And manifest experience had collected

For ^enerul sovereignty ; and that he will'd me
In heedfulest reservation to bestow them,

As notes whose faculties inclusive were

More than they were in note: amongst the rest

There is a remedy, approv'd, set down,
To cure the desperate languishings whereof

The king is render'd lost.

Coitiil. This was your motive

For Paris, was it? speak. [this;

Hel. My lord your son made me to think of

Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king.

Had from the conversation of my thoughts

llaply been absent then.

Count. But think you, Helen.

M you should tender your supposed aid,

He would receive it? He and his physicians

Are of a mind; he, that they cannot help him,

They, that they cannot help: how shall they

credit

A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools,

Embowell'd of their doctrine, have left off

The danger to itself?

Hel. There 's something in 't

More than my father's skill, which was the

greatest

Of his profession, that his good recei|)t

Shall, for my legacy, be sanctified

By the luckiest stars in heaven: and, would
your honour

But give me leave to try success, I 'd venture

1 he well-lost life of mine on his grace's cure

By such a day and hour.

Count. Dost thou believe 't?

ritl. Ay, madam, knowingly.

Counl. Why, Helen, thou shall have my
leave, and love.

Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings

To those of mine in court- I '11 stay at home.
And pray God's blessings into thy attempt:

Bo gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this.

What I can help thee to thou shalt not miss.

\^E.\eui:t.

ACT IL

SccNE L

—

Paris. .4 Room in the King's
Palace.

Flourish. Enter King, with youn^ Lords
taking leave for the Florentine wa; ; BER-
TRAM, Parolles, and Attendants.

F'i'ig- Farewell, young lord; these warlike

principles [farewell:

—

D.) rot throw from you:—and you, my lord,

S'l.iu the advice betwixt you; if both gain all,

Tlie gift doth stretch itself as 'tis received,

And is enougn for both.

1 Lord. It is our hope, sir,

After well-enter'd soldiers, to return

And find your grace in health.

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart
Will not confess he owes the malady
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lords;

Whether I live or die, be you the sons
(3f worthy Frenchmen; let higher Italy,—
Those bated that inherit but the fall

Of the last monarchy,—see that you come
Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you

seek,

That fame ma}' ciy you loud: I say, farewell.

2 Lord Health, at your bidding, serve your
majesty

!

F'ing Those girl.s of Italy, take heed of them:
Tliey say our French lack language to deny,

If they demand : beware of being captives

Before you serve

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings.

King. Farewell.—Come hither to me.

[ The King refires to a eon. k.

1 Lord. O my sweet lord, that you will stay

behind us

!

Par 'Tis not his fault ; the spark
2 Lord. O, 'tis brave wars!
Par. Most admirable . I have seen those

wars. [with.

Per. I am commanded here, and kept a coil

Too young, and the next year, and 'tis too early.

Par. An thy niiad stand to it, boy, steal

away bravely. [smock,
Ber. I shall stay here the forehorse to a

Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry.
Till honour be bought up, and nti sword worn
But one to dance with ! By hea\en, 1 "11 steal

away.

I Lord. There 's honour in the theft.

1 at. Commit it, count.

2 Lord. I am your accessary; and so faie-

well. [tured budy.

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tor-

1 Lord. Farewell, captain.

2 Lord Sweet Monsieur Parolles !

Par Noble heroes, my sword and yours arc

kin. Good sparks and lustrous, a wortl, good
metals.—You shall find in the regiment of the

Spinii one Captain Spurio, with his cicatrice, an
emblem of war, here on his sinister cheek ; it

was this very sword entrenched it : say to him
I live ; and ob.serve his reports for me.

2 Lord. We .shall, noble captain.

Par. Mars dote on you for his novices!

[Exeunt Lords.] What will ye do?
Ber. Stay; the king

Far. Use a more spacious ceremony to the
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noble lords; you have restrained yourself with-

in the list of too cold an adieu : be more ex-

pressive to them ; for they wear themselves in

the cap of the time; there do muster true gait,

c:^l, speak, and move under the influence of the

most received star ; and though the devil lead

the measure, such are to be followed : after

them, and take a more dilated farewell.

Per. And I will do so.

Par. Worthy fellows; and like to prove most
sinewy sword-men.

[Exewit Bertram and Parolles.

Enter Lafeu.

Laf. Pardon, my lord [^kneeliitg-l, for me
and for my tidings.

King. I '11 fee thee to stand up.

Laf. Then here's a man stands that has

bought his pardon. [mercy ;

I would you had knecl'd, my lord, to ask me
And that, at my bidding, you could so stand up.

King. I would I had; so I liad broke thy

pate.

And ask'd thee mercy for 't.

Laf. Good faith, across ;

Rut, my good lord, 'lis thus. Will you be cured

Of your infirmity?

King. No.
Laf. O, will you eat

No grapes, my royal fox? yes, but you will

My nolile grapes, and if my royal fox

Could reach them : I have seen a medicine

That's able to breathe life into a stone,

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary

With spritely fire and motion; whose simple

touch
Is powerful to araise King Pipin, nay,

To give great Charlemain a pen in his hand
And write to her a love-line.

King. What her is that?

Laf. Why, doctor she: my lord, there 's one
arriv'd, [honour.

If you will see her,—now, by my faith and
If seriously I inay convey my thoughts
In this my light deliverance, I have spoke
With one that in her sex, her j'ears, profession.

Wisdom, and constancy hath amaz'd me more
Than I dare blame my weakness: will you see

her,— [ness?

For that is her demand,—and know her busi-

That done, laugh well at me.
King. Now, good Lafeu,

Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee
May spend our wonder too, or take off ihini;

By wondering how thou took'st it.

Laf Nay. I "11 fit you,

And not be all day neither. \Exit Lai-'EU.

King. Thus he his special nothing ever pro-

logues.

Reenter Lafeu ivitk Helena.

Laf. Nay, come your ways.

King. This haste hath wings indeed.

Laf. Nay, come your ways;
This is his majesty: say your mind to him:
.\ traitor you do look like; but such traito's

1 lis majesty seldom fears: I am Ciessid's urrle,

That dare leave two together : fare you well.

\Exil.

King. Now, fair one, does your busines.s

follow us? [was

Ilel. Ay, my good lord. (Gerard de Narboii

My father; in what he did profess well found.

King. I knew him.

He I. The rather will I spare my praises to-

wards hmi.

Knowing him is enough. On his bed of death

Many receipts lie gave me: chiefly one,

Which, as the dearest issue of his practice,

And <if his old experience the only darling,

lie bade me store up as a triple eye, [so:

Safer tiian mine own two, more dear: I have

And, iiearing your high majesty is touch'd

With that malignant cause wherein the honour
Of my dear father's gift stands chief in power,

I come to tender it and my appliance.

With all bound humi)leness.

King. We thank vou maiden

;

Ikit may not be so credulous of cure,

—

When our most learned doctors Icove us, and
The congregated college have concluded
That labouring art can never ransom nature

From her inaidable estate,— I say we must not

So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope.

To prostitute our past-cure maiady
To empirics; or. to dissever so

Our great self and oui credit, to esteem

.V senseless help, when help past sense we deem
Hel. My duty, then, shall pay me for my

pains :

I will no more enforce mine office on you;

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts

.\ modest one to bear me hack again.

King. I cannot give thee less, to be call'd

grateful. [I give

Thou thought'st to help me; and such thanks

As one near death to those that wish him live:

But what at full I know, thou know'st no part;

I knowing all my peril, thou nc art.

Ilel. What I can do can do no hurt to try,

Since you set up your rest 'gainst remedy.

1 le that of greatest works is finisher

Oft does them by the weakest minister

:

So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown,
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When judges have been babes. Great floods

have flown

P'rom simple sources: and great seas have dried

Wlien miracles have by the greatest been denied.

Oft expectation fails, and most oft there

Where most it promises; and oft it hits

Where hope is coldest, and despair most fits.

King. I must not hear thee : fare thee well,

kind maid

;

Thy pains, not used, must by thyself be paid:
rroffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward.

Hcl. Inspired merit so by breath is barred •

It is not so with Him that all things knows.
As 'tis with Ui that square our guess by shows

:

But most it 15 presumption in us when
Tb.e help 0,' heaven we count the act of men.
Dear sir, \.<\ my endeavours give consent:
Of heaven, not me. make an experiment.
I am no^ ar! impoitor, that proclaim
Myself against the level of mine aim ;

But know I think, and think 1 know most sure.

My art is not past power noi you past cure.

King. Art thou so confident? Within what
space

Ilop'st thou my cure?

Hel. The greatest grace lending grace,

I>re twice the horses of the sun shall bring

Iheir fiery torcher his diurnal ring:

IJie twice in murk and occidental damp
Moist Hesperus hath quench'd his sleepy lamp;
i 'r four-and-twenty times tlie pilot's glass

I lath told the thievish minutes how they pass •

\\ hat is infirm from your sound parts shall

fiy,
.

Health shall live free, and sickness freely die.

Ki)!g. Upon thy certainty and confidence.

What dar'st thou venture?
Hel. Tax of impudence,

—

A strumpet's boldness, a divulged shame,

—

Traduc'd by odious ballads; my maiden's name
Sear'd otherwise; ne worse of worst extended,
With vilest torture let my life be ended.

King. Methinks in thee some blessed spirit

doth speak;
His powerful sound within an organ weak:
And what impossibility would slay

In common sense, sense saves another way.
Thy life is dear; for all that life can rate

Worth name of life in thee hath estimate:
Yduth, l)';auty, wisdom, courage, all

That happiness in prime can happy cal'

;

Thou this to hazard needi must intimate
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate.
Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try:

Tliat ministers thine own death if I die.

HcL If I break time, or flinch in property
Of u Iiat I spoke, unpitied let me die

;

And well deserv'd. Not helping, death's w\j
fee;

But, if I help, what do you promise me?
King. Make thy demand.
Kcl. But will you make it e^•en?
King. Ay, by my sceptre and my hopes of

heaven. [haid,
Hel. Then shalt thou give me, with th/kinL''/

What husband in thy power I will comman;i

:

Exempted be from me the arrogance
To choose from forth the royal blood of iVraice,
My low and humble name to propagate
With any branch or image of thy state:

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow.

King. Here is my hand; the premises ob-
serv'd.

Thy will by my performance shall be serv'd

;

So make the choice of thy own time, for I,

Thy resolv'd patient, on thee still rely.

More should I question thee, and more I
must,

—

Though more to know could not be more to

trust,

—

From whence thou cam'st, how tended on.^
But rest

Unquestion'd welcome and undoubted blest.—
Give me some help here, ho !— If thou proceed
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed.

\_FIoHrish. Exeitit.

Scene II.

—

Rousillon. A Room in the

Countess's Palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. Come on, sir; I shall now put you to

the height of your breeding.

Clo. I will show myself highly fed and low ly

taught : I know my business is but to the ecu; t:.

Count. To the court! why, what place maivS
you special, when you put off that with such
contempt? But to the court

!

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a mm
any manners, he may easily put it off at court:

he that cannot muKc a leg, put off 's cap, kiss

his hand, and say nothmg, 'nr.s. neither leg,

hands, lip, nor cap: and, indeC^j;;,f5uch a
fellow, to say precisely, were not for the l. '

•

but, for me, I have an answer will serve all

men.
Count. IMarry, that 's a bountiful answer tliat

fits all questions.

Clo. It is like a barber's chair, that fits nil

buttocks,—the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttoLk,
the brawn-buttock, or any buttock .

Count. Will your answer serve fit to all ques-
tions?
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Clo. As fit as ten groals is for the hand of an

Bttorney, as your French crown for your tafleta

pank, as Tib's rush for Tom's forefinger, as a

pancake for Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for May-
day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to his

horn, as a scolding quean to a wrangling knave,

as the nun's lip to llie friar's mouth ; nay, as the

puddin'7 to his skin.

Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such

fitness for all questions?

Clo. From below your duke to beneath your

constable, it will fit any question.

Count. It must be an ansv/er o( most mon-
strous size that must fit all demands.

Ch. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the

learned should speak truth of it here it is, and

ail that belongs to't. Ask me if I ain a

courtier: u shall dc you no harm to learn.

Count. To be young again, if we could : I

rill be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser

by your answer. I pray you, sit, are you a

fuurlier?

Ch. O Lord, sir!—There's a simple putting

4)tT;—more, more, a hundred of them.
Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that

loves you. [me.

Clo. O Lord, sir !—Thick, thick ; spare not

Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this

homely meat.

Clo, O Lord, sir!—Nay, put me tc 't, I

Warrant you.

Count, You were lately whipped, sir, as I

think.

Clo. O Lord, sir !—spare not me.
Count. Dc you cry, O Lord, sir! at your

whipping, and spare not tne? Indeed, your O
Lord, sir! is very sequent to your whipping:
)'oii would answer very well tc a whipping, if

you were but bound to't.

Clo. I ne'er had worse luck in my life in my

—

O L^rd, sir I I see things may serve long, but

not serve ever.

Count. I play the noble housewife with the

time, to entertain it so merrily with a fool.

Clo. O Lord, sir!—VVh7,'uiere't serves well

again.

Count. An end, sir, to your business. Give
Helen this.

And urge her to a present answer back:

Commend me to my kinsmen and my son:

Tiiis is not much.
Clo. Not much commendation to them.

Count. Not much employment for you: you
understand me?

Clo. Most fruitfully: I am there before my
legs.

Count, Haste you again. \L.Munt sivirallji.

Scene HI.

—

Paris. A Room in the King's
Palace.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles.

Laf. They say miracles are past ; and we b.ave

our philosophical persons to make modern and
familiar things supernatural and causeless.

Hence is it that we make trifles of terrors, en-
sconcing ourselves into seeming knowledge
when we should submit ourselves to an unknown
fear.

Par. Why^ 'tis the rarest argument of wonder
•hat hath shot out in our latter times.

Ber. And so 'tis.

Laf. To be relinquish'd of the artists,

—

Par. So I say ; both ofGalen and Paracelsus.

La/. Of all the learned and autheniic ki-

lows,

—

Par. Right ; so 1 say,

Laf. That gave him out incurable,—
L'ar. Why, there 'tis; sc say I too.

La/. Not tc be helped,—
L\ir. Right ; as 'tv/ere a mar assured of a,

—

La/. Uncertain life and sure death. [said.

Par Just; you say well' so would I have
Laf. I may truly say, it is a novelty to the

world.

Par. It is indeed : if you will have it in show-
ing, you shall read it in,—What do you call

there?

—

La/. A showing of a heavenly effect in an
earthly actor. [same.

Par. That 's it I would have said ; the very

La/. Why, your dolphin is not lustier: 'fore

me, I speak in respect,

—

Par. Nay, 'tis strange, 'tis: very strange ; that

is the brief and the tedious of it; and he is of a
most facinorous spirit that will not acknowledge
it to be the.—

Zd/. Very hand of heaven.

Par . Ay : so I say.

Laf In ? most weak,

—

/'ar. And debile minister, great power, great

uanscendence -. which should, indeed, give us

a further use tc be made than alone the recovery

of the king, a? to be,

—

Laf. Generally thankful.

Par, I would have said it; you say well.

Here comes the king.

Enter King, HELENA, and Attendants.

La/. Lustic, as the Dutchman says: I '11 like

a maid the better, w hilst I have a tooth in my
head: why, he's able to lead her a coranto.

Par. j/Lort du Vinaip-e! is not this 1- '^'^i

Laf. 'HQiii God, I think so.
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King. Go, call before me all the lords in

court.

—

\^Exit an Attendant.

Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side;

And with this healthful hand, whose banish'd

sense

Thou hast repeal'd, a second time receive

The confirmation ot my promis'd gift,

Vv'hinh but attends thy naming.

Enter several Lords.

Fair maid, send forth thine eye: this youthful

parcel

Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing,

O'er whom both sovereign power and father's

voice

I liave to use : thy frank election make

;

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to

forsake. [mistress

IJel. To each of you one fair and virtuous

Fall, wlien love please!—marry, to each, but

one!

Laf. I 'd give bay Curtal, and his furniture,

Mymoulhno more were broken than these boys',

And writ as little beard.

Ki7ig. Peruse them well

:

Not one of those but had a noble father.

HcL (lentlemen,

Heaven hath, through me, restor'd the king to

health. [you.

All. V/e understand it, and thank heaven for

Hel. I am a simple maid, and therein

wealthiest

That I protest I simply am a maid.

—

Please it, your majesty, I have done already:

The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me

—

We blush that thou shouldst choose ; but, be re-

fus\i.

Let the white death sit on thy cheek for ever

;

We''11 ne'er come there again.

King. RIake choice ; and, see,

MTio shuns thy love shuns all his love in me.
Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly,

And to imperial Love, that god most high.

Do my sighs stream.—Sir, will you hear my
suit?

1 Lord. And grant it.

Hel. Thanks, sir ; all the rest is mute.

Laf. I had rather be in this choice than throw
ames-ace for my life. [eyes,

Hel. The honour, sir, that flames in your fair

Before I speak, too threateningly replies:

Love make your fortunes twenty times above
Her that so wishes, and her humble love

!

2 I^ord. No better, if you please,

Hel. My wish receive.

Which great Love grant ! and so I take my
leave.

Laf. Do all they deny her? An they were
sons of mme I'd have them whipped; or I

would send them to the Turk to make eunuch.s

of.

Hel. iTo third Lord.] Be not afraid that I

your hand should take ;

I '11 nevev do you wrong for your own sake:

HIessiiig uDon your vows! and in your bed
Kind fairer fortune, if you ever wed!

La/, These boys are boys of ice; they '11 none
have her : sure, they are bastards to the Englijli

;

the French ne'er got them. [good
J/el. You are too young, loo happy, and too

To make yourself a son out of my blood.

4 J^rd Fair one, I think not so.

Laf. There's one grape yet,—I am sure Ihy
father drank wine.— But if thou beest not an ass,

1 am a youth of fourteen; I have known thee

already.

Hel. [To Ekrtram.] I dare not say 1 take

you ; but I give

Me and my service, ever whilst I live.

Into your guiding power.—This is the man.
King. Why, then, young Bertram, take her

;

she 's thy wife. [highness,

Ber. My wife, my liege ! I shall beseech yuur
In such a business give me leave to use

The help of mine own eyes.

King. Know'st thou not, Bertram,
What she has done for me?

Ber, Yes, my good lord;

But never hope to know why I sliould marry
her. [my sickly bed.

King. Thou know'st she has rais'd nie from
Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me

down
Must answer for your raising? I know her well

;

She had her breeding at my father's charge:

A poor physician's daughter my wife !—Disdain
Rather corrupt me ever! [llie which

King. 'Tis only title thou disdain'st in l.cr,

I can build up. Strange is it that our bloods.

Of col(jur, weight, and heat, pour'd all together,

Would quite confound distinclion, yet stand off

In differences so mighty. If she be
All that is virtuous,—save what^^Ji^ou dislik'rit,

A poor physician's dau-^mei,— tliou dislik'st

Of virtue for the name: but do not so:

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed.

The place is dignified by the doer's deed:
WTiere gres.t additions swell 's, and virtue none.

It is a dropsied honour : good alone

Is good withoiit a name; vileness is so:

The property by what it is .should go.

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair;

In these to nature she 's immediate heir;

iViid these breed honour: tl;u.l. Li honuux's scorn
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V.'hich challenges itself as honour's bom,
Aiid Is not like the sire: honours thrive,

V. hen rather from our acts we them derive

Than our fore-goers: the mere word 's a slave,

Ij bauch'd on every tomb- on every grave

A lying trophy; and as oft is dumb
\'.'here dust and damn'd oblivion is the tomb
Of honour'd bones indeed. What should be

said?

L"^ thou canst like this creature as a maid,

I can create the rest : virtue and she

Ii lierown dower ; honour and wealih from m.e.

Ber, I cannot love her, nor will strive to do'l.

A'/«^. Thou wrong'st tliyself, if thoushouldst

strive to choose. [am glad :

ffcl. That you are well restor'd, my lord, I

Let the rest go. [defeat,

King. My honour's at the slake; which to

I must produce my power. Here, take her

hand,

Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift

,

That dost in vile misprision shaclde up
My love and her desert ; that canst not dream
\Ve, poising us in her defective scale,

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not

know
It is in us to plant thine honour vvhere

We please to have it grow. Check thy con-

Jem pt

:

Obey our will, which travails in thy good :

Believe not thy disdain, but presently

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right

Which both thy duty owes and our powerclaims
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever.

Into the staggers and the careless lapse [hate

Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge and
Loosing upon thee in the name of justice,

Without all terms of pity. Speak!— thine

answer

!

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord; for I submit

My fancy to your eyes: when I consider

Vv'^hat great creation, and what dole of honour
Flies where you bid it, I find that she, which

late

Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now
The praised of the king ; who, so ennobled,

Is as 'twere Lv>;..

A7«^. Take her by the hand,

And tell her she is thine: to whom I promise
A counterpoise ; if not to thy estate,

A balance more replete.

Ber. I take her hand.
King. Good fortune and the favour of the king

Smile upon this contract; whose ceremony
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief.

And be perform'd to-night: the solemn feast

Shall more a' tend upon the coming space,

Expecting absent friends. As thou lov'st her,

Thy love 's to me religious ; else, does err.

\E.xeunt King, Ber., Hel., Lords,
and Attendants.

Laf. Do you hear, monsieur? a nord wuh
you.

Par. Your pleasure, sir?

Laf. Your lord and master did well to make
his recantation.

Par. Recantation!—My lord ! my master !

Laf. Ay; is it not a language I speak?
Par. A most harsh one, and not to be under-

stood without bloody succeeding. My master!

iMf. Are you companion to the Count
Rousillon? [is man.

Par. To any count; to all counts; to what
Laf. To what is count's man : count's master

is of another style.

Par. You are too old, sir; let it sniisfy you,

you are too old.

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man;
to which title age cannot bring thee.

Par. \Miat I dare too well do, I dare not do.

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to

be a pretty wise fellow ; thou didst make toler-

able vent of thy travel; it might pass: yet the

scarfs and the bannerets about thee did mani-
foldly dissuade me from believing thee a vessel

of too great a burden. I have now found thee

;

when I lose thee again I care not : yet art thou

good for nothing but taking up; and that thou

art scarce worth.

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity

upwn thee,

—

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger,

lest thou hasten thy trial ; which if—Lord have

mercy on thee for a hen ! So, my good window
of lattice, fare thee well : thy casement I need

not open, for I look through thee. Give me
thy hand. [indignity.

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious

Laf. Ay, with all my heart; and tliou art

A'orthy of it.

Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it.

Laf. Yes, good faith, every dram of it : and
I will not bate thee a scruple.

Par. Well, I shall be wiser.

Laf. E'en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast

to pull at a smack o' the contrary. If ever thou

beest bound in thy scarf and beaten, thou shalt

find what it is to be proud of thy bondage. I

have a desire to hold my acquaintance witii thee,

or rather my knowledge, that I may say, in the

default, he is a man I know.
Par. My lord, you do me most insupportable

vexation.

Laf. I would it were hell-pains for thy sake.
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and my poor doing eternal : for doing I am past

;

as I will by thee, in what motion age will give

me leave. [Ex/t.

Far, Well, thou hast a son shall take this

disgrace offme ; scurvy, old, filthy, scur\^' lord !

—Well, I must be patient ; there is no fettering

of authority. I '11 beat him, by my life, if I can

meet him with any convenience, an he were
double and double a lord. I '11 have no more
pity of his age than I would have of— I '11 beat

him, an if I could but meet him again.

Re-eiitcr Lafeu.

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master 's married ;

there 's news for you ; you have a new mistress.

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lord-

ship to makf. some reservation of your wrongs:

he is my good lord : whom I serve above is my
master.

Laf. Who? God?
Par. Ay, sir.

Laf. The devil it is that 's thy master. Wliy
dost thou garter up thy arms o' this fashion?

dost make hose of thy sleeves? do other servants

so? Thou wert best set thy lower part where
thy nose stands. By mine honour, if I were
but two hours }'ounger I'd beat thee: methink'st

thou art a general oifence, and every man should

beat thee. I think thou wast created for men
to breathe theniselves upon thee.

Par. This is hard and undeserved measure,

my lord.

Laf. Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for

picking a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are

a vagabond, and no true traveller : you are more
saucy with lords and hcncurable personages than

the heraldry of your birth and virtue gives you
commission. You c.rt not worth another word,
else I 'd call you knave. I leave you. S^Exit.

Par. Good, very rood . it is so then.—Good,
very good; let it be concealed awhile.

Enter BEirrKAM.

Ber. l^ndone, and forfeited to cares for ever

!

Par. What is the matter, sweet heart?

Ber. Alihough before the solemn priest I

have sworn,

I will not bed her.

Par. What, what, sweet heart?

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me !

—

I '11 to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her.

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no m.ore

merits

The tread of a man's foot :— to the wars !

Ber. There 's letters from my m.other; what
the import is

I know not yet.

Par. Ay, that would be known. To the wars,
my lx)y, to the wars I

He wears his honour in a box unseen
That hugs his kicksy-wicksy here at home.
Spending his manly marrow in her arms,
VVhich should sustain the bound and high curvet

Of Mars's fiery steed. To other regions

!

France is a stable; we, that dwell in't, jades;

Therefore, to the war

!

[house,

Ber. It shall be so; I'll send her to my
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her.

And wherefore I am fled; write to the king
That which I durst not speak: his present gift

Shall furnish me to those Italian fields

Where noble fellows strike: war is nc strife

To the dark house and the detested wife.

Par Will this caprichio hold in thee, art

sure? [me.

Ber. Go with me to my chamber and advise

I '11 send her straight away; to-morrow
I '11 to the wars, she to her single sorrow.

Par. Why, these balls bound; there's noise

in it. 'Tis hard ;

A young man married is a man that's marr'd:

Therefore away, and leave her bravely; go:

The king has done you wrong: but, hush ; 'tis

so. \Exeinit.

Scene IV. — The same. Another Room in the

same.

Enter Helena ami Clown.

My mother greets me kindly: is she

well?

do.
health

She is not well ; but yet she has her

.._ she's very merry; but yet she is ri>t

well: but thanks be given, she 's very well, ar.d

wants nothing i' the world but yet she is no":

well.

Hel. If she be very well, what docs she ail,

that she 's not very well?

Clo. Truly, she 's very well indeed, but for

two things.

Llel. What two things?

Clo One, that she's not in heaven, w'nither

Cjod send her quickly! the other, that slie 's in

earth, liom whence God send her quickly!

Ev.ter Parolees.

Par. Bli-'ss you, my fortunate lady !

Hel. I hope, sir, I have your good will fo

have mine own good fortunes.

Par. Vou had my prayers to lead them or.

;

and to keep them on, have them still. O, my
knave,—how does my old lady?

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her

money, I would she did as you say.
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J am run away : knoiv it he/ore the report lonie.

IJ there be breadth enough in the luorld I will

tiiild a long distance. My duty to you.

Your unfortunate son,

Bertram.
This i? not well, rash and unbridled boy,

To fly the favours of so c;ood a kinci;;

To pluck his indic;nation on thy head
By llic misprizing of a maid too virtuous

For the contempt of empire.

Re-enter Clown.

CIo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within,

between two soldiers and my young lady.

Count. What is the matter?

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the i^pws,

some comfort • your son will not be killed so

soon as I thought he would.
Count. Wiiy shfnild h*" be killed?

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I

hear he does' the danger is in standing to t

;

that 's the loss of men, though it be the getting

of children. Here they ""onie 'vill tell you
more: for my part, I only hear your son w.i'-

runaway \E.xtl.

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen.

1 Cent. Save you, good madam.
llel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone.
2 Gent. Do not say so. [gentlemen,

—

Count. Think upim patience. —Pray you,

I have fell so many quirks of joy and grief

That the first face of neither, on the start,

Can woman me unto't.—Where is my son, I

pray you? [of Florence •.

2 Gent. Madam, he 's gone to serve the duke
We met him thitherward ; for thence we came.
And, after some despatch in hand at court,

Thither we bend again. [passport.

Heh Look on his letter, madam ; here 's my
\^Keads.'\ When thou canH get the ring upon my

finger, which 7iever shall come off, and show
me a child begotten of thy body that I am
father to, then call me husband; but in such

a then / write a never.

This is a dreadful sentence.

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen?
1 Gent. Ay, madam ;

And, for the contents' sake, are sorry for our
pains.

Count. I pr'ylhee, lady, have a better cheer;

If thou engrosses! all the griefs are thine,

1 hou robb'st me of a moiety. He was my sua

:

But I do wash his name out of my blood,

And thou art all my child.—Towards Florence
is he?

2 Gent. Ay, madam.

Count. And to be a soldier?

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose : and, be-

lieve 't.

The duke will lay upon him all the honour
That good convenience claims.

Count. Return you thither?

I Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing
of speed.

llel. \Reads.'\ Till I have no wife, I have no-

thing in France.
'Tis bitter.

Count. Find you that there?
/del. Ay, madam.
I Gent. 'Tis but the boldness of his hand,

haply,

Which his heart was not consenting to.

Count. Nothing in France until he have no
wife

!

There's nothing here that is too goed for him
But only she ; and .she deserves a lord

That twenty such rude boys might tend upon.
And call her hourly mistress, ^^'ho was will)

him?
I Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman

Which I have sometime known.
Count. Parolles, was 't not ?

1 Gent. Ay, my good lady, he.

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of

wickedness.
My son corrupts a well-derived nature
With his inducement.

1 Gent. Indeed, good lady,

The fellow h.^s a deal of that too much,
Which holds him much to have.

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen,
I will entreat you, when you see my son,

To tell him that his sword can never win
The honour that he loses: more I '11 entreat you
Written to bear along.

2 Gent. We serve you, madam,
In that and all your worthiest affairs, [tesics.

Count. Not so, but as we change our cour-

Will you draw near?

[Exeunt Covm. aW Gentlemen.
llel. Till J have no tvifc, 1 have ftothing in

France.

Nothing in France until he has no wife

!

Thou shall have none, Rousillon,nonein France;
Then hast thou all again. Poor lord! is 't I

That chase thee froni thy country, and expose

Those tender limbs of thine to the event

Of the none-sparing war? and is it I [thou

That drive thee from the sportive court, where
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark
Of smoky muskets? O you leaden messengers.

That ride upwn the violent speed of fire.

Fly with false aim: move the still-peering Si.,
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That sings with piercing ; do not toucli my lord!

Whoever shoots at him, I set him tlicre;

Whoever charges on his forward breast,

I am the caitiff that do hold him to it

;

And, though I kill hiip not, I am the cause

His death was so effected • better 'twere

I met the ravin lion when he roar'd

With sharp constrain!, o' hunger ; better 'twere

That all the miseries which nature owes
Were mine at once. No: come thou home,

Rousillon,

Whence honour but of danger wins a scar,

As oft it loses all. I will be gone

:

My being here it is that holds thee hence -.

Shall I stay here to do't? no, no, although
The air of paradise did fan the house.
And angels offic'd all: I will be gone,
That pitiful rumour may report my flight,

To consolate thine ear. Come, niglit ; end, day!
For with the dark, poor thief, I '11 steal away.

{Exit.

Scene HL—Florence. Before the Duke's
Palace.

Flourish. Enter the Duke of Florence,
Bertram, Parolles, Lords, Officers,

Soldiers, and others.

Duke. The general of our horse thou art

;

and we.
Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence
Upon thy promismg fortune.

Ber. Sir, it is

A charge too heav> for my strength ; but yet
We '11 strive to bear it, for your worthy sake.
To the extreme edge of hazard.

Dul;e. Then go thou forth
;

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm.
As thy auspicious mistress

!

Ber. This very day.
Great Mars, I put myself into thy file;

Make me but like my thoughts, and I shall prove
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Rousillon. A Room in the

Countess's Palace.

Enter Countess and Steward.

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter

of her? [done.
Might you not know she w-ould do as she has
By sending me a letter? Read it again.

Stew. {Keads.'\ I am St. Jaqiies^ pilgrim,
thither gone

:

Ambitious love hath so in me offended
Thai barefootplod J the coldground upon.
With sainted vow mj' faults to have amended.

lV?-ite, write, thatf-om the bloody course ofwar
My dearest master, your dear son, tnay hie:

Bless kirn at home in peace, whilst Ifrom far
PPis name with zealous fervour sanctify:

Plis taken labours bid him me forgive;
I, his despitefulfuno, sent him forth

From courtly friends, with campi/igfocs to livf,

lP7ierc death and danger dog ilie heels of
worth

:

He is too good a)idfair for death and vie

;

Whom I myself etnbrace, to set hivi free.
Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her

mildest words !

—

Rinaldo, vou did never lack advice so much
As letting her pass so; had I spoke with her,
I could have well diverted her intents.

Which thus she hath prevented.
Stew. Pardon me, madam:

If I had given you this at over-night, [writes,
She might have been o'erta'en ; and yet she
Pursuit would be but vain.

Count. What angel shall

Bless this unworthy husband? he cannot thrive.
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to

hear,

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath
Of greatest justice.—Write, write, Rinaldo,
To this unworthy husband of his w ife

:

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth.
That he does weigh too light* my greatest

grief,

Though little he do feel it, set down shaiply.
Despatch the most convenient messenger:

—

When, haply, he shall hear that she is gone
He will return ; and hope I may that she,
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again,
Led hithei by pure love: which of them boih
Is dearest to me I have no skill in sense
To make distinction :—provide this messen-

ger:—
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak;
Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me

speak. \_Exeunt.

Scene \.—lVithotit the Walls of Florence.

Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, Vio-
lenta, Mariana, ana other Citizens.

Wid. Nay, come ; for if they do approach
the city we shall lose all the sight.

Dia. They say the French count has done
most honourable service.

Wid. It is reported that he has taken their

greatest commander ; and that with his own
hand he slew the duke's brother. [A tucktt

afar off. 'I
We have lost our labour; they are

K 2
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gone a ccntrary way : hark ! you may know by
their trumpets.

Alar. Come, let 's return again, and suffice

ourselves with the report of it. Well, Diana,

take heed of this French earl : the honour of a

maid is her name ; and no legacy is so rich as

honesty.
IVid. I have told my neighbour how you have

bjcn solicited by a genllcman his companion^
JSIar. I know that knave; hang him! one

Parolles: a filthy officer he is in those sugges-

tions for the young earl.—Beware of them,

Diana; their promises, enticements, oaths,

tokens, and all these engines of lust, are not

the things they go under: many a maid hath

been seduced by them; and the misery is,

example, that so terrible shows in the wreck of

maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade suc-

cession, but that they are limed with the twigs

that threaten them. I hope I need not to ad-

vise you further : but I hope your own grace

will keep you where you are, though there

were no further danger known but the modesty
which is so lost.

Dia. Vou shall not need to fear me.
Wid. I hope so.—Look, here comes a pil-

grim; I know she will lie at my house: thither

they send one another; I '11 question her.

—

Enter Helena in ike dress of a pilgrim.

God save you, pilgrim! WTiither are you bound?
flel. To Saint Jaques-Ie-Grand.

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you?
Wid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the

port.

7/7. Is this the way?
IVid. Ay, marry, is it.—Hark ^rou I They

come this way. [A march afar off.

ir you will tarry, holy pilgrim,

r> It till the troops come by,

I will conduct you where you shall be lodg'd;

The rather for I think I know your hostess

As ample as m)self.

77'/. Is it yourself?

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim.

777 I thanli you, and will stay upon your
leisure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France?
Hcl. I (lid so.

Wid. Here you shall see a countryman of

yours
Thit has done worthy ser\'ice.

Hd. His name, I pray you.

Dia. The Count Rousillon : know you such

a one? [of him:
Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly

His face I know not.

Dia. Whatsoe'er he is,
|

He 's bravely taken here. He stole from ;

France,

As 'tis reported, for the king had married him
Against his liking: think you it is so?

Hel. Ay, surely, mere the truth; I know j

his lady. [count i

Dia. There is a gentleman that serves the

Reports but coarsely of her.

Hel. What 's his name ?

Dia. Monsieur Parolles.

77r/. O, I believe with him,
In argument of praise, or to the worth
Of the great count himself, she is too mean
To have her name repeated; all her deserving
Is a reserved honesty, and that

I have no^ heard examin'd.
Dia. Alas, poor ladyi

'Tis a hard bondage to become the wife

Of a detesting lord.

Wid. Ay, right
;
good creature, whereso-

e'cr she is

Her heart weighs sadly: this young maid
might do her

A shrewd turn if she pleas'd.

Hel. How do you mean?
May be, the amorous count solicits her
In the unlawful purpose.

Wid, He does, indeed;
And brokes with all that can in such a suit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid;
But she is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard
In honestest defence.

I^Iar. The gods forbid else

!

Wid. So, now they come :

—

Enter, with a dnun and colours, a party of the

Florentine army, Bertram, and Parolles.

That is Antonio, the duke's eldest son

;

That, Escalus.

Hcl. Which is the Frenchman?
Dia. He

;

That with the plume : 'tis a most gallant fellow.

I would he lov'd his wife: if he were honester

lie were much goodlier:—is 't not a handsome
gentleman?

7;''c7. I like him well [same knave
Dia. 'Tis pity he i? rot honest? yond's th:U

That leads him tc these places ; were I his lady

I 'd poison that vile rascal.

Hel. \Vhichishe?
Dia. The jack-an-apes with scarfs. Why is

he melancholy?
Hcl. Perchance he 's hurt i' the battle.

Par. Lose our drum ! well.

Miir. He's shrewdly vexed at somethirg:

look, he has spied us.
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fVi'd. Marry, hang you '

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier

!

{Exeu7ii Ber., Par . Otiicers, ami Soldiers.

Wid. The troop Is past. Come, pilgrim, I

will bring you

V\Tiere you shall host : of enjoin'd penitents

There 's four or five, to great Saint Jacques
bound.

Already at my house.

HeL I humbly thank you:

Please it this matron and this gentle maid

To eat with us to-night ; the charge and thanking

.Shall be for me : and, to requite you further,

I will bestow some precepts on this virgui.

Worthy the note.

Botk. We '11 take your offer kindly.

{Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

Camp before Florence.

Enter Bertram, atid the two French Lords.

1 Lo7-d. Nay, good my lord, put him to 't

;

let hiiii have his way.

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not ahild-

Ing, hold me no more in your respect.

I Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble.

Ber. Do you think I am so far deceived in

him?
1 L.ord. Believe it, nsy lord, in mine own

direct knowledge, without any malice, but to

speak of him as my kinsman, he's a most not-

able cow'ard, an infinite and endless liar, an

hourly promise-breaker, the owner of no one
good quality worthy your lordship's entertain-

ment.
2 Lord. It were fit you knew him ; lest, re-

posing too far in his virtue, which he hath not,

he might, at some great and trusty business, in

a main danger, fail you.

Bcr. I would I knew in what particular

action to try him.
2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off

his drum, which you hear him so confidently

undertake to do.

1 Lo7-d. I, with a troop of Florentines, will

suddenly surprise him ; such I will have, whom
1 am sure he knows not from the enemy : we
will bind and hoodwink him so that he shall

suppose no other but that he is carried into the

leaguer of the adversaries when we 'oring him
to our tents. Be but your lordship present at

his examination : if he do not, for the promise
of his life, and in the highest com^pulsion of

base fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all

the intelligence in his power against you, and
tlrat with the divine forfeit of his soul upon
oath," never trust my judgment in anything.

2 Lori. O, for the love of laughter, let hun
fetch off his drum ; he says he has a stratagem
for't: when your lordship sees the bottom of

his success in 't, and to what metal this counter-
feit lump of ore will be melted, if you give him
notJohn Drum's entertainment, your inclining

cannot be removed- Here he comes.
1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder

not the humour of his design : let him fetch ofit

his drum in any hand.

Enter ParOLLES.

Ber. How now, monsieur? this drum sticks

sorely in your disposition,

2 Lord. A pox on 't ; let it go ; 'tis but a
drum.

Par. But a drum! Is't but a drum? A
drum so lost !— There was an excellent com-
mand! to charge in with our horse upon our
own wings, and to rend our own soldiers.

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the

command of the service ; it was a disaster of

war that Cxsar himself could not have pre-

vented, if he had been there to command.
Bcr. Well, w'e cannot greatly condemn our

success: some dishonoui we had in the loss of

that drum ; but it is not to be recovered.

Par. It might have been recovered.

Ber. It might, but it is not now.
Par. It is to be recovered: but that the

merit of service is seldom attributed to the true

and exact performer, I would have that drum
or another, or hie jacet.

Ber. Why, if you have a stomach to't, mon-
sieur, if you think your mystery in stratagem

can bring this instrument of honour again into

his native quarter, be magnanimous in the en-

terprise, and go on ; I will grace the attempt
for a worthy exploit ; if you speed w ell in it,

the duke shall both speak of it. and extend to

you what further becomes his greatness, even
to the utmost syllable of your worthiness.

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will under-
take it.

Bcr. But you must not nov; slumber in it.

Far. I'll about it this evening: and I will

presently pen down my dilemmas, encourage
myself in my certainty, put myself into my
mortal preparation, and, by midnight, look to

hear further from me.
Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace

j'ou are gone about it?

Par. I know not what the success will be,

my lord, but the attempt I vow.
Ber. I know thou art valiant : rnd, to the

possibility of thy soldiersliip, will subscribe Ic-

thee. Farewell.
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Par. I love not many words. \Exit.

1 Lord No more than a fish loves water.

—

Is not this a strange fellow, my lord? that so

confidently seems to undertake this business,

which he knows is not to be done ; damns him-

self to do, and dares better be damned than to

do't.

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as

vedo: certain it is that he will steal himself

into a man's favour, and for a week escape a

great deal of discoveries; but when you find

him out, you have him ever after.

Ber Whv, do you think he will make no

deed a- all o*' this, that so seriously he does

address nunself unto?
1 Lord. None in the world ; but return wilh

an invention, and clap upon you two or three

probable lies : but we have almost embossed
him,—ycu shall see his fall to-night : for indeed

he is not for your lordship's respect.

2 Lord. We'll make you some sport with

the fox ere we case him. He was first smoked
by the old Lord Lafeu : when his disguise and
he is parted, tell me what a sprat you shall find

him ; which you shall see this very night.

I Lord. I must go look my twigs; he shall

be caught.

B:r. Your brother, he shall go along with me.
1 Lord. As't please your lordship: I '11 leave

j'ou. {^Exit.

Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and
show you

The lass I spoke of.

2 Loi-d. But you say she 's honest.

Ber. That 's all the fault : I spoke with hei

but once, [her,

And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to

By this same coxcomb that we have i' the wind,

Tokens and letters which she did re-send ;

And this is all I have done. She 's a fair

creature

;

Will you go see her?
2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord.

S^Exennt.

Scene VH.—Florence. A Room in the

Widow's House.

Enter Helena aW Widow.

HcL If you misdoubt me that I am not she,

I know not how I shall assure you further.

Bat I shall lose the grounds I work upon.
IVid. Though my estate be fallen, I was

well born.
Nothing acquainted with these businesses

;

And would not put my reputation now
la any staining act.

Hel. Nor would I wish you.
First give me trust, the count he is my husband,
And what to your sworn counsel I have spoken
Is so from word to word ; and then you cannot.
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow,
Err in bestowing it.

VVid. I should believe you

;

For you have show'd me that which well
approves

You're great in fortune.

Hel. Take this purse of gold.
And let me buy your friendly help thus far_.

Which I will over-pay, and pay again,

When 1 have found it. Ihe count he wooes
your daughter,

Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty,
Resolv'd to carry her: let her, in fine, consent,
As we 'II direct her how 'tis best to bear it,

Now his important blood will naught deny
That she'll demand: a ring the county wears,
That downward hath succeeded in his house
From son to son, some four or five descents
Since the first father wore it : this ring he holds
In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire,

To buy his will, it would not seem too dear,
Howe'er repented after.

Wid. Now I see

The bottom of your purpose.

Hel. You see it lawful then : it is no more
But that your daughter, ere she seems as won,
Desires this ring; appoints him an encounter:
In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Herself most chastely absent ; after this,

To marry her, I '11 add three thousand crowns
To what is past already.

IVid. I have yielded :

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever,

That time and place, with this deceit so lawful,

May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With musics of all sorts, and songs compos'd
To her unworthiness: it nothing steads us
To chide him from our eaves; for he persists,

As if his life lay on 't.

Hel. Why, then, to-night

Let us assay our plot; which, if it speed.

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed.
And lawful meaning in a lawful act

;

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact:

But let 's about it. [Exeufii.

ACT IV.

Scene I.— IV/'/Jwut the Florentine Camp.

Enter first Lord, with five or six Soldiers in

ambush.

I I^ord. He can come no other way but by
this hedge-corner. When you sally upon hiin.
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speak what terrible language you will; though

jou understand it not yourselves, no matter;

for we must not seem to understand him, un-

less some one among us, whom we must pro-

duce for an interpreter.

I Sold. Good captain, let me be the inter-

preter.

I Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows
he not thy voice?

I Sold. No, sir, I warrant you.

I Lord. But what linsey-woolsey hast thou

to speak to us again?

I Sold. Even such as you speak to me.

I Lord. He must think us some band of

strangers i' the adversary's entertainment.

Now he hath a smack of all neighbouring lan-

guages ; therefore we must every one be a man
of his own fancy, not to know what we speak

to one another ; so we seem to know, is to

know straight our purpose: chough's language,

gabble enough, and good enough. As for you,

interpreter, you must seem very politic. But
couch, ho ! here he comes ; to beguile two
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear
the lies he forges.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Ten o'clock : within these three hours

'twill be time enough to go home. What shall

I say I have done? It must be a very plausive

invention that carries it: they begin to smoke
me: and disgraces have of late knocked too

often at my door. I find my tongue is too

foolhardy; but my heart hath the fear of Mars
before it, and of his creatures, not daring the

reports of my tongue.

I Lord. This is the first truth that e'er thine

own tongue was guilty of. \Aside.

Par. What the devil should move me to

undertake the recovery of tnis drum ; being not

ignorant of the impossibility, and knowing I

had no such purpose? I must give myselfsome
hurts, and say I got them ir exploit : yet slight

ones will not carry it: they will say. Came you
off with so little? and great ones I dare not

give. Wherefore, what's the instance? Tongue,
I must put you into a butter-woman's mouth,
and buy myself another of Bajazet's mule, if

you prattle me into these perils.

I Lord. Is it possible he should know what
he is, and be that he is ? \Aside.

Par, I would the cutting of my garments
would serve the turn, or the breaking of my
Spanish sword.

I Lord. We cannot afford you so. \Aside.

Par. Or the baring of my beard ; and to say

it was in stratagem.

\_Aside.

oaths would scarce

\Azide.

I Lord. 'Twould not do. yAiiiie.

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say I was
stripped.

I Lord. Hardly serve. [Aside.

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the

window of the citadel,—

I Lord. How deep?
Par. Thirty fathom.

I Lord. Three great

make that be believed.

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy's;

1 would swear I recovered it.

I Lord. You shall hear one anon. [Aside.

Par. A drum now of the enemy's !

[Alariii/i witliln.

1 Lord. Throca inovoiisns, ca7-go, cargo, cargo.

All. Cargo, cargo, iargo,villianda par corbo,

cargo.

Par. O! ransom, ransom:—Do not hide

mine eyes. [ Pluy seize and blindfold him.

1 Sold. Boskos throin Ilido boskos.

Par. I know you are the Musko's regiment,

And I shall lose my life for want of language:

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch,
Italian, or French, let him speak to me;
I will discover that which shall undo
The Florentine.

2 Sold. Boskos vaiivado :

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue :

—

Kerelybonto

:

Sir,

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniaids

Are at thy bosom.
Par. Oh

!

I Sold. O, pray, pray, pray.

Manka 7-evania dulche.

I Lord. Oscorbi diihhos voavorco.

I Sold. The general is content to spare thee

yet

;

And, hoodv/ink'd as thou art, will lead thee

on
To gather from thee : haply thou mayst inform

Something to save thy lile.

Par. O, lot me live.

And all the secrets of our camp I '11 show,

Their force, their purposes: nay, I'll speak that

Which you will wonder at.

I Sold. But wilt thou faithfully?

Par. If I do not, damn me.

I Sold. Acordo linta.

Come on ; thou art granted space.

[Exit, with Parolles guarded.

I Lord. Go, tell the Count Rousillon ai.d

my brother

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep

him muffled

Till we do hear from them.

\ 2 Sold. Captain, I will.
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r Lord. lie will betray us all unto our-

selves ;

—

Inform 'em that.

2 Sold. So I will, sir.

I Lord. Till then I Ml keep him dark, and

safely lock'd. {Exeunt.

Scene IL—Florenck. A Room in the

Widow's House.

Enter Bertram and Diana.

Ber. They told me that your name was
Fontibcll.

Dia. No, my good lord, Diana.

Ber. Titled goddess;

And worth it, with addition! But, fair soul.

In your fine frame hath love no quality?

If the quicl< fire of youtli light not your mind,

You are no maiden, but a monument

;

When you are dead, you should be such a one

As you are now, for you are cold and stern ;

And now you should be as your mother was
When your sweet self was got.

Dia. She then was honest.

B:r. So should you be.

Dia. No:
INIy mother did but duty; such, my lord,

As you owe to your wife.

B:r. No more of that

!

I pr'ylhee, do not strive against my vows:
I was compell'd to her; but I love thee

By love's own sweet constraint, and will for ever

Do thee all rights of service,

Dia. Ay, so you serve us

Till we serve you : but when you have our roses

You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves.

And mock us with our bareness.

Ber. How have I sworn?
Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths that make the

truth,

But the plain single vow that is vow'd true.

What is not holy, that we swear not i)y,

But lake the Highest to witness: then, pray

you, tell me,
If I should swear by Jove's great attributes

I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths,

When I did love you ill? this has no holding.

To swear by him whom I protest to love,

That I will work against him : therefore your
oaths

Are words and poor conditions ; but unseal'd,

—

At least in my opinion.

Ber. Change it, change it

;

Be not so holy-cruel: love is holy;
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts [off,

That you do charge men with. Stand no more
But give thyself unto my sick desires,

Who then recover: say thou art mine, and ever

My love as it begins shall so persever. [case,

Dia. I see that men make hopes, in such a

That we'll forsake ourselves. Give me that

ring. [power
Ber. I '11 lend it thee, my dear, but have no

To give it from me.
Dia. Will you not, my lord?

Ber. It is an honour 'longing to oui house,

Bequeathed down from many ancestors

;

Which were the greatest obloquy i' the world

In me to lose.

Dia. Mine honour 's such a ring

:

My chastity 's the jewel of our house,

Bequeathed down from many ancestors;

Which were the greatest obloquy i' the world

In me to lose. Thus your own proper wisdom
Brings in the champion honour on my part.

Against your vain assault.

Ber. Here, take my ring

:

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine,

And I '11 be bid by thee.

Dm. When midnight comes knock at my
chamber-window

;

I '11 order take my mother shall not hear.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth.

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed,

fiemain there but an hour, nor speak to me:
My reasons are most strong; and you shall

know them
WTien back again this ring shall be deliver'd

;

And on your finger, in the night, I '11 put

Another ring ; that what in time proceeds

May token to the future our past deeds.

Adieu till then; then fail not. You have won
A wife of me, though there my hope be done.

Ber. A heaven on earth I have won by woo-

ing thee. [Exit.

Dia. For which live long to thank both

heaven and me

!

You may so in the end.

My mother told me just how he would woo,

As if she sat in his heart ; she says all men
Have the like oaths: he hath sworn to marry me
WTien his wife 's dead ; therefore I 'II lie with luiii

When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so

braid,

Marry that will, I'll live and die a maid:

Only, in this disguise, I think 't no sin

To cozen him that would unjustly win. [Exit.

Scene III.

—

T/ie Florenti)i6 Camp.

Enter the two French Lords, aitd two or three

Soldiers.

I Lord. You have not given him liis mother's

letter?
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2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour since

:

there is something in 't that stings liis nature
;

for, on the reading it, he changed ahiiost into

another man.
1 Lord, lie has much worthy blame laid upon

him for shaking ofi so good a wife and so sweet

a lady.

2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the ever-

lasting displeasure of the king, who had even

tuned his bounty to sing happiness to him. I

will tell you a thing, but you shall let it dwell

d.irkly with you.

1 Lord, \\fien you have spoken it, 'tis dead,

and I am the grave of it.

2 Lord. He halh perverted a young gentle-

woman here in Florence, of a most chaste re-

nown ; and this night he fleshes his will in the

spoil cf her honour : he hath given her his

monumental ring, and thinks himself made in

the unchaste composition.

1 Lord Now, God delay our rebellion: as

we are ourselves, what things are we!
2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as in

the common course of all treasons, we still see

them reveal themselves, till they attain to their

alihorred ends; so he that in this action con
t lives against his own nobility, in his proper

stream o'erflows himself.

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be

trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We shall

not then have his company to-night?

2 Lord. Not till after midnight ; for he is

dieted to his hour.

1 Lj}rd. That approaches apace : I would
gladly have him see his company anatomized,

that he might take a measure of his own judg-

ments, wherein so curiously he had set this

counterfeit.

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he
come ; for his presence must be the whip of the

other. [ihcse wars?
1 Lord. In the meantime, what hear you ol

2 Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace.

1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace con-

cluded.

2 Lord. Wliat will Count Rousillon do then?
\\ill he travel higher, or return again uito

France ?

1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you are

not altogether of his council.

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir; so should I be
a great deal of his act.

I Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since,

ficd from his house: her pretence is a pilgrim-
age to St. Jaques-le-Grand ; which holy under-
t.'king, with most austere sanctimony, she ac-

couiplished ; and, there residing, the tenderness

of her nature became as a prey to her grief; n
fine, made a groan of her last breath; and uov/
she sings in heaven.

2 Lord. How is this justified ?

1 Lord. The stronger part of it by her own
letters, which make her story true even to the
point of her death : her death itself, which could
not be her office to say is come, was faithfully

confirmed by the rector of the place.

2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence?

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmatiuns,
point from point, to the full armiiig of the
verily.

2 L^ord. I am heartily sori7 that he'll bo
glad of this.

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make
us comforts of our losses!

2 Lord. And how mightily, some other times,
we drown our gain in tears' The great dignity
that his valour hath heie acquired for him shall

at home be encountered with a shame as ample.
1 Lo>d. The web of our life is of a mingled

yarn, good and ill together: our virtues would
be proud if our faults whipped them not; and
our crimes would despair if they were not

cherished by our virtues.

—

Lititct a Servant.

How now? where 's your master?
Scrv. He met the duke in the street, sir; of

whom he halh taken a solemn leave: his lord-

ship will ne.\t morning for France. The duke
halh offered him letters of comniendulioiis to

the king.

2 Lord. They shall be nr more than needful

there, if they were more than they can com-
mend.

1 Lord. They cannot be too sv.-ect for I he

king's tartness. Here's his lordship now.

Enter BERTRAM.

How now, my lord, is't not after midnight?
Ber. I have to-night despatched sixteen busi-

nesses, a montb.'s length a-piece, by an abstract

of success. I have conge'd with the duke, done
my adieu with his nearest ; buried a \vife,

mourned for her ; writ to my lady-mother I am
returning ; entertained my convoy ; and, be-

tween these main parcels of despatch, eflected

many nicer needs . the last was the greatest,

but that I have not ended yet.

2 Lord. If the business be of any difficulty,

and this morning your departure hence, it re-

quires haste of your lordship.

Ber. I mean, the business is not ended, as

fearing to hear of it hereafter. But shall v-e

have this dialoc-ue betv/een the fool and the
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soldier? Come, bring forth this counterfeit

model : has deceived me like a double-meaning

prophesier.

2. Lord. Bring him forth. [£'.r«<«/ Soldiers.]

Has sat in the stooks all night, poor gallant

knave.
Ber, No matter; his heels have deserved it,

in usurping his spurs so long. How does he
carry himself?

1 Lord. I have told your lordship already;

the stocks carry him. But to answer you as

you would be understood; he weeps like a

wench that had shed her milk : he hath con-

fessed himself to Morgan, whom he supposes to

be a friar, from the time of his remembrance
to this very instant disaster of his setting i' the

stocks : and what think you he hath confessed?

Ber. Nothing of me, has he?
2 Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall

be read to his face : if your lordship be in 't, as

I believe you are, you must have the patience to

hear it.

Re-enter Soldiers, 7vith Parolles.

Ber. A plague upon him! muffled! he can
say nothing of me ; hush, hush !

I Lord. Hoodman comes ! Porto tartarossa.

I Sold. He calls for the tortures: what will

you say without 'em?
Par. I will confess what I know without con-

straint ; if ye pinch me like a pasty I can say
no more.

I Sold. Bosko chimurco.

I Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurco.

I Sold. You are a merciful general :—Our
general bids you answer to what I shall ask you
out of a note.

Par. And truly, as I hope to live.

I Sold. First demand ofhim Jiow many horse

the duke is strong. What say you to that ?

Par. Five or six thousand; but very weak
and unserviceable : the troops are all scattered,

and the commanders very poor rogues, upon
my reputation and credit, and as I hope to live.

I Sold, Shall I set down your answer so?
Par. Do; I '11 take the sacrament on't, how

and which way you will. [slave is this

!

Ber. All 's one to him. Wliat a past-saving

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord ; this is

Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist (that

was his own phrase), that had the whole theoric

of war in the knot of his scarf, and the practice

in the chape of his dagger.

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again for

keeping his sword clean; nor believe he can
have everything in him by wearing his apparel
ruaily.

I Sold Well, that 's set down.
Par Five or six thousand horse, I said,—

I

will say true,—or thereabouts, set down,—for
I '11 speak truth.

I Lord. He 's very near the truth in this.

Ber. But I con him no thanks for 't in the
nature he delivers it.

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you say.

I Sold. Well, that 's set down.
Par. I humbly thank you, sir : a truth 's a

truih, the rogues are marvellous poor.
I Sold. Demand ofhim of what strength they

are afoot. What say you to that?

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this

present hour I will tell true. Let me see:
Spurio a hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many,
Corambus so many, Jacques so many ; Guiltian,

Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two hundred
fifty each: mine own company, Chitopher,
Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred fifty each: so
that the muster-file, rotten and sound, upon my
life, amounts not to fifteen thousand poll ; half
of the which dare not shake the snow from oflF

their cassocks lest they shake themselves to
pieces.

Ber. What shall be done to him ?

I Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks.
Demand of him my condition, and what credit

I have with the duke.

I Sold. Well, that 's set down. You shall
demand of him whether one Captain Diimain
be r tlie camp, a Frenchman , what his repiitU'

tion is with the duke, what his valour, honesty,

expertness in wars ; or whether he thinks it were
not possible, with well-weighing sums ofgold, to

corrupt him to a revolt.

What say you to this? what do you know of it?

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the

particular of the inter'gatories : demand them
singly.

I Sold. Do you know this Captain Dumain ?

Par. I know him: he was a botcher's

'prentice in Paris, from whence he was whipped
lor getting the shrieve's fool with child : a dumb
innocent that could not say him nay.

[ I Lord lifts up his hand in anger.

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands

;

though I know his brains are forfeit to the next
tile that falls.

I Sold. Well, is this captain in the Duke of

Florence's camp?
Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy.

I Loi-d. Nay, look not so upon me ; we shall

hear of your lordship anon.
I Sold. Wliat is his reputation with the duke?
Par. The duke knows him for no other but

a poor officer of mine ; and writ to me this other
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day to turn him out o' the band : I think I have
liis letter in my pocket.

I Sold. Marry, we '11 search.

Far. In good sadness, 1 do not know ; either

it is there or it is upon a file, with the duke's

other letters, in my tent.

I Sold. Here 'tis ; here 's a paper. Shall I

read it to you ?

Far. I do not know if it be it or no.

£er. Our interpreter does it well.

1 Lord. Excellently.

1 Sold. {Reads. 1 Dian,theCon7it''safool,and

full ofgold,—
Far. That is not »he duke's letter, sir; that

is an advertisement to a proper maid in Florence,

one Diana, to take heed of the allurement of

one Count Rous'llon, a foolish, idle boy, but,

for all that, very ruttish: I pray you, sir, put it

up again.

I Sold. Nay, I '11 read it first, by your favour.

Far. My meaning in 't, I protest, %\as very
honest in the behalf of the maid ; for I knew the

young count to be a dangerous and lascivious

boy, who is a whale to virginity, and devours
up all the fry it finds.

Fer. Damnable ! both sides rogue

!

1 Sold. [A'^aa'j.] Whenheswearsoaihs, bid him drop
gold, and take it :

After lie scores, he never pays the score
;

Half won is match well made ; match, and well make it;

He ne er pays after-debts, take it before
;

And say a soldier. Dian, told thee this,

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss ;

For count ot this, the count's a foo! I know it,

Who^ays before but not when tc does owe it.

Thine, as he vow'd to ihe^ in thine ear,

Parolles.

Ber. He shall be whipped through the army
with this rhyme in his forehead

2 Lord This is your devoted friend, sir, the

manifold linguist, and the armipotent soldier.

Ber. I could endure anything before but a
cat, and now he 's a cat to me.

I Sold. I perceive, sir, by our general's looks
we shall be fain to hang you.

Par. My life, sir, in any case : not that I am
afraid to die, but that, my offences being many,
I would repent out the remainder of nature :

let me live, sir, in a dungeon, i' the stocks, ar
anywhere, so I may live.

I Sold. We '11 see what may be done, so you
confess freely ; therefore, once more to this

Captain Dumain : you have answered to his re-

putation with the duke, and to his valour : what
is his honesty?

Far. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a
cloister ; for rapes and ravishments he parallels
Kessus. He professes not keeping of oaths;

in breaking them he is str9nger than Hercules.

He will lie, sir, with such volubility that you
would think truth were a fool : drunkenneis is

his best virtue, for he will be swine-drunk ; and
in his sleep he does little harm, save to his bed-

clothes about him ; but they know his conditions

and lay him in straw. I have but little more
to say, sir, of his honesty; he has everything

that an honest man should net have ; what an
honest man should have he has nothing.

I Lord. I begin to love him for this,

Ber. For this description of thine honesty?
A pox upon him for me ; he is more and more
a cat.

I Sold. \Miat say you tc his expertness in

war?
Par. Faith, sir, has led the drum before the

English tragedians,—to belie him I will not,

—

and more of his soldiership I know net. except
in that country he had the honcui tc be the

officer at'a place there called Mile-end tc in-

struct for the doubling of files , I would do the

man what honour I can, but of this 1 am not

certain.

I Lord. He halh out-villanied villany sc far

that the rarity redeems him.

Ber. A pox on him he "g a cat still.

I Sold. His qualities being at this poor price,

I need not to ask you if gold will corrupt him
to revolt.

Far. Sir, for a quart d''ecH he will sell the

fee-simple of hir salvation, the inheritance of

it; and cut the entail from all remainders, and
a perpetual succession for it perpetually.

1 Sold. V\"hat 's his brother, the other Cap-
tain Dumain:

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me?
I Sold. What's he?
Par. E'en a crow of the same nest ; not al-

together so great as the first in goodness, but
greater a great dea! in evil. He excels his

brother for a coward, yet his brother is reputed

one of the best that is . in a retreat he outnin?

any lackey ; marry, in coming on he has the

cramp.
I Sold If your life be saved, will you under-

take to betray the Florentine?

Far Ay, and the captain of his horse. Count
Rousillon.

I Sold. I '11 whisper with the genera), and
know his pleasure.

Far. I '11 no more drumming ; a plague of all

drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and to

beguile the supposition of that lascivious young
boy, the count, have I run into this danger:
yet who would have suspected an ambush where
I was taken? {Aiide,
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soldier? Come, bring forth this counterfeit

model : has deceived me like a double-meaning

prophesier.

2 LorJ. Bring him forth. [Exeun/ Soldiers. ]

lias sat in the stooks all night, poor gallant

knave.
£er. No matter; his heels have deserved it,

in usurping his spurs so long. How does he

carry himself?

1 Lord. I have told your lordship already;

the stocks carry him. But to answer you as

you would be understood; he weeps like a

wench that had shed her milk: he hath con-

fessed himself to Morgan, whom he supposes to

be a friar, from the time of his remembrance
to this very instant disaster of his setting i' the

stocks : and what tliink you he hath confessed?

£er. Nothing of me, has he?
2 Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall

be read to his face : if your lordship be in 't, as

I believe you are, you must have the patience to

hear it.

Re-enter Soldiers, with Parolles.

Ber. A plague upon him! muffled! he can
say nothing of me ; hush, hush !

I Lord. Hoodman comes ! Porto tarfarossa.

I Sold. He calls for the tortures: what will

you say without 'em?
Par. I will confess what I know without con-

straint ; if ye pinch me like a pasty I can say

no more.
I Sotd. Bosko chimiirco.

I Lord. Boblibindo chiatrmurco.

I Sold. You are a merciful general :—Our
general bids you answer to what I shall ask you
out of a note.

Par, And truly, as I hope to live.

I Sold. First demand of him how 7?iany horse

the duke is strong. What say you to that ?

Par. Five or six thousand; but very weak
and unserviceable : the troops are all scattered,

and the commanders very poor rogues, upon
my reputation and credit, and as I hope to live.

I Sold, Shall I set down your answer so?

Par. Do; I '11 take the sacrament on'l, how
and which way you will. [slave is this !

Ber. AH 's one to him. Wliat a past-saving

1 Lord. You are deceived, my lord ; this is

Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist (that

was his own phrase), that had the whole theoric

of war in the knot of his scarf, and the practice

in the chape of his dagger.

2 Lord, I will never trust a man again for

keeping his sword clean; nor believe he can
have everything in him by wearing his apparel
n^-aily.

I Sold Well, that 's set down.
Par Five or six thousand horse, I said,—

I

will say true,—or thereabouts, set down,—for

I '11 speak truth.

I Lord. He 's very near the truth in this.

Ber. But I con him no thanks for 't in the
nature he delivers it.

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you say.

I Sold. Well, that 's set down.
Par. I humbly thank you, sir: a truth's a

truth, the rogues are marvellous poor.

1 Sold. Demandofhim of what strength they
are afoot. What say you to that?

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this

present hour I will tell true. Let me see-.

Spurio a hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many,
Corambus so many, Jacques so many ; Guiltian,

Cosmo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two hundred
fifty each: mine own company, Chitopher,
Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred fifty each: so
that the muster-file, rotten and sound, upon my
life, amounts not to fifteen thousand poll; half
of the which dare not shake the snow from off

their cassocks lest they shake themselves to

pieces.

Ber. What shall be done to him ?

I Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks.

Demand of him my condition, and what credit

I have with the duke.

I Sold. Well, that 's set dcwn. Yoii shall

demand of him tuhcther one Captarn Diimain
be f tlie camp, a Frenchman , what his repzita-

tion is with the duke, what his valour, honesty,

expertness in wars ; or whether he thinks it were
7iot possible, with well-weighing sums ofgold, to

corrupt him to a revolt.

What say you to this? what do you know of it?

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the

particular of the inter'gatories : demand them
singly.

I Sold. Do you know this Captain Dumain?
Par. I know him: he was a botcher's

'prentice in Paris, from whence he was whipped
for getting the shrieve's fool with child : a dumb
innocent that could not say him nay.

[l Lord lifts tip his hand in anger,

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands

;

though I know his brains are forfeit to the next

tile that falls.

I Sold. Well, is this captain in the Duke of

Florence's camp?
Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy.

I Lord. Nay, look not so upon me ; we sliall

hear of your lordship anon.

I Sold. Whal is his reputation with the duke?
Par. The duke knows him for no other but

a poor officer of mine ; and writ to me this other

I
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day to turn him out o' the band : I think I have
his letter in my pocket.

I Sold. Marry, we 'II search.

Par. In good sadness, I do not know ; either

it is there or it is upon a file, with the duke's

other letters, in my tent.

I Sold. Here 'tis ; here 's a paper. Shall I

read it to you ?

Par. I do not know if it be it or no.

Ber. Oar interpreter does it well.

I Lord. Excellently.

I Sold. YReads.'X Dian, the Counts afool, attd

full ofgold,—
Flo: That is not *he duke's letter, sir ; that

is an advertisement to a proper maid in Florence,

one Diana, to take heed of the allurement of

one Count Kous'llon, a foolish, idle boy, but,

for all that, very rutlish: I pray you, sir, put it

up again.

I Sold. Nay, I '11 read it first, by your favour.

Par. ATy meaning in 't, I protest, uas very

honest in the behalf of the maid ; for I knew the

young count to be a dangerous and lascivious

boy, who is a whale to virginity, and devours
up all the fry it finds.

Ber. Damnable ! both sides rogue

!

1 Sold. [A'<f(Z(/j.] Whenheswearsoalhs.biJhim drop
gold, and take it r

After lie bcores, he never pays the score ;

Half won is match well made ; match, and well make it;

He neer pays after-debts, take it before
;

And say a soldier, Dian. told thee this,

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss ;

For count of this, the count 's a foo! I know it,

Whojaays before but not when tc does owe it.

Thine, as he vow'd lo ihe? m tame ear,

Pakolles.

Ber. He shall be whipped through the army
with this rhyme in his forehead

2 Lord This is your devoted friend, sir, the

manifold linguist, and the armipotent soldier.

Ber. I could endure anything before but a
cat, and now he 's a cat to me.

I Sold. I perceive, sir, by our general's looks
we shall be fain to hang you.

Par. My life, sir, in any case: not that I am
afraid to die, but that, my offences being many,
I would repent out the remainder of nature :

let me live, sir, in a dungeon, i' the stocks, or

anywhere, so I may live.

I Sold. We '11 see what may be done, so you
confess freely; therefore, once more to this

Captain Dumain : you have answered to his re-

putation with the duke, and to his valour : what
is his honesty ?

Far. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a
cloister ; for rapes and ravishments he parallels
Jiessus. He professes not keeping of oaths

;

in breaking them he is str9nger than Hercules.

He will lie, sir, with such volubility that you
would think truth were a fool : drunkenness is

his best virtue, for he will be swine-drunk ; and
in his sleep he does little harm, save to his bed-

clothes about him ; but they know his conditions

and lay him in straw. I have but little more
to say, sir, of his honesty ; he has everything

that an honest man should net have ; what aa
honest man should have he has nothing.

I Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber. For this description of thine honesty?
A pox upon him for me ; he is more and more
a cat.

I Sold. What say you tc his expertness in

war?
Par. Faith, sir, has led the drum, before the

English tragedians,— to belie him I will not,

—

and more of his soldiership I know net, except
in that country he had the honcui tc be the

officer at a place there called Mile-end; to in-

struct for the doubling of files, I would do the

man what honour I can, but of this 1 am. not

certain.

I Lord. He hath out-villanied villany so far

that the rarity redeem.? him.
Ber. A pox on him he"o a cat still.

I Sold. His qualities being at this poor price,

I need not to ask you if gold will corrupt him
to revolt.

Par. Sir, for a quart d^cu he will sell the

fee-simple of hir salvation, the inheritance of

it ; and cut the entail from all remainders, and
a perpetual succession for it perpetually.

1 Sold. VNhat 's his brother, the other Cap-
tain Dumain.'

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me?
I Sold. What 's he?
Par. E'en a crow of the same nest ; not al-

together so great as the first in goodness, but
greater a great deal in evil. He excels his

brother for a coward, yet his brother is reputed

one of the best that is . in a retreat he outrun?

any lackey : marry, in coming on he has the

cramp.
1 Sold If your life be saved, will you under-

take to betray the Florentine?

Par Ay, and the captain of his horse. Count
Rousillon.

I Sold. I '11 whisper with the genera), and
know his pleasure.

Par. I '11 no more drumming; a plague of all

drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and to

beguile the supposition of that lascivious young
boy, the count, have I run into this danger:

yet who would have suspected an ambush where
I was taken? \^Ande»
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1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you

must die : the general says, you that have so

traitorously discovered the secrets of your army,

and made such pestiferous reports of men very

nobly held, can serve the world for no honest

use; therefore you must die. Come, heads-

man, off with his head.

Par. O Lord ! sir, let me live, or let me see

my death.

1 Sold. That shall you, and take your leave

of all your friends. \Uninttffiitig him.

So look about you: know you any here?

Ber. Good morrow, noljje captain.

2 Lord. God bless you, Captain Parollcs.

1 Lord. God save you, noble captain.

2 L.ord. Captain, what greeting will you to

ray Lord Lafeu? I am for France.

I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a

copy of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf

of the Count Rousillon? an I were not a very

coward I 'd compel it of you ; but fare you well.

[Exetiiil Bertram, Lords, &c.

I Sold. You are undone, captain : all but

your scarf; that Iilis a knot on 't yet.

Far. Wlio cannot be crushed with a plot?

I Sold. If you could find out a country where
but women were that had received so much
shame, you might begin an impudent nation.

Fare you well, sir; I am for France too: we
sii.ill speak of you there. [Exit.

Par. Yet I am thankful : if my heart were
great,

'Twould burst at this. Captain I '11 be no
more

;

But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft

As captain shall : simply the thing I am
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a

braggart.

Let him fear this ; for it will come to pass

That every braggart shall be found an ass.

Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! and, Parolles, live

Safest in shame ! being fool'd, by foolery thrive !

There's place and means for every man alive.

1 '11 after them. [Exit.

Scene IV.

—

Fi.orenxe. A Room in the

Widow's House.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana.

IIcl. That you may well perceive I have not

wrong'd you.

One of the greatest in the Christian world
Shall be my surety; 'fore whose throne 'tis

needful,

Fre I can perfect mine intents, to kneel:
T ime was I did him a desired office,

Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude

Through flinty Tartar's bosom would peep loilh,

And answer, thanks : I duly am informed
His grace is at Marseilles; to which place

We have convenient convoy. You must know
I am supposed dead : the army breaking.

My husband hies him home; where, heaven
aiding.

And by the leave of my good lord the king,

We '11 be before our welcome.
]Vid. Gentle madam,

You never had a servant to whose trust

Your business was more welcome.
Ilel. Nor you, mistress.

Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labour

To recompense your love : doubt not but heaven

Hath brought me up to be your daughter's

dower,
As it hath fated her to be my motive
And helper to a husband. But, O strange men !

That can such sweet use make of what they

hate,

When saucy trusting of the cozen'd thoughts

Defiles the pitchy night ! so lust doth play

With what it loathes, for that which is away:
But more of this hereafter.—You, Diana,

Under my poor instructions yet must suffer

Something in my behalf.

Dia. Let death and honesty

Go with your impositions, I am yours

Upon your will to suffer.

Hel. Yet, I pray you:

Bat with the word the time will bring on
summer.

When briers shall have leaves as well as thorns.

And be as sweet as sharp. We must away

;

Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revives us:

All's well that ends well: still the fine's the

crown

:

Whate'er the course, the end is the renown.
[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Rousillon. A Room in the

Countess's Palace.

Enter CoUNTESS, Lafeu, and QXown.

Laf. No, no, no, your son was misled wiih

a snipt-taffeta fellow there, whose villamus

saffron would have made all the unbaked and
doughy youth of a nation in his colour : your

daughter-in-law had been alive at this hour,

and your son here at home, more advanced by

the king than by that red-tailed humble-bee I

speak of.

Coicnt. I would I had not known him! it

was the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman
that ever nature had praise for creating : if she

had partaken of my flesh, and cost me liie
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dearest groans of a mother, I could not have

owed he.' a more rooted love.

Laf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady:

we way pick a thousand salads ere we light on
such another herb.

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet mar-

joram of the salad, or rather, the herb of grace.

Laf. They are not salad-herbs, you knave

;

they are nose-herbs.

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I

have not much skill in grass.

Laf. Whellier dost thou profess thyself,—

a

knave or a fool ?

Clo. A fool, sir, at a woman's service, and a

knave at a man's.

Laf. Your distinction?

C/o. I would cozen the man of his v/ife, and
do his service. [deed.

Lm/. So you were a knave at his service, in-

C/o. And I would give his wife my bauble,

sir, to do her service.

Laf. I will subscribe for thee ; thou art both
knave and fool.

C/o. At your service.

Laf. No, no, no.

C/o. Why, sir, if I cannot ser%'e you, I can
S£rve as great a prince as you are.

Laf. Who's that? a Frenchman?
C/o. Faith, sir, 'a has an English name ; but

hi? phisnomy is more hotter in France than

there.

Litf. What prince is that ?

C/o. The black prince, sir; a/ias, the prince

of darkness; a/ias, the devil.

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purse: I give

tliee not this to suggest thee froin thy master

tliou talkest of; serve him still.

C/o. I am a v.oodland fellow, sir, that a!-

v.'ays loved a great fire ; and the master I speak
e'f ever keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the

prince of the world; let his ncbilily remain in

lis court. I am for the house with the narrow
v i^e, which I take to lie too little for pomp to

i-Uer: some that humble themselves may; but

the many will be too chiil and tender; and
they'll be for the flow'ry way that leads to the

broad gate and the great fire.

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a-weary of

thee; and I tell thee so before, because I would
not fall out with thee. Go thy ways ; let my
horses be well looked to, without any tiicks.

C/o. If I put any tricks upon 'em, sir, they
shall be jades' tricks; which are their ov/n
right by the law of nature. [Exit.

Laf A shrewd knave, and an unhappy.
Coimt. So he is. My lord that 's gone made

himself much sport out of him : by his authority

he remains here, which he thinks is a patent
for his sauciness; and, indeed, he has no pace,
but runs where he will.

Laf. I like him well; 'tis not amiss. And
I was about to tell you, since I heard of the
good lady's death, and that my lord your son
was upon his return home, I moved the king
my master to speak in the behalf of my daugh-
ter; which, in the minority of them both, his

majesty, out of a self-gracious remembrance,
did first propose: his highness hath promised
me to do it : and, to stop up the displeasure he
hath conceived against your son, there is no
fitter matter. How does your ladyship like it?

Count. With very much content, my lord;

and I wish it hap[)!iy effected.

Laf. His highness conies post from Mar-
seilles, of as able body as when he numbered
thirty; he will be here to-morrow, or I am de-

ceived by him that in such intelligence hath
seldom failed.

Count. It rejoices me that I hope I shall see

him ere I die. I have letters that my son will

be here to-night : I shall beseech your lordship

to remain with me till they meet together.

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what
manners I might safely be admitted.

Count. You need but plead your honourable
privilege.

LMf. Lady, of that I have made a bold char-

ter; but, I thank my God, it holds yet.

Re-enter Clown.

C/o. O madam, yonder 's my lord your son
with a patch of velvet on 's face ; whetlier there

be a scat under it or no, the velvet knows; but
'lis a goodly patch of velvet : his left cheek is a

cheek of two pile and a half, but his right check
is worn bare.

Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a
good livei7 of honour ; so belike is that.

C/o. But it is your carbonadoed face.

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you; I

long to talk with the young noble soldier.

C/o. Faith, there's a dozen of 'em, with

delicate fine hats, and most courteous feathers,

which bow the head and nod at every man.
\_E^:eii)it.

ACT V.

Scene 1.

—

Marseilles. A Street.

Enter HELENA, Widow, andDlA^A, ivi'Ji

tzvo Attendants.

LLcl. But this exceeding posting day and
night

Must wear your spirits low: we cannot help lit
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But since you have made the days and nights

as one,

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs,

Be bold you do so grow in my requital

As nothing can unroot you. In happy lime ;

—

Enter a Gentleman.

This man may help me to his majesty's ear.

If he would spend his power.—God save you>

sir.

Gent. And you.

HeL Sir, I have seen you in the court of

France.

Gent. I have been sometimes there.

Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not

fallen

From the report that goes upon your goodness;
And therefore, goaded with mostsharp occasions,

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to

The use of your own virtues, for the which
I shall continue thankful.

Gent. What 's your will?

Hel, That it will please you
To give this poor petition to the king

;

And aid me with that store of power you have
To come into his presence.

Gent. The king 's not here.

ffel. Not here, sir?

Gent. Not indeed

:

He hence remov'd last night, and with more
haste

Than is his use.

Wid. Lord, how we lose our pains 1

Hel. All 's well that ends well yet.

Though time seem so adverse and means unfit.

—

I do beseech you, whither is he gone?
Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon;

Wliither I am going.

Hel. I do beseech you, sir.

Since you are like to see the king before me.
Commend the paper to his gracious hand ;

Which I presume shall render you no blame,
But rather make you thank your pains fcr it

:

I will come after you, with what good speed
Our means will make us means.

Gent. This I '11 do for you.

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well

thank'd,
Whate'er falls more.—We must to horse again;

—

Go, go, provide. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rousii.lon. The inner Court of
the Countess's Palace.

Enter Clown and Paroli.es.

Par. Good Monsieur Lavatch, give my Lord
Lafeu this letter: I have ere now, sir, been

better known to you, when I have held famili-

arity with fresher clothes; but I am now, :ir,

muddied in fortune's mood, and smell some-
what strong of her strong displeasure.

Clo. Truly, fortune's displeasure is but slut-

tish if it smell so strongly as thou speakest of:

I will henceforth eat no fish of fortune's butter-

ing. Pr'ythee, allow the wind.
Par. Nay, you need not to stop your nose,

sir; I spake but by a metaphor.
Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor slink, I

will stop my nose; or against any man's meta-
phor. Pr'ythee, get thee further.

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paf)er.

Clo. Foh, pr'ythee, stand away: a paper

from fortune's close-stool to give to a noble-

man ! Look, here he comes himself.

Enter L.-.FEU.

Here is a pur of fortune's, sir, or of for-

tune's cat (but not a m.usk-cat), that has fallen

into the unclean fishpond of her displeasure,

and, as he says, is muddied withal: pray you,

sir, use the carp as you may; for he looks like

a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolish, rascally

knave. I do pity his distress in my smiles of

comfort, and leave him to your lordship. .

{Exit}
Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune

hath cruelly scratched.

Laf. And what would you have me to do?
'tis too late to pare her nails now. Wherein
have you played the knave with fortune, that

she should scratch you, who of herself is a good
lady, and would not have knaves thrive long

under her? There's a quart decit for you:
let the justices make you and fortune friends

;

I am for other business.

Par. I beseech your honour to hear me one
single word.

Laf. You beg a single penny more: come,
you shall ba't : save your word.

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles.

Laf. You beg more than one word then.

—

Cox' my passion ! give me your hand :—how
does your drum?

Par. O my good lord, you were the first

that found me.

Laf, Was I, in sooth? and I was the first

that lost thee.

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring mc )n

some grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf. Out upon thee, knave ! dost thou put

upon me at once both the office of God and
the devil? one brings thee in grace, and the

other brings thee out. [Trumpets sound.']

The king's coming; I know by his trumpets.
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•—Sirrah, inquire further after me ; I had talk

of you last night : though you are a fool and a
knave, you shall eat : go to ; follow.

Par. I praise God for you. \^Exetint.

Scene IIL— The same. A Room in the

Countess's Palace.

Flonrish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu,
Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, &c.

Khig. We lost a jewel of her ; and our esteem
Was made much poorer by it : but your son,

As mad in fully, lack'd the sense to know
Her estimation home.

Count. 'Tis past, my liege :

And I beseech your majesty to make it

Natural rebellion, done i' the blaze of youth,
When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force,

O'erbears it, and burns on.

King. My honour'd lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten all

;

Though my revenges were high bent upon him,
And watch'd the time to shoot.

Laf. This I must say,

—

But first, I beg my pardon,—the young lord

Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady,

Offence of mighty note; but to himself
The greatest wrong of all: he lost a wife
Whose beauty did astonish the survey
Of richest eyes; whose words all ears took

captive

;

Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn'd to

serve

Humbly call'd mistress.

King. Praising what is lost

Makes the remembrance dear.—Well, call him
hither;

—

We are reconcil'd, and the first view shall kill

All repetition :—let him not ask our pardon;
The nature of his great oft'ence is dead.
And deeper than oblivion do we bury
The incensing relics of it; let him approach,
A stranger, no offender; and inform him,
So 'tis our will he should.

Gent. I shall, my liege.

{Exit Gentleman.
King. WTiat says he to your daughter? have

you spoke?
Laf. All that he is hath reference to your

highness.

King. Then shall we have a match. I have
letters sent me

That set him high in fame.

Enter BERTRAM.

Laf. He looks well on 't.

King. I am not a day of season,

For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail
In me at once : but to the brightest beams
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth.
The time is fair again.

Per.
_

My high-repented blames,
Dear sovereign, pardon to me.
King. All is whole ;

Not one word more of the consumed time.
Let 's take the instant by the forward top

;

For we are old, and on our quick'st decrees
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time
Steals ere we can effect them. You remember
The daughter of this lord?

Per. Admiringly, my liege : at first

I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue

:

Where the impression of mine eye infixing,

Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me,
Which warp'd the line of every other favour;
Scorned a fair colour, or express'd it stolen;

Extended or contracted all proportions
To a most hideous object : thence it came
That she whom all men prais'd, and whom

myself,

Siiice I have lost, have lov'd, was in mine eye
The dust that did offend it.

King. Well excus'd

:

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores
away

From the great compt: bu^ love that comes too
late.

Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried,

To the great sender turns a sour offence,

Crying, That 's good that 's gone. Our rash
faults

Make trivial price of serious things we have.
Not knowing them until we know their grave:
0.'"t our displeasures, to ourselves unjust.

Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust:

Our own love waking cries to see that's done.
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon.

Be this sweet Helen's knell, and now forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin

:

The main consents are had ; and here we'll stay

To see our widower's second marriage-day.

Cotmt. Which better than the first, O dear
heaven, bless

!

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cesse

!

Laf. Come on, my son, in whom my house's

name
Must be digested, give a favour from you,

To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter,

That she may quickly come.

—

[Bertram gives a ring to Lafeo.
By my old beard.

And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead»
Was a sweet creature : such a ring as this,
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The lasi that e'er 1 took her leave at court,

I saw upon her finger.

Ber. Iler's it was not.

King. Now, pray you, let me iee it ; for

mine eje.

While I was speaking, oft was fasten'd to it.

—

This ring was mine, and when I gave il Helen
1 bade her, if her fortunes ever stood

Necessitated to help, that by this token
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to

'reave her

Of what should stead her most?
Ber. My gracious sovereign,

Howe'er it pleases you to take it so,

The ring was never hers.

Count, Son, on my life,

I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon'd it

At her life's rate.

Laf. I'm sure I saw her wear it.

Ber. You are dcceiv'd, my lord ; she never

Siiw il

:

In Florence was it from a casement thrown me,
Wrapp'd in a paper, which contain'd the name
Of her that threw it: noLle she was, and

ihouglit

I stood eni^ag'd : but when I had subscrib'd

To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully

I could not answer in that course of honour

As she had made the overiure, she ceas'd,

In heavy satisfaction, and would never

Receive the ring again.

King. Plutus himself.

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine,

I lath not in nature's mystery more science

Than I have in this ring: 'twas mine, 'twas

Helen's,

Whoever gave it you. Then, if you know
Tliat you are well acquainted with yourself,

Confess 'twas hers, and by what rough en-

forcement
Vou got it from her : she call'd the saints to

surety

That she would never put it from her finger

Unless she gave it to yourself in bed,

—

Where you have never come,—or sent it us

Upon her great disaster.

Ber. She never sav.- it.

King. Thou speak'st it falsel)-, as I love

mine honour;
A".rl niak'st conjectural fears to come into me
W hich I would fain shut out. If it should prove

That thou art so inhuman,—'twill not prove

so:—
And yet I know not:—thou didst hate her

deadly.

And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close

Xi^i eyes myself, could win me to beiieve

More than to see tliis ring.—Take him away.—
[Guards seize Eeki ram-

My fore-past proofs, howe'er the matter fall,

Shall tax my fears of little vaiiity,

Having vainly fear'd too little.—A"ay with

him ;

—

We '11 sift this matter further.

Ber. If you shall prove

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy

Prove t'nat I husbanded her bed in Florence,

Where yet she never was. {^Ejcit. guarded.

King. I am wrapp'd in dismal think irigi».

Enter a Gentleman.

Cent. Gracious, sovereign,

Whether I have been to blame or no, I know
not:

Here 's a petition from a Florentine,

^\'ho hath, for four or five removes, come short

To tender it herself. I undertook it,

Vanquish'd thereto by the fair grace and speech
Of the poor suppliant, who by this, I know.
Is here attending: her business looks in her

With an importing visage; and she told me.
In a sv.eet verbal brief, it did concern
Your highness with herself.

King. \^J\eads.'\ Upon his many protestaticns

to marry me, when his wife was dead, 1 blmh.

to say it, he won me. Now is the Count Kou-
silion a widower; his vows are forfeited to irie,

and my honour''s paid to him. He stole fioi:i

Florence, taking no leave, and I follow him to

his country fot justice: grant it me, king;

in you il best lies ; otherwise a seducerflourishes^

and a poor maid is undone.
Diana Cafulet.

Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair,

and toll this: I '11 none of him.

King. The heaven'shave thought well on thee,

Lafeu,

To bring forth this discovery.—Seek these

suitors:

—

Go speedily, and bring again the count.

[Exeunt Gentleman, and some Attendants.

I am afeard the life of Helen, lady,

Was foully snatch"d.

Co7tnt. Nov/, justice on the doers

!

Enter Bertram, guarded.

King. I wonder, sir, since wives are mon-
sters to you,

And that you fly them as you swear them

loidship,

Vet you desire to marry.—What woman 's that?

Re-enter Gentleman, with Widow and Diana.

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched FU-^rendne,
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Derived from the ancient Capulet;

My suit, as I do understand, you know,
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

H7d. I am her mother, sir, whose age and
honour

Both suffer under this complaint we brin^,

And both shall cease, without your remedy.
King. Come hither, count ; do you know

these women?
Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny

Bat that I know them : do they charge me
further ?

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your
wife.

Bcr. She 's none of mine, my lord.

Dia. If you shall marry.
You give away this hand, and that is mine ;

Vou give away heaven's vows, and those are

mine
;

You give away myself, which is known mine

;

For I by vow am so embodied yours
That she which marries you must marry me,
Either both or none.

Laf. [To Bertram.] Your reputation comes
too short for my daughter ; you are no husband
for her.

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate

creature

Whom sometimes I have laugh 'd with : let your
highness

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour
Than for to think that I would sink it here.

Kiug. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them
iil to friend

Till your deeds gain them: fairer prove your
honour

Than in my thought it lies

!

Dia. Good, my lord,

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think

He had not my virginity.

King. Wiiat say'st thou to her?
Ber. She 's impudent, my lord

;

And was a common gamester to the carnp.

Dia, Pie dees me wrong, my lord; if I were
so

He might have bought me at a common price:

Do not believe him. O, behold this ring.

Whose high respect and rich validity

Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that.

He gave it to a commoner o' the camp,
If I be one.

Count. He blushes, and 'tis it

:

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem,

I

Conferr'd by testament to the sequent issue,

:
Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his

wife

;

,
That ring 's a thousand proofs.

King. Melhought you said

You saw one here in court could witness it.

Dia, I did, my lord, but loath am to produco
So bad an instrument; his name's Parolles.

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be.

King. Find him, and bring hirn hither.

[if.vzV an Attendant.
Ber. What of hill:?

Me 's quoted for a most perfidious slave.

With all the spots o' the world tax'd and de-

bosh'd :

^^'^lose nature sickens but to speak a truth:

Am I or that or this for what he'll utter.

That will speak anything?
King. She hath that ring of yours.

Ber. I think she has: certain it is I lik'd

her,

And boarded her i' the wanton way of youth •

She knew her distance, and did angle for me,
Madding my eagerness with her restraint,

As all impediments in fancy's course

Are motives of more fancy; and, in fine.

Her infinite coming with her modern grace,

Subdued me to her rate: she got the ring;

And I had that which any inferior might
At market-price have bought.

Dia. I must be patient:

You that have turn'd off a first so noble wile

May justly diet me. I pray jou yet,

—

.Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husliand,—
Send lor your ring, I will return it home,
And give me mine again.

Ber. I have it not.

King. Wliat ring was )Ours, I pray you?
Dia. Sir, much like

The same upon your finger.

King. Know you this ring? this ring was
his of late.

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed.

King. The story, then, goes false you threw
it him

Out of a casement.

Dia. I have spoke the truth.

Ber. Rfy lord, I do confess the ring was hers.

King. You boggle shrewdly j eveiy feather

starts you.

—

Re-cnicr Attendant, wilh Paroli.es.

Is this the man you speak of?

Dia. Ay, my lord.

King. Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, I

charge you,

Not fearing the displeasure of your master,

—

Which, on your just proceeding, I 11 keep off,

—

By him and by tliis woman here what know
you ?

Bar. So please your majesty, my master hath
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been an honourable gentleman ; tricks he hath

had in him, which gentlemen have.

King. Come, come, to the purpose : did he
love this woman ?

Par. Faith, sir, he did love her ; but how ?

King. How, I pray you?
rar. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman

loves a woman.
King. How is that?

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not.

King. As thou art a knave and no knave.

—

What an equivocal companion is this !

Far. I am a poor man, and at your majesty's

command.
Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a

rau;^lity orator.

Did. Do you know he promised me marriai^e?

I^ar. Faith, I know more than I '11 speak.

King. But wilt thou not speak all thou

know'st?
Par. Yes, so please your majesty; I did go

between them, as I said : but more than that,

he loved her,—for, indeed, he was mad for

her, and talked of Satan, and of limbo, and of

furies, and I know not what : yet I was in that

credit with them at that time that I knew of

their going to bed ; and of other motions, as

promising her marriage, and things which would
i].;rive me ill-will to speak of; therefore I will

not speak what I know.
King, Thou hast spoken all already, unless

thou canst say they are married : but thou art

too fine in thy evidence ; therefore stand aside.

—

1 !iis ring, you say, was yours ?

Dia. Ay, my good lord.

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave

it you ? [it.

Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy
King. Who lent it you ?

Dia. It was not lent me neither.

King. Where did you find it tlien ?

Dia. I found it not.

King. If it were yours by none of all these

ways.
How could you give it him ?

Dia. I never gave it him.

Laf. This woman 's an easy glove, my lord
;

she goes off and on at pleasure.

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his first

wife.

Dia. It might be yours or hers, for aught I

know.
King. Take her away, I do not like her now

;

To prison with her : and away with him.

—

Unless thou tell'st me where thou hadst this

ring.

Thou diest within this hour.

Dia. I '11 never tell you
King. Take her away.
Dia. I'll put in bail, my liege.

King. I think thee now some common cus-

tomer.

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you.
King. Wherefore hast thou accus'd him all

this while?
Dia. Because he 's guilty, and he is not ruilty:

Me knows I am no maid, and he'll swear lo'i:

I '11 swear I am a maid, and he knows not.

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ;

I am either maid, or else this old man's wife
\_Pointing to Lai i:i;.

King. She does abuse our ears ; to prison
with her. [sir

;

Dia. Good mother, fetchmy bail.—Stay, royal

\^Exit Widow.
The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for.

And he shall surety me. But for this lord,

Who hath abus'd me, as he knows liimself,

Though yet he never harni'd me, here I quit

him

:

He knows himself my bed he hath defil'd
;

And at that time he got his wife with child.

Dead though she be, she feels her young one
kick ;

So there 's my riddle—One that 's dead is quick ;

And now behold the meaning.

Re-enter Widow uuith Helena.

King. Is there no exorcist

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ?

Is 't real that I see ?

Hel. No, my good loid ;

'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see^
The name, and not the thing.

Ber. Both, both ; O, pardon !

Hel. O, my good lord, when I was like this

maid ;

I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring.

And, look you, here 's your letter. This it

says,

Whenfrom tnyfingeryou can get this ring.

And are by me with child, &'c.—This is done:
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ?

Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know
this clearly,

I "11 love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

Htl. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue,

Deadly divorce step between me and you I

—

O, my dear mother, do I see you living ?

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions ; I shall weep
anon :—Good Tom Drum [to Paroi.LES], lend

me a handkcrcher : so, I thank thee ; wait on

me home, I '11 make sport with thee : let tl.y

courtesies alone, they are scurvy ones.

i
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King. Let us from puint to point this story

know,
To make the even truth in pleasure flow :

—

If thou best yet a fresh uncropped fiower,

\To Diana.
Choose thou ihy husbanu, and I '11 pay thy

d<jwer;

For I can guess tliat, by thy honest aid,

'fii.ju kepl'st a wife herself, thyself a maid.

—

', !f that and all the progress, more and less,

^.-bolveaiy more leisure shall e::press:

All yet seems well ; and if it end so meet.

The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet.

\_Flotnish.

The king 's a beggar, now the play is done

:

All is well-ended if this suit be .von,

That you express content ; which we will pay,

With strife to please you, day exceeding day:

Ours be your patience then, and yours our

parts

;

Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hca-ts.



THE TAMING OF THE SHREW.

PERSONS REPRESENTED.

A Lord.
1

CiiKisTOrilER Sly, a drunken Persons
Tinker. in the

liustsss, Page, Players, Huntsmen, Induction,

and Servants.

Baptista, a rich Gentleman of FaJua.
X'lNCENTlO, an old Cenllevian of Pisa.

L :cENTio, Son to ViNCENTio, in love ivitk

BlANCA.
Petruciiio, a Gentleman of Verona, a Sailor

to Katiiarina.

Ho'ri-ensio,
}?->.;. /.BiAXCA.

Jm'l'^DEU.O,
]servantstol.^5C^^TlO.

Curtis^'
\^^^''^"^^ ^^ Petruchio.

Pedant, an oldfellow set up to personate VlK-
CE.sllO.

Katiiarina, the Shrew,
BlANCA,
Widow.

Daztghters to Bap-
' TISTA.

Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants attending

on Baptista a7id Petruchio.

Scene,—Sometimes in Padua, and sometimes in Petruchio's House in the Country.

INDUCTION.

Scene I.

—

B.tfre an Alehouse on a Heath.

Enter Hostess and Sly.

Sly. I '11 pheeze you, in faith.

Host. A pair of slocks, you rogue !

Sly, Y'are a baggage: the Slys are no
rogues; look in the chronicles; we came in

with Richard Conqueror. Therefore, paucas
pallabris ; let the world slide: sessn !

Host. You will not pa)' for the glasses you
have burst?

Sly, No, not a denier. Go by. Saint Jer-

onimy,—go to thy cold bed and warm thee.

Host. I know my remedy; I must go fetch

the thirdborough. \^Exit.

Sly, Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I '11

rnswer him by law : I '11 not budge aa inch,

boy: let him come, and kindly.

\Lics down on the ground and falls asleep.

Horns winded. Enter a Lord f-om hunting,
with Huntsmen and Servants.

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well
my hounds:

Eiach Merriman,—the poor cur is emboss'd.
And couple Clowder with the deep-moulh'd

brach.

Saw'st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-corner, in the coldest fault?

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound.

1 Hun. \Miy, Belman is as good as he, my
lord

;

He cried upon it at the merest loss.

And twice to-day pick'd out the dullest scent:

Trust me, I take him for the belter dog.
Lord. Thou art a fool : if Echo were as f.cet,

I would esteem him worth a dozen such.

But sup them well, and look unto them all

:

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.

1 Hun. I will, my lord.

Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk?
See, doth he breathe?

2 Hun. 1 le breathes, my lord. Were he not
warm'd with ale,

This were a bed but ccld to sleep so soundly. <"|

Lord. O monstrous beast! how like a swine;

he lies! [ima.^

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine,

Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man. j,

What think you, if he were convey'd to bed,

VVrapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put upon his^^

fingers,

A most delicious banquet by his bed.

And brave attendants near him when he walces,

Would not the beggar then forget himself?

1 Hun. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot

choose.
2 Hujz. It would seem strange unto him when

he wak'd. [less fancy.

Lord. Even as a flattering dream or worth-

Tlicn talce him up, and manage well the jest:—
Carry him gently to my fairest chamber.
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And liang it round with all my wanton pictures:

Bilin his foul head in warm distilled waters,

And burn sweet wood to make the lodging
sweet

:

FiDCure me music ready when he wakes,

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound

;

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight.

And, with a low. submissive reverence.

Say,—What is i' your honour will command?
Let one attcr;d hin' with a silver basin

Full of lose-watc and bestrew'd with flowers;

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper,

And say,^^^'ill 'i .^Icaseyourlordshipcool your

hands?

S ine one be ready with a costly suit.

And ask hni: what apparel he will we:ir ;

Another lell him of his hounds and horse,

And that his lady mourns at his disease:

i'.LSuade him tliat he hath been lunatic;

And, when he says he is, say that he dreams,

] or he is nothing hut a mighty lord.

This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs:

Ii will be pastime passing excellent,

11 it be husbanded with modesty.

I Hun. My lord, I warrant you, we'll pla)

our part,

As he shall think, by our true diligence,

lie is no less than what we say he is. [him ;

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with

And each one to his office when he wakes.

YSoiiic bear out Sly. A irtiinptl sounds.

Siirah, go see what trumpet 'tis that sounds :--

\^Exif Servant.
!' like, some noble gentleman, that means,
1 lavclling some journey, to repose him here,

Ke-enier a Servant.

How now! who is it?

ScTi). An it please your honour,

Mayers that offer service tc youi lordship.

Lord, Bid them come near.

E)iier Plajcrs.

Now, fellows, you are welcome.
1 Play. We thank your honour.
Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night?

2 Play, So please your lordship to accept oui

duty. [member,
Lord. With all my heart.— This fellow I re-

'•'incc once he play'd a farmers eldest son :

—

'

i was where you woo'd the gentlewoman so

well

:

1 i-.ave forgot your name; but, sure, tliat part

^ IS aptly fitted and naturally perform "d.

I LHay. I tliink 'twas Soto that your honour
means.

L.ord. 'Tis ver%-trne: thnudidst it excellent.

—

V>"ell, you are conic to me in happy time

;

The rather for I have some sport in hand,
Wherein your cunning can assist me iriucli.

There is a lord will hear you play to-night:

But I am doubtful of your modtsties;

Lest, over-eying of his odd l>ehavicur,

—

For yet his honour never heard a play,

—

Vou break into some merry passion,

.'\nd so olfcnd him; for I tell you, sirs.

If you should smile, he grows impatient.

I l^lay. Fear not, my lord ; we can contain

ourselves.

Were he the veriest antic in the world.
Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery.

And give them friendly welcome every one:

Let Uiem want nothing that my house afiouls.

{E.xcitut Servant attd Flayeis.

Sirrah, go you to Barthol'mew my page,

[To a Servant.

.'Vnd see him dress'd in all suits like a lady:

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's
el '.amber;

And call him madam, do him obeisance.

Tell him from me,—as he will win my love,

—

He bear himself with hopourable action,

Such as he hath observ'd in noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomplislud:
Such duty to the drunkard let him do,

With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy;

And say,—What is't your honour will com-
mand.

Wherein your lady and your humble wife

May show her duty and make known her love?

And then,—with kind euibracements, tempting
kisses,

And with declining head into his bosom,

—

Hid him shed tears, as being overjoy d

Fo see her noble lord restor'd to health,

\N\\o for this seven years hath esteemed him
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar:
.\nd if the boy have not a woman's gilt.

To rain a shower of commanded tears.

An onion will do well for such a shift

;

Which in a napkin being close conveyed.
Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. [canst:

See this despatch'd with all the haste thou
.Anon I '1! give thee more instructions.

[Exii Servant.

I know the boy will well usurp the grace.

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman:
I long to hear him call the drunkard huyl>nnd ;

And how my men will stay themselves irom
laughter

\\licn they do homage to this simple peasant.

I '11 in to counsel them : haply my presence

May well abate the over-merry sicken,

Wliich otlieywise would grow into extremes.

[^Excuni.
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Scene H. — A Bedchamber in the Lord's

Hoiite.

Sly is discovered in a rich nightgown, with

Aticndanls; some with o.pparel. others with

basin, ewer, and other appurtenances. Enter
Lord, dressed like a Servant.

Sly. For God's sake, a pot of smal! ale.

1 Serv Will \ please your lordship drink a

cup of sack? [these conserves?

2 Serv. VVill 't please your honour taste of

3 Serv. What raimeni will your honour wear
today?

SI)'. I am Christopherc Sly ; call not me
honour nor lordship: I ne'ei drank sack in my
life; and if you give me any conserves, give me
Conserves of beef: ne'er ask me what raiment
I'll wear; for I have no more doublets than
backs, no more stockings than legs, nor no more
shoes than feet,—nay. sometime more feet than

shoes, or such shoes as my toes look through

the overleather. [honour!

Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in your

O, that a mighty man, of such descent^

Of such possessions, and so high esteem.,

Should be infused with so foul o spirit I

Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am.
not I Christopher Sly, old Sly'? son of Burton-

heath; by birth a pedler, by education a card-

m-iker, by transmutation a bear-herd, and now
by present profession a tinker? Ask Marian
1 lacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if she know
me not: il she say I am. not fourteen-pence on
the score for sheer ale, score me up for the

lyingest knave in Christendom. What ! I am
not bestraught : here's

—

[mourn!
1 Serv. O, this it is that makes your lady

2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your servants

droop

!

[your house.

Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred shuns

As Ijeaten hence by your strange lunacy.

O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth !

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banish-

ment,
A:id banish hence these abject lowly dreams.
Look hovv thy servants do attend on thee,

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have music? hark! Apollo plays,

[Music.

And twenty caged nightingales do sing:

Or wilt thou sleep? we '11 have thee to a couch
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed
On purpose trimm'd up for Semiramis.

Say thou will walk ; we will bestrew the ground :

Or wilt thou ride? thy horses shall be trapp'd.

Their harness studded all with gold and pearl.

Dost thou love hawking? thou hast hawks will

soar

Above the morning lark : or will thou hunt?
Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer

them.
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth.

1 Seii\ Say thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds
are as swift

As breathed stags ; ay, fleeter than the roe

2 Serv Dost thou love pictures • we will

fetch thee straight

Adonis painted by a running brook,

And Cyiherea all in sedges hid; [breath.

Which seem to move and wanton with her

Even as the waving sedges play with wind.

Lord. We '11 show thee lo as she was a maid,
And how she was beguiled and surpris'd,

As lively painted as the deed was done.

3 Serv. Or Daphne roaming through a

thorny wood. [bleeds;

Scratching her legs, that one shall swear she

And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep,
Sc workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a
lord:

Thou hast a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waning age. [for thee,

1 Serv. And, ti'l the tears that she hath slicd

Like envious floods, o'er-run her lovely face.

She was the fairest creature in the world

;

And yet she is inferior to none.

Sly. Am I a lord? and have I such a lady?

Or do I dream? or have I dream'd till now?
I do not sleep: I see, I hear, I speak;
I sinell sweet savours, and I feel soft things:

—

Upon my life, I am a lord indeed;
And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly.

—

Well, bring our lady hither tc our sight;

And once again, a pot o' the smallest ale.

2 Serv. Will't please your mightiness to

wash your hands?
[Servants present a etvcr, basin, ajid napkin.

O, how we joy tc see your wit restor'd !

O, that once more you knew but what you are

!

These fifteen years you have been in a dream

;

Or, when you wak'd, so wak'd as if you slept.

Sly. These fifteen years ! by my fay, a

goodly nap.

But did I never speak of all that time?

I Se?^. O yes, my lord ; but verj' idle words:
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber.
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of dooi •

And rail upon the hostess of the house

;

_ .

And say, you would present her at the leet,

Because she brought stone jugs and no scal'd

quarts:

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket.
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Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the house.

3 Serv. Why, sir, you know no house, nor

no such maid

;

Nor no such men as you hare reckon'd up,

—

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece,

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernel!;

And twenty more such names and men as these.

Which never were, nor no man ever saw,

Siy. Now, Lord be thanked for my good
amends.

All. Amen.
Sly. I thank thee: thou shalt not lose by it.

Enter the Page as a lady, with Attendants.

Page. How fares my noble lord? [enough.
Sly. Marry, I fare well; for here is checi

Where is my wife ?

Fage. Here, noble lord: what is thy will

with her?

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me
husband? [man.

My men should call me lord : I am your good-
Page. My husband and my lord, my lord

and husband

;

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well.—What must I call her?

Lord. Madam.
Sly. Al'ce madam, or Joan madam?
Lord. Madam, and nothing else : so lords

call ladies. [dreanrd,

Sly. Madam wife, they say that I have
And slept above some fifteen year or more.

Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me,
Being all this time abandoned from your bed.

Sly. 'Tis much.—Servants, leave me and
her alone.

—

Madam, undress you, and come now to bed.
Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat ofyou

To pardon me yet for a night or two;
Or, if not so, until the sun be set

:

Fur your physicians have expressly charg'dj
In peril to incur your former malady.
That I should yet absent me from your bed:
I hope this reason stands for my excuse.

Sly. Ay, it stands so, that I may hardly
tarry so long. But I would be loath to fall

into my dreams again : I will therefore tarry,

in despite of the flesh and the blood.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Your honour's players, hearing your
amendment,

Are come to play a pleasant comedy

;

For so your doctors hold it very meet,
Seeing too much sadness hath congeal'd your

blood,

"^d melancholy is the nurse of frenzy

:

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play,
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment,
Which bars-a thousand harms and lengthens life.

Sly. Marry, I will ; let them play it. Is not
a commonty a Christmas gambol or a tumbling-
trick? [stuff.

Page. No, my good lord ; it is more pleasing
Sly. What, househ(jId stuff?

Page. It is a kind of history.

Sly. Well, we '11 see 't. Come, madam
wife, sit by my side, and let the world slip: we
shall ne'er be younger. \_Thcy sit d^wn.

ACT I.

Scene I.—P.\du.\. A public Place.

Enter LucENTio and Tr.a.mo.

Luc. Tranio, since, for the great desire I ha
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,

I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy,
The pleasant garden of great Italy;

And, by my father's love and leave, am amrc
With his good-will and thy good company,
My trusty servant, well approv'd in all

;

Here let us breathe, and haply institute

A course of learning and ingenious studies,

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens.

Gave me my being, and my father first,

A merchant of great traffic through the work!
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii.

Vincentio's son, brought up in Florence,

It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv'd.

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds:
And therefore, Tranio, for the time 1 study.

Virtue, and that part of philosophy
Will I apply that treats of happiness

By virtue specially to be achiev'd.

Tell me thy mind ; for I have Pisa left.

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves

A shallow plash to plunge him in the deep,

And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst.

Tra. Mi perdonate, gentle master mine,

I am in all affected a.s yourself;

Glad that you thtis continue your resolve

To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy.

Only, good master, while we do admire
This virtue and this moral discipline,

I^et 's be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray:
Or so devote to Aristotle's ethics

As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur'd:

Balk logic with acquaintance that you hav;?,

And practise rhetoric in your common tail-:

;

Music and poesy use to quicken you ;

The mathematics and the metaphysics.

Fall to them as you find your stomach serve

you;
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No profit grows where is no pleasure ta'en

:

In brief, sir, study what you most afiect.

Lite. Graniercies, Tranio, well dost thou

advise.

If Biondello now were come ashore

We could at once put us in readiness,

And lake a lodging fit to entertain

Such friends as lime in Padua shall beget.

But stay awhile : what company is this?

Tra. Master, some show, to welcome us to

town.

Enter Baptista, Katiiarina, Bianca,
GiiEMio, and HoRTENSio. Lucentio
and Tranio stand aside.

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no further,

For how I firmly am resolv'd you know

;

That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter

B'jfore I have a husband for the elder

:

If either of you both love Katharina,

Because I know you well, and love you well,

Leave shall you have to court her at your

pleasure. [for me.

—

Gre. To cart her rather : she 's too rough

There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife?

Kath. [To Bap.] 1 pray you, sir, is it your

will

To make a stale of me amongst these mates?
Jdor. Mates, maid ! how mean you that ? no

mates for you,

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould.

Kath. V faith, sir, you shall never need to

fear;

I wis it is not half-way to her heart

;

But if it were, doubt not her care should be

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd stool.

And paint your face, and use you like a fool.

llor. From all such devils, good Lord de-

liver us!

Cre. And me too, good Lord !

'J'ra. Hush, master! here is some good pas-

time toward

;

Th.it wench is stark mad, or wonderful froward.

Luc. But in the other's silence do I see

Maid's mild behaviour and sobriety.

Teace, Tranio ! [your fill.

Tra. Well said, master ; mum ! and gaze

Bap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good
V.'hat I have said,—Bianca, get you in:

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca ;

For I will love thee ne'er the less, my girl.

Kath. A pretty peat! it is best

Put finger in the eye,—an she knew why.
Biait. Si.ster, content you in my discontent.

—

Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe

:

My books aiid instruments shall be my company,
On them to look, and practise by myself.

Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou niayst hear

Minerva sj>eak. [Aside.

llor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange?

Sorry am I that our good-will effects

Bianca's grief.

Gre. Why will you mew her up,

Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell.

And make her bear the penance of her tongue?

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; I am resolv'd :

—

Go in, Bianca:

—

\ExitV>WSC\.
And for I know she taketh mo.st delight

In music, instruments, and poetry.

Schoolmasters will I keep witliia my house,

I-'it to instruct her youth.—If you, lIorten.<io,

—

Or, Signior Gremio, you,—know any such,

Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men
I will be very kind, and liberal

To mine own children in good bringing-up:

And so, farewell. Katharina, you may stay

;

For I have more to commune with Bianca.

{Exit.

Kath. Why, and I trust I may go too, may
I not? [belike,

Wliat! shall I be appointed hours; as though,

I knew not what to take and what to leave?

Ha! [Exit.

Gre. You may go to the devil's dam ;
your

gifts are so good here is none will hold you.

Their love is not so great, Hortensio, but we
may blow our nails together, and fast it fairly

out ; our cake's dough on both sides. Fare-

well ;—yet, for the love I bear my sweet

Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit

man to teach her that wherein she delights, I

will wish him to her father.

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio ; but a

word, I pray. Though the nature of our

quarrel yet never brooked parle, know now,
upon advice, it toucheth us both—that we may
yet again have access to our fair mistress, and
be happy rivals in Bianca's love—to labour and
effect one thing specially.

Gre. Wliat'sthat, I pray? [sister.

Hor. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her

Gre. A husband ! a devil.

Lfjr. I say, a husband.
Gre. I say, a devil. Thinkest tliou, Hor-

tensio, though her father be very rich, any man
is so very a fool to be married to hell?

Hor. Tu.sh, Gremio, though it pass your

patience and mine to endure her loud alarinns,

why, man, there be good fellows in the world,

an a man could light on them, would take her

with all faults and money enough.

Gre. I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take hei
dowry with this condition,—to be whipped at

the high-cross every mornmg.
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Hot: Faith, as you say, there 's small choice

in rotten apples. But, come ; since this bar in

law makes us friends, it shall be so far forth

friendly maintained, till, by helping Baptisla's

eldest daughter to a husband, we set his

youngest free for a husband, and thenha%'e to't

alresh.—Sweet Bianca!—Happy man be his

dole ! He that runs fastest gets the ring.

How say you, Signior Gremio?
Gre. I am agreed : and would I had given

him the best horse in Padua tc begin his woo-
i:ig, that would thoroughly woo her, wed her,

and bed her, and rid the house of her. Come
on. [Exeunt Ore. and HoR.

Tra. [Advancing.'^ 1 pray, sir, tell me,— is

it possible

That love should of a sudden take such hold ?

Luc. O Tranio, tiii 1 found it to be true,

I never thought it possible or likely;

But see ! while idiy 1 stood looking on
I found the effect ol love in idleness

:

And now in plainness do confess to thee,—
That art to me as secret and as dear

As Anna tc the Queen of Carthage was,

—

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio,

If I achieve not this young modest girl

:

Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst;

Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt.

Tra, Master, it is nc time to chide you now

;

Affection is not rated from the heart; [so,

—

If love have touch'd you, nought remains but
Kcdime te captitin qiiam queas viinimo.

Luc. Gramercies, lad; go forward; this con-
tents:

The rest will comfort, for thy counsel 's sound.
Tra. Master, you look'd so longly on the

maid,
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all.

Luc. O yes, 1 saw sv.-eet beauty in her face,

S !ch as the daughter of Agenor had, [hand,
1 iiat made great Jove to humble him to her
When v^ith his knees he kiss'd the Cretan strand.

Ira. Saw you no more? mark'd you not how
her sister

Fegan to scold, and raise up such a storm.

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din?
Lnc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move,

And with her breath she did perfume the air;

S-icred and sweet was all I saw in her.

Tra. Nay, then, 'tis time to stir him from
his trance.

I pray, awake, si/. If you love the maid.
Lend thoughts and wits to achieve her. l"hus

it stands :

—

r eldest sister is so airst and shrewd
- ^t, till the father rid his hands of her,

uaster, your love must live a maid at home;

And therefore has he closely mew'd her up,
Because she will not be annoy'd with suitors.

Ltic, Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father 's he

!

But art thou not advis'd he took some care

To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct

her? [plotted.

Tra. Ay, marry, am I, sir; and now 'tis

Luc. I have it, Tranio.

Tra. Master, for my hand.
Both our inventions meet and jump in one.

Luc. Tell me thine first.

Tra. You will be schoolmasterj
And undertake the teaching of the maid

:

That 's your device.

Luc. It is: may it be done?
Tra. Not possible; for who shall bear yorr

And be in Padua here Vincentio's son

;

Keep house, and ply his book; welcome \xs

friends

;

Visit his countrymen and banquet them?
Luc. Basta ; content thee ; for I have it fuIL

We have not yet been seen in any house

;

Nor can we be distinguished by our faces

For man or master : then it follows thus:

—

Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead,

Keep house, and port, and servants, as I should ?

I will some other be; some Florentine,

Some Neapwlitan, or meaner man of Pisa.

'Tis hatch'd, and shall be so:-—Tranio, at onc3
Uncase thee ; take my colour'd hat and cloak:
When Biondello comes he waits on thee

;

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue.

7)-a. So you had need.

[ Tliey exchange habits.

In brief, then, sir, sith it your pleasure is,

And I am tied to be obedient,

—

For so your father charg'd me at our parting

;

Be serznceahle to tny son, quoth he,

Although, I think, 'twas in another sense,

—

I am content to be Lucentio,

Because so well I love Lucentio.

Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves:

And let me be a slave, to achieve tliat maid
Whose sudden sight hath thrali'd my wounded

eye.

Here comes the rogue.

Entef Biondello.

Sirrah, where have you been?

Bion. Where have I been ? Nay, how now

!

where are you?
Master, has my fellow Tranio stolen your clothes?

Or you stolen his? or both? pray, what's the

news?
Luc. Sirrah, come hither; 'tisno time to jest,

And therelore frame your manners to the time.
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Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life,

Puts my apparel and i. ) counienance on,

And I for my escape have put on his;

P'or in a quarrel, yiiice. I came ashore,

I kill'd a man, aiul te.iv 1 was descried.

Wait you on hiui. 1 chaise you, as becomes,

While I make ' ay from hence to save my life:

You understand aief

Bion. I, sir! ne'er a whit.

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ;

Tranio is changVl into Lucentio. [too!

Bion. The better for him; would I were so

T?a. So could I, faith, boy, to have the next

wish after,

—

[daughter.

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista's youngest

But, sirrah,—not for my sake, but your master's,

I advise [companies:

You use your manners discreetly in all kind of

When I am aloiie, why, then I am Tranio

;

Bat in all places else, your master Lucentio.

Liic. Tranio, let's go:

—

One thing more rests, that thyself execute,

—

To make one among these wooers. If thou ask

me why,—
Sufficeth, my reasons are both good and

weighty. {Exeunt.

[l Sei-v. My lord, you nod ; you do not mind
the play.

Sly. Yes, by Saint Anne do I. A good
matter, surely; comes there any more of it?

J\io;e. iMy lord, 'lis but begun.

Sly. 'Tis a very excellent piece of work,

madam lady ; would 'twere done !]

ScEXE II.— The same. Before Hortensio's
House.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio.

Fet. Verona, for awhile I take my leave,

To see my friends in Padua; but, of all.

My best beloved and approved friend,

Ilorlensio; and, I trow, this is his house:

—

Here, sirrah Grumio ; knock, I say.

Grti. Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is

there any man has rebused your worship?

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly.

Gru. Knock you here, sir? why, sir, what

am I, sir, that I should knock you here, sir?

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate,

And rap me well, or I '11 knock your knave's

pate.

Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome: I

should knock you first.

And then I know after who comes by the worst.

Pet. Will it not be?

Faith, sirrah, an you '11 not knock I '11 wring ii

:

I '11 try how yru cap sol-fa, and sing it.

\Ht wrings GrUMIO by the earf,

Gru. Help, masters, help! my master ismrd.
Pet. Now, knock when I bid you; sinan

villain

!

Enter Hortensio.

Nor. How now! what's the matter?—Mv
old friend Grumio! and my good friend

Peiruchio !—How do you all at Verona?
Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the

fray ? Con ttitto il core bene trovato, may I say,

Hor. Alia nostra casa bene venulo, inolto

houorato Sipior inio Petruchio.

Rise, Grumio, rise; we will compound this

quarrel.

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, sir, what he 'leges

in Latin.—If this be not a lawful cause for me
to leave his service,—look you, sir,—he bid me
knock him, and rap him soundly, sir: well, was
it fit for a servant to use his master so ; being,

perhaps,—for ought I see,—two and thirty,—

a

pip out?

Whom would to God I had well knock'd at first,

Then had not Grumio come by the worst.

Pet. A senseless villain!—Good Hortensio,

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate.

And could not get him for my heart to do it.

Gru. Knock at the gate !—O heavens

!

Spake ycu not these words plain,

—

Sirrah,

knock me here.

Pap me here, knock me well, and knock me
soundly ?

And come you now with—knocking at the gate?

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise

you. [pledge

:

Hor. Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio's

Why, this' a hea\^ chance 'twixt him and you,

Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio.
And tell me now, sweet friend, what happy gale

Uiows you to Padua here from old Verona?
Pet. Such wind as scatters young men

through the world,

To seek their fortunes further than at home.
Where small experience grows. But, in a few,

Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me:—
Antonio, my father, is deceased;

And I have thrust myself into this maze,

Haply to wive and thrive as best I may:
Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home,
And so am come abroad to see the world.

Hor. Peiruchio, shall I then come roundly

to thee.

And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour'd wife?

Thou'dst thank me but a little for my counsel:

And yet I '11 promise thee she shall be rich.
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And very rich:— but thou 'rt too much my
friend,

And I 'II not wish thee to her. [we
Pet. Signior I lortensio, 'twixt such friends as

Few words suffice ; and, therefore, if thou know
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife,

—

As wealth is burden of my wooing dance,

—

lie she as foul as was Florentius' love,

As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shrewd
As Socrates' Xantippe, or a worse.

She moves me not, or not removes, at least.

Affection's edge in me—were she as rough

As are the swelling Adriatic seas:

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua;
If wealthily, then happily in Padua.

Gni. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly

what his mind is: why, give him gold enough
and marry him to a puppet or an agkl-bahy

;

ot an old trot with ne'er a tooth in her head,

though she have as many diseases as two and
fiiiy horses: why, nothing comes amiss, so

money comes withal. [far in,

Ilor. Pelrucliio, since we have stepp'd thus

I will continue that I broach'd in jest.

I can, Pelruchio, help thee to a wife

With wealth enough, and young and beauteous ;

I'jiought up as best becomes a gentlewoman;
ller only faull,—and that is faults enough,

—

Is—that she is intolerably curst.

And shrewd, and forward; so beyond all

measure,
That, were my state far worser than it is,

I would not wed her for a mine of gold.

Pet. I lortensio, peace! thou know'st not

gold's effect :

—

Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough

;

I'lir I will board her though she chide as loud

As thunder, when (he clouds in autumn crack.

llor. Her father is Baptista Minola,
An affable and courteous gentleman :

Her name is Katharina Minola,
Kcnown"d in Padua for her scolding tongue.

Pet. I know her father, though I know not

her ;

And he knew my deceased father well

:

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her;

And therefore let me be thus bold with you.

To give you over at this first encounter,

Unless you will accompany me thither.

Gru. I pray you, sir, let him go while the

humour lasts. O' my word, an slie knew him
as well as I do, she would think scolding would
do little good upon him. She may, perhaps,

call him half a score knaves, or so: why, that 's

nothing ; an he begin once, he 'II rail in his rope-

tricks. I 'II tell you what, sir,—an =he stand

him bat a little, he will throw a iigurc m her

face, and so disfigure her with it that she shall

have no more eyes to see withal than a eat.

You know him not, sir.

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee;

For in Baptista's keep my treasure is:

lie hath the jewel of my life in hold.

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca

;

.'\nd her withholds from me, and other nuue,
Suitors to her and rivals in my love:

Su[)i')osing it a thing impossible,

—

I'or those delects I have before rchears'd,—
That ever K.itjiarina will be woo'd.
Therefore this order hath Bajitisla ta'en ;

That none shall have access unto Bianca
Till Katharine the curst have got a husband.

dni. Katharine the curst

!

A title for a maid, of all titles the worst.

llor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me
grace

;

And offer me disg'ais'd in sober robes

To Old Baptista as a schoolmaster

Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca;

Tliat so I may, l)y this device, at least

I lave leave and leisure to make love to her.

And, unsuspected, court her by herself.

Cm. [Asu/e.] Here's no knavery! S( e, to

beg\iile the old folks, how the young folks 1.;/

their heads together ,'

Enter (jRiCMio; with hhn LucEMiO dis-

jfiijsed, 2uith booki under his arm.

Master, master, look about you: who <^;"es

there, lia?

l/or. Peace, Grumio ! 'tis the rival of my It-, e.

Petiucliio, stand by awhile.

(,'rii. A |)ro(ier stripling, and an amorous!
[ 'J'key retire,

(ire. O, very well: I have perused the nde.
I lark you, sir; I'll have lliem very fan!/

bound:
All bo'/ks of love, see that at any hand

;

And see you read no other lectures to her:

\'ou understand me:—over a;.d beside

Si;^nior Baptista's liberality, [l'^>'^.

I "il mend it with a largess:— take your papcis

And l.;t me have them very well [jerlum'd

;

For she is sweeter than perfume itself, [licr?

To whom they go to. What will )ou read \ct

Inc. WHiate'er I read to her I'll plead lor

you
As for iny patron,—stand you so assur'd,-

As firmly as yourself were still in place:

\'ea, and perhaps with more succ(;s3hil words

Than )ou, unless you were a schf)Iar, sir.

Gre. O this learning! what a thing it is!

Gru. O this woodcock! what an ass it is I

PlI. Peace, h.irrah!
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Hor. Grumio, mum!

—

{Coming forward.'\

God save you, Signior Gremio!
Gre. And you 're well met, Signior Hortensio.

Trow you whither I am going?—To Baplisla

^[inola.

I promis'd to inquire carefully

A!)out a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca:

And, by good fortune, I have lighted well

On this young man, for learning and behavinur

I it for her turn; well read in poetry

And other books,—good ones, I warrant you.

/Io7'. 'Tis well; and I have met a gentleman
Ualh promis'd me to help me to another,

A fine musician to instruct our mistress;

So shall I no whit be behind in duty

To fair Bianca, so belov'd of me. [prove.

Gre. Belov'd of me,—and that my deeds shall

Gnt. And that his bags shall prove. [Aside.

Hor. Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our

love

;

I.'sten to me, and if you speak me fair

I 11 tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met.
Upon agreement from us to his liking,

\\"\\[ undertake to woo curst Katharine;

"i ea, and to marry her, if her dowry please.

Gre. So said, so done, is well :

—

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults?

Pet, I know she is an irksome brawling

scold

;

if that be all, masters, I hear no harm.
Gre. No, say'st me so, friend? What

countryman?
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's son :

My father dead, my fortune lives for me;
And I do hope good days and long to see.

Gre. O, sir, such a life, with such a wife,

were strange:

P !t if you have a stomach, to't o' God's name;
\'o\\ shall have me assisting you in all.

But will you woo this wild-cat?

Pet. Will I live?

Gni. Will he woo her? ay, or I '11 hang her.

Pet. Why came I hither but to that intent?

Think you a little din can daunt mine ears?

Have I not in my time heard lions roar?

Have I not heard the sea, pufT'd up with winds,
Rage like an angry boar chafed with sweat?
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field,

And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies?
Have I not in a pitched battle heard [clang?
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue;
That gives not half so great a blow to hear,

As will a chestnut in a farmer's fire?

Ta^h ! tush ! fear boys with bugs.

.
Gru, For he fears none.

Gre. Hortensio, hark

:

This gentleman is happily arriv'd,

My mind presumes, for his own good and ours.

Hor. I promis'd we would be contributors,

And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe'er,

Gre. And so we will—provided that he win
her.

Gru. I would I were as sure of a good dinner.

Enter Tramo, bravely apparelled, and
BlONDELLO,

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you ! If I may
be bold, [svay

Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest

To the house of Signior Baptista Minola?
Bion. He that has the two fair daugliters :

—

is't [aside to Tranio] he you mean?
Tra. Even he, Biondello

!

Gre. Hark you, sir; you mean not her to,

—

Ira. Perhaps, him and her, sir; what have
you to do? [pray-

Pef. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I

T?a. I love no chiders, sir; Biondello, let's

away.
Luc. Well begim, Tranio. [Aside.

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go;

—

[or no?
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any ofTence?

Gre. No ; if without more words you will get

you hence. [free

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as

For me as for you?
Gre. But so is not she.

Tra. For what reason, I beseech you?
Gre. For this reason, if you'll know,

—

That she 's the choice love of Signior Gremio,
Hor. That she 's the chosen of Signior

Hortensio. [men
Tra. Softly, my masters! if you be genile-

Do me this right,—hear me with patience.

Baptista is a noble gentleman,

To whom my father is not all unknown,
And, were his daughter fairer than she is,

She may more suitors have, and me for one.

Fair Leda's daughter had a thousand wooers;

Then well one more may fair Bianca have

:

And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one,

Though Paris came in hope to speed alone.

Gre. WTiat ! this gentleman will out-talk lis

all. [jade.

Lite. Sir, give him head ; I know he '11 prove a

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these

words?
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you,

Did you yet ever see Baptista's daughter?

Tra. No, sir; but hear I do that he hath

two;

1
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The one as famous for a scolding tongue

As is the other for beauteous modesty.

Pet. Sir, sii, the first 's for me ; let her go by.

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules;

And let it be more than Alcides' twelve.

Pet, Sir, understand you this of me, in sooth:

The youngest daughter, whom you hearken for.

Her father keeps from all access of suitors,

And will not promise her to any m.an

Until the elder sister first be wed?
The younger then is free, and not before.

Tia. If it be so, sir, that you are the man
M.'.st stead us all, and m.e amongst the rest

;

And if you break the ice, and do this feat,

—

Achieve the elder, set the younger free [her

i- :r our access,—whose hap shall be to have
W ill not so graceless be to be ingrate.

Hor. Sir, you say well, and well you do
conceive

;

And since you do profess to be a suitor,

\A)U must, as we do, grati^' this gentleman.
To whom we all rest generally beholding, [of,

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign where-
riease ye we may contrive this afternoon.

And quaff carouses to our mistress' health

;

And do as adversaries do in law,

—

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

Grn. Bion. O excellent motion! Fellows,

let's be gone. [so;

—

Hor. The motion 's good indeed, and be it

Petruchio, I shall be your ben vcnulo.

{^Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.— The same. A Room in Bap-
tista's House.

Enter Katharina and Bianca.

Bian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor

wrong yourself,

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me

;

That I disdain : but for these other gawds.
Unbind my hands, I '11 pull them off myself,

Yea, all my raiment, to ray petticoat

;

Or what you wdll command me will I do,

So well I know my duty to my elders.

Kath. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee,

tell

vMiom thou lov'st best : sec thou dissemble not.

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive,

I never yet beheld that special face

Which I could fancy more than any other.

Kath. Minion, thou liest ; is't not Hortensio?

Bian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear

I 11 plead for you myself, but you shall have

him.

Kath. O then, belike, you fancy riches more;
You will have Gremio to keep you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me so?
Nay, then you jest; and now I well perctivj
You have but jested with me all ihis while:
I pr'ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands.

Kath. If tliat be jest, then all the rest wvis =0.

{_Strikcs hur.

Enter Baptista.

Bap. Why, b.ow now, dame ! whence grcv, s

this insolence?

—

Bianca, stand aside;—poor girl ! she weeps;

—

Go ply thy needle; meddle not with her.

—

For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit,

\Miy dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong
thee?

When did she cross thee with a bitter word?
Kath. Her silence flouts me, and I '11 be re-

veng'd. \Flies after Biakca.
Bap. What, in my sight?—Bianca, get thte

in. {Exit Bianca.
Kath. What, will you not suffer me? Na)-,

now I see

She is your treasure, she must have a husband;
I mu5t dance bare-foot on her wedding-day,
And for your love to her lead apes in hell.

Talk not to me; I will go sit and weep,
Till I can find occasion of revenge.

{Exit Kai harina.
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as 1 ?

But who comes here?

E7iter Gremio, with Lucentio in the habit

of a mean man; Petruchio, with IIok-
TENSIO as a musician; and Tranio, wii.'i

BlONDELl.O bearing a hite and books.

Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista.

Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: Go J

save you, gentlemen ! [a dauglitc r

Pet. And you, good sir ! Pray, have you ntt
Call'd Katharina, fair and virtuous?

Pap. I have a daughter, sir, call'd Katharina.
Gre. You are too blunt : go to it orderly.

Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio: give

me leave.

—

I am a gentleman of Verona, sir.

That,—hearing of her beauty and her wit,

I ler affability and bashful modesty.
Her wondrous qualities and mild behaviour,

—

Am bold to show myself a forward guest

V/ithin your house, to make mine eye the

witness

Of that report which I so oft have heard.

And, for an entrance to my entertainment,

1 do present you with a man of mine,

{Presenting HoRTENSio.
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Ciiniung in music and I he nialhcinatics,

T.) instruct her fully in thost; sciences.

Whereof I know she is not ii^iiorant:

Accept of him, or else you do mo wrong:
His name is Licio, born in Manliia.

F>ap. You 're welcome, sir ; and he for your

good sake

;

I',ut for my daughter Katharine,—this I know.
She is not for your turn, the more my grief.

/V/. I see you do not mean to part with her

;

Or else you like not of my comixiny.

Bap. Mistake me not, I speak but as I find.

Vv'hcncc are you, sir? what may I call your

name?
Pel. Petruchio is my name; Antonio's son,

A man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well: you are welcome for

his sake.

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray.

Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too:

Baccarc ! you are marvellous forward.

Pel. O, pardon me, Signior Gremio; I

would fain be doing.

Gfc. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse

your wooing.

—

IJcighbour, this is a gift very grateful, lam sure

C)i it. To express the like kindness myself, that

li,;ve been more kindly beholding to you than

any, I freely give unto you this young scholar

[presenting LucENno], that hath been long

studying at Rhcims; as cunning in Greek,
1/itin, and other languages, as the other in

iiuisic and mathematics: his name is Cambio;
pray, accept his service.

Bap. A thousand thanks, Signior Gremio:
welcome, good Cambio.— But, gentle sir [/o

Tkanio], methinks you walk like a stranger.

Miy I be se bold tc know tlie cause of your

coming? [own

;

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine
Tliat, being a stranger in this city here,

Do make myself a suitor tc your daughter.

Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous.

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me,
In the preferment of the eldest sister.

This liberty is all that I request,

—

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have welcome 'mongst the rest that woo,
And free access and favour as the rest.

And, toward the education of your daughters,

I here bestow a simple instrument.

And this small packet o( Greek and Latin books:

If you accept them, then their worth is great.

£ap. Lucentio is your name? of whence, I

pray?
Tra. Of Pisa, sir; son to Vincenlio.

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa: by report

I know him well : you are very welcoinc, sir.—
Take you [to 1 Ior.] the lute, and you [lo Luc]

the set of books;
You shall go see your pupils presently.

Holla, within!

Enter a Servant.

Sirrah, lead these gentlemen
To my daughters; and tell them both.

These are their tutors ; bid them use them well.

\_Exit Serv., ivilh HoR., Luc, auit BiON.
We will go walk a little in the orchard.

And then to dinner. You are passing vMlcomc,
And so I pray you all to think yourselves.

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business askelh

haste.

And every day I cannot come to woo.

You knew my father well; and in lnm, me.
Left solely heir to all his lands antl goods.

Which I have better'd rather than drcre.is'J:

Then tell me,—if I get your daugluci's love.

What dowry shall I have with her to wife?

Bap. After my death, the one h.ill yA my
lands

And, in possession, twenty tho\isr.nd crowns.

Pet. And for that dowry, I '11 assure her of

Her widowhood,—be it that she survive me,—
In all my lands and leases whatsoever:

Let specialties be therefore drawn between us,

That covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap. Ay, when the special thing is well oli-

tain'd.

That is, her love; for that is all in all.

Pet. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you,

father,

I am as peremptory as she proud-minded ;

And where two raging fires meet together,

Theydo consume the thing that feeds their fury:

Though little fire grows great with little wind,

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all

So I to her, and so she yields to me ;

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe.

Bap. Well mayst thou woo, and happy be
thy speed

!

But be thou arm'd for some unhappy words.

Pet, Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for

winds.

That .shake not though they blow perpetually.
\

Re-enter Hortensio, with his head broken.
\

Bap. How now, my friend! why dost thoui

look so pale?
'

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale.il

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good'i

musician?
j|

Hor. I think she '11 sooner prove a soldier: il

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.
j
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Biip. V/hy, then thou canst not break her to

the lute? [to me.
Hor. Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute

I did but teil her sh'j mistook her frets,

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering,

When, with a most impatient devihsh spirit.

Fretsy callyOH these? quoth she ; I''IIfume with
them

:

And, with lliat word, shestruck me on thehead,

And through the instrument my pate made way

;

And there I stood Amazed for awhile,

As on a pillory, looking through the lute,

While she did call mc lascal fiddler

And twanglingJack,with twenty such vile terms,

As she had studied to misuse me so.

Pet. Now, by the world it is a lusty wench ;

I love her ten limt- 5 more than e'er I did

:

O, how I long to have some chat with her

!

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not so dis-

comfited:

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter

:

She's apt to learn, and thankful for good
turns.

—

Signior Petruchio, will you go v/ith 1.3,

Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you?
Pet. I pray you do : I will attend her here,

\^E.\eiiiit Bap., Gre., Tra., and Hor.
And woo her with some spirit when she comes.

Say that she rail ; why, then I '11 tell her plain

Che sings as sv.-eetlj as a nightingale

:

Cay that she frown ; I '11 say she looks as clear

A3 morning roses newly washed with dew :

Cay she be mute, and will not speak a word

;

Then 1 '11 commend her volubility,

And say she uttereth piercing [''•"quence •

If she do bid me pack, I '11 give her thanks.

As though bhe bid me stay by her a week :

If she deny to wed, I '11 crave the day
When I shall aik the banr~, and when be

married.

—

But here she comes ; and now, Petruchio, speak.

Enter Katharixa.

Good-morrow, Kate ; for that 's your name, I

hear.

Kath. Well have you heard, but something
hard of hearing:

They call me Katharine that do talk of me.

Pet. You lie, in faith ; for you are call'd plain

Kate,
Andbonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst;

But, Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom,

Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate,

For dainties are all cates ; and therefore, Kate,

Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ;

—

Hearing thy mildness prais'd in every town,

Tty virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded,

—

Yet not so deeply as to tnee belongs,

—

Myself am movd to woo thee for my wife.

Kath Movd! in good tmie: let him that

mov"d you hithei

Remove you hence: I knew you at the first

You were a movable.
Pet. Why, what 's a movable ?

Kath. A jo'rt -stool

Pet. Thou hast hit it: come, sit on 1.1 .

Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so a; i

you. [yo--..

Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are
Kath. Nc such jade as bear you, if me yoa

p-.ean.

Pet. Alas, good Kat.°, I will not burden thee !

For, knowing thee to be but young and light,—

•

Kath. Too light for such a swain as you to

catch

;

And yet as heavy as my weight should be.

Pet. Should be ! should buzz.

Kath. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard.
Pet. O, slow-wing'd turtle ! shall a buzzai J

take thee ?

Kath. Ay, for a turtle,—as he takes abuzzard.
Pet. Come, come, you wasp; i' faith, )ou

are too angry.

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting.

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out.

Kath. Ay, if the fool could find it where it

lies. [wear his stiiiL;?

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp doih
In his tail.

Kath. Ir. his tongue.

Pet. \Miose tongue?
Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails; and ?o

farewell. [come agair,

Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail ? nry,

Good Kate; I am a gentleman.
Kath. That I '11 try.

\_Striking him.
Pet. I swear I '11 cuff you, if you strike again.

Kath. So may )'0u lose your arms

:

If you strike me, you are no gentleman ;

And if no gentleman, why then no arms.
Pet. A herald, Kate? O, put me in thy

books

!

Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb?
Pet. A combIesscock,soKatewill bemyhen.
Kath. No cock of mine; you crow too lik3

a craven. [look so sour.

Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come; you muF^t rot
Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab.

Pet. ^Vhy, here's no crab; and therefore

look not sour.

Kath. There is, there is.

Pet. Then show it me.
Kath, Had I a glass I would.
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I'tl. What, you mean my face?

Kalk. Well aim'd of such a young one.

Pel. Now, by Saini George, I am too young
for you.

Katli. Yet you are wither'd.

Pet. 'Tis with cares.

h'u.'k. I care not.

Pel. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you
'scape not so.

h'.ilh. I chafe you, if I tarry ; let nie go. -^

Pet. No, not a wliit: I find you passing

gentle.

'Twus told me you were rough, and coy, and
sullen,

And now I find report a very liar; [teous;

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing cour-

B.it slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-tinn.'

flowers

:

Tliou canst not frown, thou canst not look as

kance,
Nor bite the lip, a; mgry wenches will

;

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ;

Bat thou with mildness entertain'st thy wooers,
With gentle conference, .soft and affable.

Why does the world report that Kate doth limp ?

slanderous world ! Kate, like the hazel-twiL;,

Is straight and slender; and as brown in hue
As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than tlie kernels.

O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt.

Kalh. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'st com
mand.

Pel. Did ever Dian so become a grove
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait?

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate

;

And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful !

Kalh. Where did you study all this goodly
speech ?

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit.
Kalh. A witty mother ! witless else her son.

Pet. Am I not wise ?

h'ath. Yes ; keep you warm.
Pel. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in

thy bed

:

And therefore, setting all this chat aside,

Thus in plain terms:—Your father hath con-

sented [on :

That you shall be my wife ; your dowry 'greed

And, will you, nill you, I will marry you.
Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn;
For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty,—
Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well —
Thou must be married to no man but me

;

For I am he am born to tame you, Kate

;

And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate
Conformable, as other household Kates.
Here comes your father ; never make denial

;

1 must and will have Katharine to my wL^e.

Re-enter Baptista, Gre.mio, a7id Tranio.

Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed
you with my daughter?

Pel. How but well, sir? how but well?

It were impossible I should sfjeed amiss.
Bap. Why, how now, daughter 1-Lalharinc

!

in your dumps? [yu
Kalh. Call you me daughter? now, I promise

You have show'd a tender fatherly regard
To wish me wed to one half lunatic ;

A mad-cap ruffian and a swearing Jack,
That thinks with oaths to face tlie matter out.

Pel. Father, 'tis thus:—yourself and all the

world.

That talked of her, hath talk'd amiss of her;
If .she be curst, it is for policy;

For she 's not froward, but modest as the dove ;

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ;

I'or patience she will prove a second Grissel,

And Roman Lucrece for her chastity:

And to conclude, we have 'greed so well to-

gether,

That upon Sunday is the wedding-day.
h'alh. I '11 see thee hang'd on Sunday first.

Gre. Hark, Petruchio; she says she'll sec

thee hang'd first.

Tra. Is this your speeding? nay, then, good-
night our part! [for myself;

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen; I choose ' r

If she and I be pleas'd, what 's that to you?
'Tis bargain'd 'tvvi.xt us twain, being alone.

That she shall still be curst in company.
I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe

I low much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate !

—

She hung about my neck, anil kiss on kiss

She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath.

That in a twink she won me to her Icjve.

O, you are novices ! 'tis a woild to see,

How tame, when men and women are alone,

A meacock wretch can make the curstest

shrew.—
Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto \'enice,

To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day.

—

Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests;

I will be sure my Katharine shall be fine.

Bap. I know not what to say: but give me
your hands

;

God send you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match.
Gre. Tra, Amen, say we; we will be wit-

nesses.

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu;

I will to Venice; Sunday comes apace:

—

We will have rings, and things, and fine array

;

.*\.nd, kiss me, Kate, we will be married o'

Sunday.
\_Exeunl Pkt. awi/KATU., severally.
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Ore. Was ever match clapp'd up so suddenly?

Bap. Faith, genUeiiien, now I play a mer-
chant's part,

And venture madly on a desperate mart.

Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by yon ;

'Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas.

Bap. The gain I seek is quiet in the match,

Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch.

But now, Captista, to your younger daughter;

—

Now is the day we long have looked for;

I am your neighbour, and was suitor Hrst.

Tra. And I am one that love Bianca more
Than words can witness or your thoughts cc.w

gues3._ [as 1.

Gre. Youngling ! thou canst not love so dear
Tra. Graybeaid ! thy love doth freeze.

G}-e. But thine doth fry.

£'kipper, stand back; 'tis age that nourisheth.

Tra. But youth in ladies' eyes that llour-

i>hcth. [this strife:

/?>? \ Content you, gentlemen ; I '11 compound
'Tis deeds must win the prize; and he, of both,

That can assure my daughter greatest dowei
Fhall have Bianca's love.

—

' y, Signior Gremio, what can you assure liei ?

Gre. I'irst, as you know, my liouoC within

the city

Is richly furnished with plate and gold

:

B.isins and ewers, to lave her dainty hands;
I'.ly hangings all of Tyrian tapestry:

III ivory coffers I have stuff'd my crowns;
In cypress chests my arras counterpoints,
Costly apparel, tents, and canopies,

I'ine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with peail,

\ alance of Venice gold in needle-work,
I'cwter and brass, and all things that bcloiv;

To house or housekeeping: then, at my farm,

1 have a hundred milch-kine to the pail.

Six score fat oxen standing in my stalls,

And all things answerable to this portion.

Myself am struck in years, I must confess;
And, if I die to-morrow this is hers:
li, v.'hils! I live, she v\ill be only mine. [me:

Tra. That only came well in. —Sir, list to

1 am my father's heir and only son:
I; I may have your daughter to my wife,

I 11 leave her houses three or four as good,
V.'ithin rich Pisa's walls, as any one
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua

;

T'Csides two thousand ducats by the year

Uf fruitful land, all which shall be Ik r join-

ture.

—

\'iliit, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio?
Gre. Two thousand ducats by the year of

land

!

I.Ty land amounts not to so much in all

;

That she shall have ; besides an argosy,

That now is lying in Marseilles' road;—

•

VVhat, have I chok'd you with an argosy?
I'ra. Gremio, 'lis known my .father hath no

less

Than three great argosies ; besides twogalliassrs.
And twelve tight galleys: these I \uil as-,uie

her,

i\\\A twice as much, wha.te'er thou offer'st next.

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all,— I have no
more

;

A:id she can have no more than all I have:

—

li )(>u hke me, she shall have me and mine.
T>a. VVhy, then the maid is mine hxun all

the world,

l>y your firm promise: Gremio is out-vied.

A'.:/'. I must confess your offer is the best;

.\nd, let your father make her the assurance,
She is your own; else, you must pardon me:
If you should die before him, where 's her dow 1 1?

Tra. That's but a cavil; he is old, I yuui l'.-

Gre. And may not young men die as v.l.I

as old?

Bap. Well, gentlemen,
1 am thus resolv'd :— On Sunday next you knov/
My daughter Katharine is to be married:
Now, on the Sunday following shall Bianca
hie bride to you, if you make liiis assuiaiice;

If not, to Signior Giemio:
And so I take my leave, and thank you both,

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour.—
\Exil Bai'tista.

Now I fear thee nut

:

Sirrah young gamester, your father were a iu^

!

I'o give thee :dl, and in his waning age
Set "foot under thy table. Tut! a'toy!

An old Italian lox is not so kind, my boy.

Tra. A vengeance on your ci.ifiy wiHui d
hide!'

\'et I have faced it with a card of ten.

'Tis in my head to do my master good :

—

I see no reason but suppos'd Lucentio

Must get a father, call'd— suppos'd \'inccnlio;

And that 's a wonder: fathers tomiiioiily

Do get their children; but in tins c.ise of

\ child shall 'vet a sire, if I fail r.ut of rny

\ExU.

ACT III.

Scene 1.— Padua. .-7 Room in BArxiSTA's
Iljuse.

Enter LucENTio, IIortensio, aj?J Bianca.

Lnc. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too lor-

v.aid, sir

:
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Have you so soon forgot ihe eiUertainmcnt

Her sister Katharine welcom'cJ you withal?

Jlor. But, wrangling pedant, this is

The patroness of heavenly harmony:
Then give nie leave to have [)rer<)gative

;

And when in music we have spent an iiour,

Vour lecture shall have leisure for as much.
Luc. Preposterous ass ! that never read so

far

To know the cause why music was ordain'd !

Was it not to refresh the mind of man
After his studies or his usual pain?

Then give me leave to read ])hilosophy,

And while I pause serve in your harmony.
Jlor. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of

thine.

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do nie double
wrong.

To strive for that which restclh ia my choice:

I am no breeching scholar in tlic schools

:

1 11 not be tied to hours nor 'pointed times,

i!at learn my lessons as I please myself.

And, to cut ofT all strife, here sit we down:

—

Tal<e you your instrument, play you the whiles;

His lecture will be done ere you have tun'd.

Ilor. You '11 leave his lecture when 1 am in

tune?

yi'o BlANCA. HORTENSIO rf//;rf.

l.iu. That will be never:—tune your instru-

ment.
Bildi. Where left we last?

Lite. Here, madam :

—

Hiic thai Siinois ; hie est Sigcia ic/lm: ;

Hie s(elerai Priaiiii rcgia celsa sou's.

Bian. Construe them.
Liu. Hac ibat, as I told you before,—Simois,

I am Lucentio,

—

hie est, son unto Vincentio of

Tisa,

—

Sigcia ielhis, disguised thus to get your
love;

—

Hie stcterat, anil that I.ucentio that

comes a-wooing,

—

Priaini, is my man Tranio,— K'gid, bearing my port,

—

eelsa senis, that we
might beguile the old pantaloon.

Hor. \_Comi>ig forward.\ Madam, my instru-

ment 's in tune.

Bian. Let 's hear.— [HORTENSIO/Ziyi.
O lie ! the treble jars.

Lue. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again.
Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it

:

—Hac that Simois, I know you not,

—

hie est

Sigeia tellus, I trust you not;

—

Hie stetcrat

J'riamiy take heed he hear us not,

—

rcgia, pre-

sume not,

—

celsa senis, despair not.

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune.

Luc. All but the base.

Hor. The base is right ; 'tis the base knave
that jars.

How fiery and forward our pedant is!

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love:

Pedasciile, 1 '11 watch you better yet. \Aside.

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust.

Lite. Mistrust it not ; for, sure, /Eacides
Was Ajax,—call'd so from his grandfather.

Bian. I must believe my master; else, I

promise you,
I should be arguing still upon that doubt:
But let it rest.—Now, Licio, to you:

—

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray.

That I have been thus pleasant with you
both.

Hor. You may go walk [to LucENTio], and
give me leave awhile ;

My lessons make no music in three parts.

Lue. Are you so formal, sir? well, I must
wait.

And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv'd.

Our fine musician groweth amorous. \_AsiJe.

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instru-

ment.
To learn the order of my fingering,

I must begin with rudiments of art;

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort,

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual.

Than hath been taught by any of my trade

:

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn.
Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago,
Hor. Yet read the gamut of llortensio.

Bian. [Keads.'\ Gamut / avi, the ground of
all accord,

A re, to plead Hortensio's passion ;

B rni, Bianca, take him for thy lord,

C fa ut, that loves with all affection:

D sol re, one cliff, two notes have I

;

E la mi, show pity, or I die.

Call you this gamut? tut, I like it not:
Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice,

To change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave

your books.

And help to dress your sister's chamber up:
You know to-morrow is the wedding-day.

Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both; I must
be gone

!

[Exeunt Bianca /z;/^ Servant.

Luc. Faith, mistress, then I have no cause

to stay. [Exit.

Hor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant

;

Methinks he looks as though he were in love :

—

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble.

To cast thy wand'ring eyes on every stale,

Seize thee that list : if onre I find thee ranging,

Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing.
(E^it.

{
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Scene II.

—

The same. Before Baptista's
House.

Enter Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, Kathar-
INA, Bianca, Lucentio, and Attendanis.

Bap. Signior Lucentio \to Tranio], this is

the 'pointed day [married,
That Katharine and Petruchio should De
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law: »

What will be said? what mockery will it lie,

To want the bridegroom when the priest a* ends
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage?
What says Lucentio to this shame of ours?

Kath. No shame but mine: I must, (orsooth,

be forc'd

To give my hand, oppos'd against my heart,

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen :

Who woo'd in haste, and means to wed at

leisure.

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool.

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour.
And, to be noted for a merry man,
He'll woo a thousand, 'point the day of

marriage.

Make friends, invite them, and proclaim the
banns

;

^'et never means to wed where he hath woo "J.

Now must the world point at poor Katharine,
And say. La, there is inad Petruchio's wife,

If it would please him come and marry her !

Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista
too.

Upon my life, Petruchio means but well

!

Whatever fortune stays him from his word:
Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise;
Though he be merry, yet withal he's honest.

Kath. Would Katharine had never seen him
though !

{Exit, weeping,followedby Bianca and others.
Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to

weep

;

For such an injury would vex a very saint.

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Biondello.
Biott. Master, master'! old news, and such

news as you never heard of! [be?
Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that
Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Petru-

chio's coming?
Bap. Is he come?
Bion. Why, no, sir.

Bap. What then?
Bion. He is coming.
Bap. When will he be here?
Bion. When he stands where I am, and

sees you there.

Tra. But, say, what to thine old news?
Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new

hat and an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches
thrice turn'd ; a pair of boots that have been
candle-cases, one buckled, another laced; an
old rusty sword ta'en out ot the town armoury,
with a broken hilt, and chapeless; with two
broken points: his horse hipped with an old
mothy saddle, and stirrups of no kindred;
besides, possessed with the glanders, and like

to mose in the chine ; troubled with the lampass,
infected with the fasliions, full of wind -galls,

sped with spavins, rayed with the yellows, past
cure of the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers,

begnawn with the bots, swayed in the back, and
shoulder-shotten ; ne'er legged before, and with
a half-checked bit, and a head-stall of sheep's
leather, which, being restrained to keep him
from stumbling, hath been often burst, and now
repaired with knots; one girth six limes pieced,

and a woman's crupper of velure, which hath
two letters for her name, fairly set down in

studs, and here and there pieced with pack-
thread.

Bap. Who comes with him?
Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the world

caparisoned like the horse; with a linen stock
on one leg and a kersey boot -hose on the other,

gartered with a red and blue list ; an old hat,

and The hiimoitr offorty fancies pricked in 't

for a leather: a monster, a very monster in ap-
parel ; and not like a Christian footboy or a
gentleman's lackey.

Tra. 'Tis some odd humour pricks him to

this fashion

;

Vet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd.

Bap. I am glad he is come, howsoe'er hg
comes.

Bion. Why, sir, he comes not.

Bap. Didst thou not say he comes?
Bion. Who? that Petruchio came?
Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came.
Bion. No, sir ; I say his horse comes with

him on his back.

Bap. Why, that 's all one.

Bion. Nay, by saint Jamy,
I hold you a penn}',

A horse and a man
Is more than one.

And yet not many.

Enter Petruchio awaf Grumio.

Pet. Come, where be these gallants? who'.
at home?

Bap. You are welcome, sir.

Pet. And yet I come not well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.
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Tra. Not so well apparell'd

As I wish you were.

Pet. Were it better, I should rush in thus.

B'.it where is Kate? where is my lovely bride?

How docs my father?—Gentles, methinks you
frown

:

And wherefore gaze this goodly company,
A^ if they saw some wondrous monument,
Some comet or unusual prodig>'?

Bap. Why, sir, you know this is your wed-
ding-day :

First were wo sad, fearing you would not come

;

Now sadder, that you come so unprovided.

Fie, doff this habit, shame to your estate.

An eye-sore to our solemn festival

!

Tra. And tell as, what occasion of import

Hath all so long detain'd you from your wife.

And sent you hither so unlike yourself?

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to

hear:
SufTicelh, I am come to keep my word,
Though in some part enforced to digress

;

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse

Ai you shall well be satished withal.

Bat where is Kate? I stay too long from her:

The morning wears, 'tis time we were at church,

Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent

robes

:

Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine.

Pel. Not I, believe me : thus I '11 visit her.

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her.

Pet. Good sooth, even thus; therefore ha'

done with words;
To me she 's married, not unto my clothes

Could I repair what she will wear in me,
As I can change these poor accoutrements,

'Twere well for Kate, and better for myself.

But what a fool am I to chat with you.

When I should bid good-morrow to my bride,

And seal the title with a lovely kiss!

[Exeunt Petruciiio and Gv^v^no.
I'ra. He hath some meaningin his mad attire.

We will persuade him, be it possible,

To put on better ere he go to church.

Bap. I '11 after him, and see the event of this.

yExetinf^hw, Grem., «;/</ Biox.
Tra. Bai, sir, to her love concerneth us to

add
Her father's liking: which to bring to pass.

As I before imparted to your worship,
I am to get a man,—whate'er he be.

It skills not much; we '11 fit him to our turn,

—

And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa

;

And make assurance, here in Padua,
Of greater sums than I have promised.

So shall you quietly enjoy your hope.

And marry sweet Bianca with consent.

Luc. Were it not that my fellow-schoolmaster
Doth watch Bianca's steps so narrowly,
Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage;
Which once perform'd, let all the world say no,
I '11 keep mine own, despite of all the world.

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into,

.Vnd watch our vantage in this business ;

VVe '11 over-reach the graybeard,Gremio,
The narrow-prying father, Mincla;
The quaint musician, amorous Licio;

All for my master's sake, Lucentio.

Re-enter Gremio.

Signior Gremio,—came you from the church?
Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from school.

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom com-
ing home?

Gre. A bridegroom, say you ? 'tis a groom in«

deed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find.

7'ra. Curster than she? why, 'tis impossible.

Gre. Why, he 's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

Tra. Why, she 's a devil, a devil, the devil's

dam.
Gre. Tut, she 's a lamb, a dove, a fool to himl

I '11 tell you, Sir Lucentio: when the priest

Should ask, if Katharine should be his v.'ife,

.-//, by gogs-zvouns, quoth he ; and swore so loud
That, ail amaz'd, the priest let fall the book;
And, as he stoop'd again to take it up.

The mad-brain'd bridegroom took him such a

cuff

That down fell priest and book, and book and
priest

:

N'ovj fake them up, quoth he, ij any list.

Tra. What said the wench, when he arose

again?
Gre. Trembled and sliook; for why, he

stamp'd and swore,

As if the vicar meant to cozen him.

But after many ceremonies done.

He calls for wine: A health! quoth he; a3 if

He had been aboard, carousing to his mates
After a storm : quaff'd ofi the muscadel.
And threw the sops all in the se.\ton's face;

Having no other reason

But that his beard grew thin and hungerly.

And seem'd to ask him sops as he was drinking.

This done, he took the bride about the neck,

And kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous

smack
That, at the parting, all the church did echo.

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame

;

.\nd after me, I know, the rout is coming.

Such a mad marriage never was before

:

Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play.
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Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca,
Eaftista, Hortensio, Grumio, and Train.

Pd. Gentlemen and fiiends, I thank you for

your pains:

I know you think to dine with me to-day,

And have prepar'd great store of wedding clicer;

Bui so it is, my haste doih call me hence.

And therefore here I mean to take n)y leave.

Bap. Is't possible you will away to-night?

Pel. I must away to-day, before night come:
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my business,

You would entreat me rather go than stay.

And, honest company, I thank you all,

That have beheld me give away myself

To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife:

Dine v/ith my father, drink a health to me;
I'br I must hence ; and farewell to you all.

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner.

Pet. It may not be.

Gre. Let me entreat you.

Pet. It cannot be.

Kalli. Let me entreat you.

Pet. I am content.

Kath. Are you content to stay?

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay ;

But yet not stay, entreat me how you can.

Kath. Now, if you love me, stay.

Pet. Grumio, my horse.

Grii. Ay, sir, they be ready: the oats have

eaten the horses.

Kath. Nay, then,

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day ;.

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself.

The door is open, sir; there lies your way;
You m.ay be jogging whiles your boots are green;

For me, I '11 not be gone till I please myself:

'Tis like you 'II prove a jolly surly groom,
That take it on you at the first so roundly.

Pet. O Kate, content thee; pr'ythee, be not

angry.

Kath. I will be angry; whathastthou todo?—
Father, be quiet: he shall stay my leisiue.

Gre. Ay, marry, sir, now it begins to woik.

Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal

dinner

:

I see a woman may be made a fool

If she had not a spirit to resist.

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy

command.

—

Obey the bride, you that attend on her

;

Go to the feast, revel and domineer,

Carouse full measure to her maidenhead

;

Be mad and merry,—or go hang yourselves

:

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me.

Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor

fret

;

1 will be master of what is mine own

:

She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house.
My household stufi, my field, my barn,
My horse, my o.x, my ass, my anytl.ing

;

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ;

I '11 bring mine action on the proudest he
That stops my way in Padua.—Grumio,
Draw forth thy weapon, we are beset with

thieves

;

Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man.

—

Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee,

Kate ;

I '11 buckler thee against a million.

{Exeujit Pet., Katii., andQv^xs.
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I should die

with laughing.

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like !

Luc. Mistress, what's your opinion of your
sister.? [mated.

Plan. That, being mad herself, she's madly
Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated.
Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride

and bridegroom wants.
For to supply the places at the table,

You know there wants no junkets at the feast.

—

Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom's
place ;

And let Bianca take her sister's room. [it?

Tra. Shall sweet Bianca practise how tobride

Bap. She shall, Lucentio.—Come, gentle-

men, let 's go. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A Hall in Petruchio's Country
House.

Enter Grumio.

Gni. Fie, fie on all tired jades, on all mad
masters, and all foul ways ! Was ever man so

beaten? was ever man so rayed? was ever man
so weary? I am sent before to make a fire, and
they are coming after to warm them. Now,
were not I a little pot, and soon hot, my very

lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the

roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I

should come by a fire to thaw me:—but I, with

blowing the fire, shall warm myself; for, con-

sidering the weather, a taller man than I will

take cold.—Holla, ho ! Curtis

!

Enter CURTIS.

Otrt. Who is that calls so coldly?

Gru. A piece of ice: if thou doubt it, thou

m.ayst slide from my shoulder to my heel with

no greater a run but my head and my neck.

A fire, good Curtis.
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Curt. Is my master and his wife coming,

Gruniio?
Gni. O, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire,

Ijie; cast on no water.

Curi. Is she so hot a shrew as she 's reported?

Cm. She was, good Curtis, before this frost;

but, ihou knowest, winter tames man, woman,
and beast ; for it hath tamed my old master,

and my new mistress, and myself, fellow Curtis.

Cur^. Away, you three-inch fool! I am' no
beast.

Cfu. Am I but three inches? why, thy horn

is a foot; and so long am I, at the least. But
wilt thou make a fire, or shall I complain on
thee to our mistress, whose hand,—she being

now at hand,—thou shalt soon feel, to thy cold

comfort, for being slow in thy hot office?

Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, how
goes the world?

Cnt. A cold world, Curtis, in every office

but thine; and, therefore, fire: do thy duty,

and have thy duty ; for my master and mistress

are almost frozen to death.

Curf. There's fire ready; and, therefore,

good Grumio, the news?
Gne. Why, /acA boy! ho, boy! and as much

news as thou wilt. [ing!

—

Cii)-t. Come, you are so full of coney-catch-

Gni. Why, therefore, fire : for I have caught

extreme cold. Where's the cook? is supper

ready, the house trimmed, rushes strewed, cob-

webs sv.'ept; the serving-men in their new
fustian, their white stockings, and every officer

his vredding -garment on? Be the jacks fair

within, the jills fair without, the carpets laid,

and ever}'thing in order? [news?
Curt. All ready ; and, therefore, I pray thee,

Gru. First, know, my horte is tired ; my
master and mistress fallen out.

Curt. How?
Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt; and

thereby hangs a tale.

Cjtrt. Let 's ha 't, good Grumio.
Gru. Lend thine ear.

Curt. Here.
Gru. There. {Striking him.

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Gru. And therefore 'tis called a sensible

tale : and this cuff was but to knock at your

ear, and beseech listening. Now I begin : /;«-

friinis, we came down a foul hill, my master

riding behind my mistress:

—

Curt. Both of one horse?

Gru. What's that to thee?

Cu)-t. \Vhy, a horse.

Gru. Tell thou the tale :—but hadst thou not

crossed me, thou shouldst have heard how her

horse fell, and she under her horse; thou

shouldst have heard, in how miry a place; how
slie was bemoiled; how he left her with the

horse upon her ; how he beat me because her

horse stumbled ; how she waded through the

dirt to pluck hnn off me ; how he swore ; how
she prayed—that never pray'd before; how I

cried; how the horses ran away ; how her bridle

was burst; how I lost my crupper; with many
things of worthy memory; which now shall die

in oblivion, and thou return unexperienced to

thy grave.

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more shrew
than she.

Gru. Ay ; and that thou and the proudest of

you all shall find when he comes home. But
what talk I of this?—Call forth Nathaniel,

Joseph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarsop,

and the rest : let their heads be sleekly combed,
their blue coats brushed, and their gaiters of c;i

indifferent knit : let them curtsy with their left

legs; and not presume to touch a hair of my
master's horse-tail till they kiss their hands.

Are they all ready?
Curt. They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you must meet my
master, to countenance my mistress.

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own.

Curl. Who knows not that?

Gru. Thou, it seems, that callest for com-
pany to countenance her.

Curt. I call them forth to credit her.

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of

them.

Enter several Servants.

A\ith. Welcome home, Grumio

!

Phil. How now, Grumio!

Jos. What, Grumio!
iVich. Fellow Grumio!
Nath. How now, old lad?

Gru. Welcome, you ;—how now, you

;

what, you ;—fellow, you ;—and thus much for

greeting. Now, my spruce companions, is all

ready, and all things neat?

Na/h. All things is ready. How near is our

master?
Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this;—and

therefore be not,—Cock's passion, silence!

—

I hear my master.

Enter Petruchio and Katharina.

Pet. WTiere be these knaves? What, no man
at door

To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse!

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip?

—
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All Serv. Here, here, sir; here, sir.

Pet. Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, sir !

—

You logger-headed and unpolish'd grooms

!

What, no attendance? no regard? no duly?

—

Where is the foolish knave I sent before?

Gru. Here, sir ; as foolish as I was btiore.

Fet. You peasant swain ! you whoreson mall-

horse drudge

!

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park.

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee?

(Jru. JSJ-ithanieFs coat, sir, was not fully

made, [the heel ;

And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'

There was no link to colour Peter's hat.

And Walter's dagger was not come Ironi

sheathing: [Gregory;
There were none fine but Adam, Ralph, and
The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly

;

Vet, as they are, here are they come to meet you.

Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch mysupper in.

—

\^Exeunt some of the Si rvan is.

Where is tht life that iate I led— \^Sings.

Where are ihose Sit down, Kate, and wel-

come.
Soud, soud, soud, soud

!

Ke-ctiter Servants with supper.

Why, when, I say?—Nay, good sweet Kate,
be merry. [when?

Off with my boots, you rogues! you villains.

It was the friar of orders gray ; {Sui^^^.
As he forth walked on his way :—

^

Out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry

:

Take that, and mend the plucking of( the

other.

—

{Strikes him.
Be merry, Kate.—Some water, here; wb.at,

ho !

—

[hence,

Wliere 's my spaniel Troilus?—Sirrah, gel you
And bid my cousin Ferdinan-d come hither:

—

[Exit Servant.

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be ac-

quainted with.

—

[water?

Where are my slippers?—Shall I have some
\A bason is preseutcil to him.

Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily.

—

[Servant lets the e-wer fall.

You whoreson villain! will you let it fall?

\Strikes him.
Kath. Patience, I pray you ; 'twas a fault

unwilling.
| knave I

Pet. A whoreson, beetle-headed, flap-ear'd

Come, Kate, sit down ; I know you have a

stomach. [shall I?—
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate ; or else

What's this? mutton?
,

I Serv. Ay.
Pet. Who brought it ?

I Serv. I.

Pet. 'Tis burnt ; and so is all the meat.
What dogs are these?—Where is the rascal

cook ? [dresser.
How durst you, villains, bring it from ihe
And serve it thus to roe that love it not?
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and ail

:

[ Throzvs the fneai, iS-^<
. , ahotct ihe stage.

You heedless jo'.theads and unmanner'd slaves!
What, do you grumble? I'll be with you

straight.

Kath. I prayyo\i, husband, be not so disqui'.t;

The meat was well, if you were so contented.
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried

away

;

And I expressly am fc<bid to touch it,

For it engenders choler, planteth anger |

And better 'twere that both of us did fast,—
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric,

—

Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh.

Be patient ; to-morrow 't shall be mended,
And, for this night, we'll fast for company:—'
Come, 1 will bring thee to thy bridal chami;er.

[Exeunt Pet., K.ath., aw/CuKT-
Nath. Peter, didst ever see the like?

Peter. He kills her in hei own liumour.

Re-enter CURTIS.

Crv. Where is he?
Curt. In her chamber.

Making a sermon of continency to her , [soul,

.\nd rails, and swears, and rales, that she, poor
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak.

And sits as one new-risen from a dream.
Away, away ! for he is coming hither.

\_Exeiuit.

Re-enter Petruchio.

Pl.t. Thus have I politicly begun my reign,

And 'tis my hope to end successfully.

.My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty;
And, till she stoop, she must not be full-gorg'd.

For then she never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my haggard,

To make her come, and knew her keeper's call.

That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites

That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient.

She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat

;

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall

not;

,\s with the meat, some undeserved fault!

I 11 find about the making of the bed

;

.•\nd here I '11 fling the pillow, there the bolster,

This v.'aythe coverlet, another way the sheets:—

•

Ay, and amid ihis hurly, I ir.teni



334 THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. Tact rv.

That all is done in reverend rare of her

;

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night

:

And, if she chance to nod, I '11 rail and brawl,

A.nd with the clamour keep her still awake.
I'liis is a way to kill a wife with kindness :

And thus I '11 curb her mad and headstrong

humour.
He thr.t knows better how to tame a shrew,

Mow let him speak ; 'tis charity to show.

StZNE n.—rADUA. Be/ore Baptista's
I/oitse.

Etiter Tranio and Hortensio.

Tra. Is 't possible, friend Licio, that Bianca
Doth fancy any other but Luccnlio?

I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand.
Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

[ They stand aside.

Enter BlANCA and LUCENTIO.

Lru. Now, mistress, profit you in what you
read?

Bian. What, master, read you? first resolve

me that.

Luc. I read that I profess, the Art to Love.

Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of

your art

!

Luc. \Vliile you, sweet dear, prove mistress

of my heart. [ They ?-etire.

Hor. Quick proceeders, many! Now, tell

me, I pray,

Yo'.i that durst swear that your Mistress Bianca
Luv'd none in the world so well as Lucentio.

IVa. O despiteful love ! unconstant woman-
kind !—

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.

Hor. Mistake no more: I am not Licio,

Kur a musician, as I seem to be ;

But one that scorn to live in this disgiiise.

For such a one as leaves a gentleman.
And makes a god of such a cullion :

Know, sir, that I am calld Hortensio.
'J'ra. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard

Of your eniire affection to Bianca

;

And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness,

I will with yon,—if you be so contented,

—

Forswear Bianca and her love for ever.

Jlcr. See, how they kiss and court!—Sig-

nior Lucentio,

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow
Never to woo her more ; but do forswear her,

As one unworthy all the former favours

Thr.t I have fondly flatter'd her withal.

Tra. And here I lake tlie like unfeigned oath,

Xe%'er to marry with her though she would en-

treat : [him 1

Fie on her ! see, how beastly she doth court

Hor, Would all the world but he had quite
forsworn

!

For me, that I may surely keep mine oath,

I will be married to a wealthy widow
lire three days pass, which hath as long lov'd me
As I have lov'd this proud disdainful haggard

:

And so farewell, Signior Lucentio.

—

Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks.

Shall win my love: and so I take my leave,

in resolution as I swore before.

[Exit HoR.—Luc and BlAN. advance.

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such
grace

As 'longeth to a lover's bles.sed case

!

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love

;

And have forsworn you with Hortensio.

liian. Tranio, you jest ; but have you both
forsworn me ?

Tra. Mistress, we have.

I.uc. Then we are rid of Licio.

'/Va. V faith, he '11 have a lusty widow now.
That shall be woo'd and wedded in a day,
Bian. (lod give him joy !

Tra. Ay, and he '11 tame her.

Bian. He says so, Tranio.
Tra. Faith, he isgone unto the taming-schonl.

Bian. The taniing-school ! what, is there such

a place ?

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the

master ;

That te.-tcheth tricks eleven and twenty long.

To tame a shrew and charm her chattering

tongue.

Enter BlONDELLO.

Bion. O master, master, I have watch'd so

long
That I 'm dog-weary ; but at last I spied
.An ancient angel coming down the hill,

Will serve the turn.

Tra. \^Tlat is he, Biondello?
Bion.. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant,

I know not what; but formal in apparel.

In gait and countenance surely like a father.

Luc. And what of him, Tranio?
Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale,

I '11 make him glad to seem Vincentio,

-Vnd give assurance to Baptista Minola,
As if he were the right Vincentio.

Take in your love, and then let me alone.

[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca.

Enter a Pedant.

Ped. God save you, sir I
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Tra. And you, sir ! you are welcome.
Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest?

Fed. Sir, at the furthest for a week or two :

But then up further, and as far as Rome ;

And so to Tripoli, if God lend me life.

Tra. What countryman, I pray ?

Fed. Of Mantua.
Tra. Of Mantua, sir ?—marry, God forbid !

And come to Padua, careless of your life ? [hard.

Fed. My life, sir ! how, I pray? for that goes
Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua

To come to Padua. Know you not the cause ?

Your ships are stay'd at Venice ; and the duke,

—

For private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him,

—

Hath publish'd and proclaim'd it openly :

'Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come,
You might have heard it else proclaim'd about.

Fed. Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so !

For I have bills for money by e.xchange
!• rom Florence, and must here deliver them.

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy,

This will I do, and this I will advise you :

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa?
Fed. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been :

Pisa, .-.lowned for grave citizens.

Tra. Among them know you one Yincentio ?

Fed. I know him not, but I have heard ofhim

;

A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father, sir ; and, sooth to say,

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you.

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyster,

and all one. \^Aside.

Tra, To save your life in this extremity,

This favour will I do you for his sake ;

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes

That you are like to Sir Yincentio.

His name and credit shall you undertake,

And in my house you shall be friendly lodg'd :

—

Look that you take upon you as you should ;

You understand me, sir :—so shall you stay

Till you have done your business in the city :

If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it.

Fed. O, sir, I do ; and will repute you ever

The patron of my life and liberty. [good.

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter
This, by the way, I let you understand ;—

•

My father is here look'd for every day,
Tu pass assurance of a dower in marriage
'Twixt me and one Baptista's daughter here :

In all these circumstances I '11 instruct you :

Go v/ith me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you.

\Exennt.

Scene III.

—

A Room in Petruchio's House.

Enter Katharina and Grumio.

C/7/. No, no, forsooth ; I dare not, for my life.

Kath. The more my wrong, the more hio

spite appears

:

What, did he marry me to fami.sh me ?

Beggars, that come unto my father's door.

Upon entreaty have a present alms ;

If not, elsewhere they meet with charily :

But I,—who never knew how to entreat.

Nor never needed that I should entreat,

—

Am star\'ed for meat, giddy for lack of sleep ;

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed

:

And that which spites me more than all these

wants.

He does it under name of perfect love
;

As who would say, if I should sleep or eat,

'Twere deadly sickness or else present death.

—

I pr'ythee go, and get me some r' oast

;

I care not what, so it be wholesome food.

Grxi. What say you to a neat's foot? [it.

Kath. 'Tis passing good; I pr'ythee let me have
Grii. I fear it is too choleric a meat :

How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil'd ?

Kath. I like it well : good Grumio, fetch it me.
Gru. I cannot tell ; I fear 'tis choleric.

What say you to a piece of beef and mustard ?

Katn. A dish that I do love to feed upon.

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little.

Kath. Why, then the beef, and let the nuis-

tard rest. [the mustard,

Gru Nay, then I will not ; you shall have

Or else you get no beef of Grumio.
Kath. Then both, or one, or anything thou

wilt.

Gru. Why, then the mustard without the beef.

Kath. Go, get thee gone, lliou false deludirg

slave, \^Beats him.

That feed'st me with the very name of meat

;

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you,

I'hat triumph thus upon my misery !

Go, get thee gone, I say.

.£";;/^r PetkucH'O -d'ith a dish of meat ; and
HORTENSIO.

Fct. How fares my Kate ? WTiat, sweeting,

all amort ?

Hor. Mistress, what cheer?

Kath. Faith, as cold as can be.

Fet. Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully

upon me.
Here, love ; thou see'st how diligent I am
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee :

\Sets the diih on a table.

I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits

thanks. [not;

What ! not a word ? Nay, then thou lov'st it

And all my pains is sorted to no proof.

—

Here, take away this dish.

Ku.ih. I pray you, let it stand.



336 TTTE TAMING OF THE SHREW. [act IV.

Pet. TJie poorest service is repaid with thanks

;

And so shall mine, before you touch the meat.

Kath. I thank you, sir.

Ilor. Signior Pctruchio, fie ! you are to blame

!

Come, Mistress Kate, I'll bear you company.
Pel. Eat it up all, Ilortensio, if thou lov'st

nie.

—

[Aside,

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart

!

Kate, eat apace:—and now, my honey-love.

Will we return unto thy father's house.

And revel it as bravely as the best.

With silkeii coats, and caps, and golden rings.

With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things;

Wiih scarfs, and fans, and double change of

bravery.

With amber bracelets, beads, andallthisknavery.

VV'hat, hast thou din'd? The tailor stays thy

leisure,

To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure.

Enter Tailor.

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments

;

Lay forth the gown.

Enter Haberdasher.

What news with you, sir?

Hub. Here is the cap your worship did be-

speak.

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer ;

A velvet dish;—^fie, fie! 'tis lewd and filthy;

^Vhy, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-shell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap:

Away with it ! come, let me have a bigger.

Kath, I'll have no bigger; this dolh fit the

time,

And gentlewomen wear such caps as these.

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have
one too,

And not till then.

Hor. That will not be in haste. \Aside.

Kath. Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to

speak ;

And speak I will. I am no child, no babe

:

Your betters have endur'd me say my mind ;

And if you cannot, best you stop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart

;

Or else my heart, concealing it, will break:
And rather than it shall, I will be free

Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words.

Pet. Why, thou say'st true; it is a paltry cap,

A custard -coffin, a bauble, a silken pie:

I love thee well, in that thou lik'st it not.

Kath. Love me or love me not, I like the cap

;

And it I will have, or I will have none.
Pet. Thy gown? why, ay;—Come, tailor,

let us see't.

O mercy, God! what masquing stuff is here?

What's this? a sleeve? 'tislike a demi-cannon:
What, up and down, carv'd like an apple-tan?

Here's snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and
slash,

Like to a censer in a barber's shop :— [this?

Why, what, o' devil's name, tailor, call'st thou
Hor, I see she 's like to have neither cap

nor gown. \_Aside,

Tat. You bid me make it orderly and well,

According to the fashion and the time, [ber'd,

Pet. Marry, and did; but if you bi> rcmem-
I did not bid you mar it to the lime.

Go, hop me over every kennel home.
For you shall hop without my custom, sir:

I '11 none of it : hence ! make your best of it.

/\ath. I never saw a better-fashion'd gown,
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more com-

mendable:
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet. Why, true; he means to make a puppet

of thee. [a puppet of her.

Tat. She says your worship means to make
J\t. O monstrous arrogance ! Thou liest,

thou thread,

Thou thimble, [nail.

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter,

Thou flea, thou nit, ihou-winter-cricket thou 1

—

Brav'd in mine own house with a skien of thread?

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, liiou remnant ;

Or I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard.

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou

liv'st !

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown.
Tai. Your worship is deceiv'd ; the gown is

made
Just as my master had direction :

Grumio gave order how it should be done.
Crti. I gave him no order ; I gave him the

stuff. [made ?

Tai. But how did you desire it should be
Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread.

Tai. But did you not request to have it cut ?

Grii. Thou hast faced many things.

7\ii. I have.

Gru. Face not me : thou hast braved many
num ; brave not me ; I will neither be faced nur
braved. I say unto thee, I bid thy master cut

out the gown; but I did not bid him cut it to

pieces: erqv, thou liest. [testify.

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to

Pet. Read it. [said so.

Gric. The note lies in his throat, if he say I

7\ii. Imprimis, a locse-bodied govjii

:

Gni. Master, if ever I said loose-bodicd

gown, sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me
to death with a bottom of brown thread : I said

a izown.
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Pel. Proceed.

lal. With a small compassed cape:

Gru. I confess the cape.

Tai. IVith a trunk sleeve:

Lii u. I confess two sleeves.

I'iii. The sleeves curiously cut.

Pet. Ay, there 's the villany.

Ciu. Error i' the bill, sir; error i' the bill.

I commanded the sleeves should be cut out,

and sewed up again ; and that I '11 prove upon
ihee, though thy little finger be armed in a
thimble.

Tai. This is true that I say: an 1 had thee

in place where, thou shouldst know it.

Gru. I am for thee straight- take thou the

till, give me thy mete-yard, and spare not me.
Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio ! then he shall

have no oJds.

Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me.
Gru. You are i' the riglit, sir: 'tis for my

mistress.

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy master's use.

Gru. Villain, not for thy life! Take up my
mistress' gown for thy master's use

!

Pet. Why, sir, what 's your conceit in that?

Gru. O, sir, the conceit is deeper than you
think for:

Take up my mistress' gown to his master's use !

O fie, fie, fie

!

Pet. Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor

paid.

—

\_.-iside.

Go take it hence; be gone, and say no more.
Hor. Tailor, J '11 pay thee for thy gown to-

morrow
Take no unkindr.ess of his hasty words:
Away, I say ! commend me to thy master,

[Exeunt Tailor and Haberdasher.
Pel. Vv'ell, come, my Kate ; we will unto your

father's

Even in these honest mean habiliments:

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor

;

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich ;

And as thesun breaks througli the darkest clouds,

So honour peereth in the meanest hal;it.

What, is the jay more precious than the lark,

rjecause his feathers are more beautiful?

Or is the adder better than the eel,

r>ecause his painted skin contents the eye?

O no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse
For this poor furniture and mean array.

If thou account'st it shame, lay it on me

;

And therefore frolic : we will hence forthwith,

To feast and sport us at thy father's house.

—

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him;
And bring our horses unto Long-lane end

;

There will we mount, and ''-''her walk on
foot.—

Let 's see ; I think 'tis now some seven o'clock,

.And well we may come there by dinner-time.

Kath. I dare assure you, sir, 'tis almost two;
And 'twill be supper-time ere you come there.

Pet. It shall be seven ere I go to horse:
Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do,

Vou are still crossing it.— Sirs, let't alone:
I will not go to-day ; and ere I do,
It shall be what o'clock I say it is.

Hor. Why, so, this gallant will command the

sun. \Ex:i(iit.

Scene IV.

—

Padua. Before Baptista's
House.

Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dressed like

Vl.N'CE.NTIO.

Tra. Sir, this is the house : please it you that

I call?

Fed. Ay, what else? and, but I be deceived,

.Signior Baptisla may remember me,
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, where
We were lodgers at the Pegasus. [cas3,

Tra. 'Tis well; and hold your own, in any
With such austerity as 'longeth to a father.

Ptd. I warrant you. L'ut, sir, here comes
your boy;

'Tv.-ere good he were schDcl'd.

Enter BlO.N'DELi.O.

Tra. I'\-ar you not him.—Sirrah Biondello,
Now do your duty throughly, I advise you:
Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio.

Ih'on. Tut! fear not me. [tista?

Tia. But hast thou done thy errand to Bap-
Pion. I told him that your father was at

Venice;
And that you look'd for him this day in Padua.

'/'la. Thou'rt a tall fellow: hold thee that

to drink. [sir.

—

Here comes Baptista:—set your countenance.

Enter Baptista and LucEXTio.

Signior Bapiista, you are happily met.

—

Sir \_io the Pedantj, this is the gentleman I told

you of:

I pray you, stand good fiither to me now,
I iive me Eianca for my patrimony.

Ped. Soft, son!—
Sir, by your leave, having come to Padua
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio
Made me acquainted with a weigh.ty cause

Of love betv,een your daughter and himself:

.\nd,— for the good report I hear of you;
And for the love he beareth to your daughter,

.\nd she to him,—to stay him not too long,

I am content, in a good father's care,

1 1
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To have him match'd ; and,—if you please to

like

No worse than I,—upon some agreement,

Ivie shall you find ready and willing

With one consent to have her so bestov,''d;

For curious I cannot be with you,

Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say:

Your plainness and your shortness please me
well.

Right true it is, your son Luccntio here

D>)lh love my daughter, and she lovelh him.

Or both dissemble deeply their affections:

And therefore, if you say no more than this,

That like a father you will deal with him,

And pass my daughter a sufficient dov.-er,

Tlie match is made, and all is done:

Your son shall have my daughter with consent.

Tra. I thank you, sir. Where, then, do you

know best

We be afficd, and such assurance ta'en

As shall with either part's agreement stand?

Bap. Not in my house, Lucentio ; for, you

know,
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants:

Besides, old Gremio is heark'ning still;

And, haply, we might be interrupted.

Tra, Then at my lodging, an it like you

:

There doth my father lie ; and there, this night,

AVe '11 pass the business privately and well

:

Send for your daughter by your servant here ;

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently.

The worst is this,—that, at so slender warning,

You are like to have a thin and slender pittance.

Bap. It likes me well.—Cambio, hie you

home,
And bid Bianca make her ready straight

;

And, if you will, tell what hath happened,

—

Lncentio's father is arriv'd in Padua,
And how she 's like to be Lncentio's wife.

Luc. I pray the gods she may, with all my
heart. [gon^'-

Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee

Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way?
Welcome ! one mess is like to be your cheer

:

Come, sir; we '11 better it in Pisa.

Bap. I follow you.

[Exettnt Tra., Ped., and'G.w.
Bion. Cambio.
Luc. Wliat sayest thou, Biondello?

Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh

upm you?
I^uc. Biondello, what of that?

Bion. Faith, nothing ; but has left me here

behind, to expound the meaning or moral of

his signs and tokens.

Ltic. I pray thee, moralize them.

Bion. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking

with the deceiving father of a deceitful son.

Ltic. And what of him ?

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you
to the supper.

Luc. And then?

—

Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke's church
is at your command at all hours.

Luc. And what of all this?

Bion. I cannot tell; expect they are busied
about a counterfeit a.s'surance. Take you assur-

ance of her, cum privilegio ad imprimendum
solum: to the church;—take the priest, clerk,

and some sufficient honest witnesses;

Lf this be not that you look for, I have no more
to say,

But bid Bianca farevyfell for ever and a day.

iGoing.
Luc. Hear'st thou, Biondello?
Bion. I cannot tarry: I knew a wench

married in an afternoon as she went to the

garden for parsley to stuff a rabbit ; and so may
you, sir; and so adieu, sir. My master hath
appointed me to go to Saint Luke's, to bid the

priest be ready to come against you come with

your appendix. {Exit.

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented

:

She will be pleas'd ; then wherefore should I

doubt?
Hap what hap may, I '11 roundly go about her;

It shall go hard if Cambio go without her.

[Exil.

Scene V.—A public Read.

Enter Vktkxsciuo, Kathari.na, and
riORTENSlO.

Pet. Come on, o' God's name ; once more
toward our father's.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the

moon

!

[I'ght now.
Kath. The moon ! the sun : it is not moon-
Pet. I say it is the moon that shines so bright.

Kath. I knowitis the sun thatshines so bright.

Pet. Now, by my mother's son, and that 's

myself,

It shall be moon, or star, or what I list.

Or ere I journey to your father's house.

—

Go one, and fetch our horses back again.

—

Evermore cross'd and cross'd; nothing but

cross'd

!

Hor. Say as he says, or we shall never go.

Kath. Forward, I pray, since we have come
so far,

And be it moon, or sun, or what you please:

And if you please to call it a rush-candle,

Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me.
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Fet. 1 say it is the moon.
Kath. I know it is the moon.
Pet. Nay, then you lie : it is the blessed sun.

Kath. Then, God be blessed, it is the

blessed sun:

But sun it is not, when you say it is not

;

^nd the moon changes even as your mind.

kVnat you will have it nam'd, even that it is;

'^p.d so, it shall be so for Katherine.

Hjr. Fetruchio, go thy ways ; the field is won.
Pd. Well, forward, forward! thus the bowl

should run,

\nd not unluckily against the bias.

—

3ut, soft ! company is coming here.

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress.

jood-morrow, gentle mistress: where awaj'?

—

{To ViNCENTIO.
fell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too,

last thou beheld a freslier gentlewoman ?

)iich war of white and red within her cheeks !

Vhat stars do spangle heaven with such beauty,

^s those two eyes become that heavenly face.''

—

'"air lovely maid, once more good-day to thee :—
ivveet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake.

Hor. 'A will make the man mad, to make a

i'oman of him.
Kath. Young budding virgin, fair and fresh

and sweet,

Vhither away; or where is thy abode?
lappy the parents of so fair a child;

lappier t!ie man whom favourable stars

Ulot thee for his lovely l^ed-fellow !

Pet. Why, how now, Kate! I hope thou art

not mad

:

riiis is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither'd

;

Ind not a maiden, as thou sayst lie is.

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes,

riiat have been so bedazzled with the sun,

rhat everything I look on seemelh green

:

sow I perceive thou art a reverend father

;

'ardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistal-iing.

Pet. Do, good old grandsire ; and withal

make known
^Tiich way thou travell'st: if along with us,

^'e shall be joyful of thy company.
Vin. Fair sir, and you my merry mistress,

ri'iU with your strange encounter much aniaz'd

me,
ily name is call'd Vincentio ; my dwelling Pisa

;

ind bound I am to Padua ; there to visit

^ son of mine, which long I have not seen.

Pet. VvTiat is his name?
Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir.

Pet. Happily met; the happier for thy son.

\nd now by law, as well as reverend age,
''. may entitle thee my loving father:

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman.
Thy son by this hath married. Wonder not,

Nor be not griev'd : she is of good esteem,
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy bhth|
Beside, so qualified as may beseem
The spouse of any noble gentleman.
Let me embrace with old \'incentio:

And wander we to see thy honest son,
W'ho will of thy arrival be fall joyous. [sure,

Vin. But is this true? or is it else your plea-

Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest

Upon the company you overtake?

Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is.

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof;
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous.

[Exciini Pet., Kath., aW Vin.
Hor, Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in

heart.

Have to my viidow; and if she be forward,

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be un-
toward. \_Ej.it.

ACT V.

Scene L—Padua. Before Lucentio's
House.

Enter on one side Biondello, Lucentio, rt«a?

BiANCA; Gremio walking on the other side.

Pion. Softly and swiftly, sir ; for the priest

is ready.

I.KC. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance
to need thee at home, therefore leave us.

Bion. Nay, faith, I '11 see tlie church o' your
Iiack ; and then come back to my master as

soon as I can.

{Exeunt Tuc, BlAN., and Bion.
6*^15. I marvel Cambio comes not all tliis

while.

Enter PeTRUCKIO, KaTHARINA, ViN'CENTIO,
Geumio, flW Attendants.

Pet. Sir, here 's the door ; this is Luc< ntlo's

house: [place;

My failier's bears more toward the market-
Thiilher must I, and here I leave you, sir.

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before

you go:

I think I shall command your welcome here,

And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward,
[Knocks.

Cre. They're busy within; you were best

knock louder.

Enter Pedant alwzr, at a window.

Ped. WTiat's he that knocks as he would
beat down the gate?

Vm. Is Signior Luceatio within, sir?
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Pcd. He's within, sir, but not to be spoken
wi.hal.

V":i, What if a man bring him a hundred
pound or two, to make merry wilhal?

Ped. ICeep your hundicd pounds to yourself:

he shall necil none so long as I live.

Pet. Nay, I told you your son was well be-

loved in Padua.—Do you hear, sir?— to leave

fiivolous circumstances,— I pray you, tell Sig-

nor Lucenlio that his father is come from Pisa,

and is here at the door to speak with him.

Ped. Thou liest: his father is come from

Trsa, and here looking out at the window.
Vin. Art thou his father?

Ped. Ay, sir ; so his mother says, if I may
believe her.

Pet. Why, hownow, gentleman! [/^V^INCEN.]

why, this is flat knavery, to lake upon you
another man's name.

Ped. Lay hands on the villain : I believe 'a

means to cozen somebody in this city under my
countenance.

Re-enler BlONDELi.O.

Bion. I have seen them in the church to-

gclher: God send 'em good shipping I— Bui who
is here? mine old master, Vmcentio! now we
aie undone, and brought to nothing.

Vin. Come hilhcr, crack -hemp.
ySeciii};^ BlONDELLO.

Bion. I hope I may choose, sir.

Vin. Come hithei, you rogue. What! have

you forgot me?
Bion. Forgot you! no, sir: I could not for-

get you, for I never saw you before in all my
life.

Vin. \\niat, you notorious villain, didst thou

never see thy master's father, Vincentio?

Bion. What, my old worshipful old master?

yes, marry, sir: see where he looks out of the

window.
Vin. Is 't so, indeed? [y5c-(7.''j Biondeli.O.
Bion, Help, help, help! here's a madman

will murder me. \Exit.

Pcd. Help, son! help, Signior Baptista

!

{Exitfrom ilie window.
Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate, let 's stand aside, and see

t!ie end of lliis controversy. \They retire.

Re-enicr Pedant below; andB.wnsiA,
Tkanio, a«af Servants.

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my
servant?

Vin. Wliat am I, sir! nay, what arc j'ou,

sii ?—O immortal gods ! Ofine villain ! Asilken

d Hiblet ! a velvet hose! a scarlet cloak ! and a

c^patain hat !—O, I am undone ! I am undone!

while I play the good husband at home, my son
and my servant spend all at the university.

Vra. How now! what 's the mutter?
Bd/>. What, is the m.-m lunalic?

Pra. Sir, you seem a .sober ancient gentleman
by your habit, but your words show you a mad-
man. Why, sir, what concerns it you if I wear
pearl and gold? I thank my good father, 1 am
able to maintain it.

Vin. Thy father! O villani ! he is a sail-

maker in Bergamo.
Ba/>. Vou mistake, sir; you mistake, sir.

Pray, what do you think is his name?
Vin, His name ! as if I know not his name!

I have brought him up ever since he was three

years old, and his name is Tranio.

Ped. Away, away, mad ass! his name is Lucen-
lio; and he is mine only son, and licir to the

lands of me, Signior \incentio.

Vin. Lucentio ! O, he hath murdered his

master !— Lay hold on him, I charge you, in tl^

duke's name. — O, my son, my son I— tell me,
liiou villain, where is my son, Lucentio?

7'ra. Call forth an officer.

Enlet one with an Officer.

Carry this mad knave to the gaol.— Father

Baptisla, Icharge you see that liebe/oithconnng.

Vin Carry me to the gaol

!

Cre. Stay, officer; he shall i;oi go to jiriscn.

Ba/>. Talk not, Signior Cremio; I say he

shall go to prison.

Cre. Take heed, Signior Baptista, lest yon

be coney-catched in this business; I dare swear

this is the right \'incentio.

Ped. Swear, if thou darest.

C>'e. Nay, I dare not swear it. [Lucentio.

Bra. Then thou wert best say that I am not

Cre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio.

Bap. Away with the dotard ! to the gaol with

him !

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and
abus'd.—O monstrous villain !

Re-enter Biondello, with Luce.ntio and
BlANCA.

Bion. O, we are spoiled ! and yonder he is:

deny him, forswear him, or else we are all un-

done.

I.tK. Pardon, sweet father. \Kneeli!!^.

I 'in. Lives my sweet son ?

[BiON., Tra., and Fed. run out,

Bian, Pardon, dear father. \Kneeling,

Bap. How hast thou offended?—
Where is Lucentio?

Luc, Here 's Lucentio,

Right son to the right Vincentio

;
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rhat halh by marriage made thy daughter mine,

(Vhile counterfeit supposes blear'd thine eyne.

Gre. Here's packing, with a witness, to de-

eive us all

!

Vi7t. Where is that damned villain, Tranio,

rhat fac'd and hrav'd me in this matter so?

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio?
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio.

Lite. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca's

love

^lade me exchange my state with Tranio,

A'hile he did bear my countenance in the town ;

\nd happily I have arrived at the last

into the wished-for haven of my bliss.

.Vhat Tranio did, myself enforc'd him to;

rhen pardon him, sweet father, for my sake.

Vin. I'll slit the villain's nose, that would
lave sent me to the gaol.

Bap. B-.it do you hear, sir? \tfl LuCENTio]
'Tave you married my daughter without asking

ny good-will? [goto:

Vin. Fear not, Baplista ; we will content you,

3ut I will in, to be revenged for this villany !

\_Exit.

Bap. And I, tosoundthedepth of this knavery.
\_Exit.

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will

not frown. S^Exeiint Luc. and BlAN.
Gre. My cake is dough: but I'll in among

the rest;

Dut of hope of all but my share of the feast.

\_Exit.

Petruciiio rt//(/KATHARiNA advance.

Kath. Husband, let's follow, to see the end
of this ado.

Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will.

Kath. What, in t!ie midst of the street?

Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me? [kiss.

Kath. No, sir; God forbid; but ashamed to

Pet. WTiy, then, let's home again.—Come,
sirrah, let's away.

Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss: now, pray

thee, love, stay.

Pet. Is not this well?—Come, my sweet Kate;

Better once than never, for never too late.

\_Exetint.

Scene W.—A Room in Lucentio's House.

A Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vin-
CENTio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio,
Bianca, Petruchio, Katharina, Hor-
TENSio, and Widow. Tranio, Bion-
DELLO, Grumio, and others, attending.

Imc. At last, though long, our jarring notes

And time it is, when raging war is done.
To smile at 'scapes and perils overblown.

—

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome,
While I with self-same k indness welcome thine.—

•

Brother Petruchio,— sister Katharina,

—

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow,

—

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house

:

My banquet is to close our stomachs up.

After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down;
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat.

[ The}' sit at table.

Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat

!

Bap. Padua affords this kindness, son Pet-
ruchio.

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind.
Ilor. For both our sakes I would that word

werj trae.

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his

widow.
JVid. Then never trust me if I be afeard.

Pet. You are veiy sensible, and yet you mis3
my sense

:

I mean Hortensio is afeard of you. [round.
IVid. He that is giddy thinks the world turns

Pet. Roundly replied.

Kath. ^Mistress, how mean you that?

IVid. Thus I conceive by him. [that?

Pet. Conceives by me !—How likes Hortensio
Hor. My widow says thus she conceives her

tale.

Pet. \'ery well mended.—Kiss him for that,

good widow.
Kath. He that is giddy thinks the world

turns round:

—

I pray you, tell me what j'ou meant by that.

IVid. Your husband, being troubled with a

shrew.

Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe:
And now you know my meaning.

Kath. A very mean meaning.
IVid. Pit^ht, I mean you.

Kath. And I am mean, indeed, respecting you.

Pet. To her, Kale!
Hor. To her, \s idow-

!

[down.
Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her
Hor. That 's my office.

Pet. Spoke like an officer:—ha' to thee, lad.

[Drinks to Hortensio.
Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted

folks?

Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well.

Bian. Head and butt ! an hasty-witted body
Would say your head and butt were head and

horn. [you ?

J'i7i. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken'd
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me; therefore

I '11 sleep again.
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Fct. Nay, that you shall not : since you have
begun,

Have at you for a bitter jest or two. [bush,

Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to shift my
And then pursue me as you draw your bow.

—

Vuu are welcome ail,

\Exeimt Bian., Katii., and Wid.
Pet. She halh prevented me.—Here, Signior

Tranio,

This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her tiot

;

liierefore a health to all that shot and miss'd.

Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp'd me like his

greyhound.
Which runs himself, and catches for his master.

Fet. A good swift simile, but something
currish. [self;

Tra. 'Tis well, sir, that you hunted for your-

'Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay.

Bap. O ho, Petrucliio, Tranio hits you now.
Luc. I thank thee for that giid, good Tranio.

Hor. Confess, confess, halh he not hit you
here?

Pet. 'A has a little gall'd me, I confess;

.\nd, as the jest did glance away from me,
'tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright.

Bap. Now, in goe)d sadness, son Pelruchio,

I think thou hast llie veriest shrew of all.

Pet. Well, I say no : and therefore, for assur-

ance.

Let 's each one send unto his wife ;

And he whose wife is most obedient
To come at first when he dolh send for

Shall win the wager which we will propose.
Hor. Content. What is the wager?
Luc. Twenty crowns.
Pet. Twenty crowns

!

I'll venture so much on my hawk or hound,
Eut twenty times so much upon my wife.

Luc. A hundred then.

Lior. Content.
Pet. A match ! 'tis done.
Hor. Wlio shall begin?
Luc. That will I.—

do, Biondello, bid j-our mistress come to me.
Bio It. I go. [Exit.

Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes.
Ltcc. I "11 have no halves; I'll bear it all my-

self.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now ! what news?
Rion. Sir, my mistress sends you word

That she is busy, and she cannot come.
Pet. How ! she is busy, and she cannot come

!

Is that an answer?
Crt\ Ay, and a kind one too

:

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse.

Pet. I hope better.

Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat my
wife

To come to me forthwith. \_Exit Biondello.
Pet. Oh, ho! entreat her !

Nay, then she must needs come.
Hor. I am afraid, sir,

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated.

Re-enter Biondello.

Now, Where's my wife?

Bion. She says you have some goodly jest in

hand :

She will not come ; she bids you come to her.

Pet. Worse and worse; she will not cornel

O vile,

Intolerable, not to be endur'd !

—

Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress;

Say I command her come to me.
\^Exit CiRDMIO.

flor. I know her answer.
ret. What?
llor. She will not come.
Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an

end.

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes
Katharina

!

Enter Kathartna.

Kath. WTiat is your will, sir, that you send for

me? [wife?

Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio's

Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet. Go, fetch them hither: if they deny to

come.
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their hus-

bands:
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight,

\_Exit KATiiAraNA.
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a

wonder.
Hot. And so it is: I wonder what it bodes.

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and
quiet life.

An awful rule, and right supremacy; [happy.

And, to be short, what not, that's sweet and
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio!

The wager thou hast won ; and 1 will add
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns;

Another dowry to another daughter,

For she is chang'd, as she had never been.

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet;

And show more sign of her obedience,

Her new-built virtue and obedience.

See where she comes, and brings your froward

wives
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.

—
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Re-eiHer KatiiaRINA, vjiih BlANCA and
WidoWj

athariae, that cap of yours bernmp<: you not:

rf with that bau')le, throw it underfoot.

1>Iath. pulls off her cap and throws it dozvn.

Wid. Lord, let nie never have a cause to sigh,

II I be biought to such a silly pass!

Bian. Fie! what a foolish duty call you this?

Luc. I would your duty were as foolish too:

le wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, [time.

Jill cost nie an hundred crowns since supper-

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my
duty.

Fd. Ivatharine, I charge thee, tell these

headstrong women
liat duty they do owe their lords and husbands.

Wid. Come, come, you're mocking: v;e will

have no telling. [her.

Pd. Come on, I say ; and first begin with

Wid. She shall not. [her.

P.t. I say she shall ;—and first begin with

Kaih, Fie, fie! unbnit that tlireal'ning un-

bind brow

;

id dart not scornful glances from those eyes,

) wound thy lord, thy bing, thy governor:
blots thy beauty, as frosts do bite the meads;
jnfounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair

buds:
id in no sense is meet or amiable,

woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled—
uddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty;
id while it is so, none so dry or thirsty

ill deign to sip or touch one drop of it.

ly husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper,

ly head. t!iy sovereign ; one that cares for thee

ad for lliy maintenance; commits his body
D painful labour both by sea and land,

:) watch the night in storms, the day in cold,

'hilst thou best warm at home, secure and safe;

nd craves no other tribute at thy hands
jt lf)ve, fair looks, and true obedience,—
DO little payment for so gieat a ckbtl

Such duty as the subject owes tlie prince,

Even such a woman oweth to her husband;
And when she is frowai'd, peevish, sullen, sour,

And not obedient to his honest will.

What is she but a foul contending rebel.

And graceless traitor to her loving lord?

—

I am asham'd that wom.en are so simple

To offer Vvsr where they should kneel for peace,

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway,
WTien they are bound to serve, love, and obey.

Why are our bodies soft and weak, and smooth,

Unapt to toil an.d trouble in the world,

But that our soft conditions and our hearts

Should well agree with our external parts?

Come, come, you froward and unable worm;s!
?^fy mind hath been as big as one of yours,

.My heart as great; my reason, b.aply, more,
To bandy word for word and frow n for frown

:

But now I see our lances are but straws;

Our strength as weak, our weakness past com-
pare,

—

[are.

That seemir.g to be most, which we indeed least

Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot,

And place your hands below your husband's
foot

:

In token of which duty, if he please,

My hand is ready, may it do him ease.

Pet. Why, there 's a wench !—Come on, and
kiss me, Kate. [shalt ha 't.

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad; for th.iu

\'in. 'Tis a good hearing when children are

toward. [frowaid.

L.itc. But a harsh hearing when women are

Pet. Come, Kale, we'll to bed.

—

^^'e three are married, but you two are sped.

'Twas I won the wager, though you hit t!ie

while; ["Zt? Lucen'TIO.
And, being a s\ inner, God give you good-night!

\Ejxe7<nt Pet. ar.dY^KXW..

IJor. Now go ihy ways; thou hast tani'd a
c.ust shicw.

Luc, 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, she v. i'l

be tarn d so. ' \Exai:iU
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ACT r

Scene I —Sku.ta. Av A nferhainber r-

LeONTES' /'i/a.-e,

Enter Camillo and Akchiuamus.

Arcli. If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit

Rohemia, on the like occasion whereon my
SCI vices are now on foot, you shall see, as I

li ive said, great difference betwixt our Bohemia
anil your Sicilia.

Cam. I think this comins.'' suiiimcr the King
of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation

which he justly owes him.
Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall shame

u- we will be justified in our loves; for, in-

deed,

—

Cam. Beseech you,

—

.4rch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of

mv knowledge: we cannot with such magnifi-

cence—in so rare— I know not v.hat to say.

—

We will give you sleepy drinks, that your
senses, unintelligent of our insufficience, may,
though they cannot praise us, as little accuse us.

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear for

what 's given freely.

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my under-
standing instructs me, and as mine honesty
puts it to utterance.

Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself overkind
to Uohenua. Thty wtie named together m
their childhoods ; and there rooted betwixt them
then such an aHection which cannot choose but

bianch now. Since their more mature dignities

and royal necessities made separation of their

society, their encounters, though not personal,

have been royally attorneyed, with, interchange

of gifts, letters, loving embassies; that they

have seemed to be together, though absent;

shook hands, as over a vast; and embraced, as

it were, from the ends of opposed winds. The
heavens continue their loves!

Arch. I think there is not in the world either

malice or matter to alter it. You have an
unspeakable comfort of your young Prince

Mamillius : it is a gentleman of the greatest

promise that ever came into my note.

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes

of him. It is a gallant child ; one that, indeed,

physics the subject, makes old hearts fresh:

they that went on crutches ere he was born

desire yet their life to see him a man.
Arch. Would they else be content to die?

Cam. Yes ; if there were no other excuse

why they should desire to live.

Arch, If the king had no son they would

desire to live on crutches till he had one.

{^Exeuni,
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Scene II.— The satne. A Room of State in

(he Palace.

Enter LeONTES, POLIXENES, HeRMIONE,
Mamillius, Camillo, a«i/ Attendants.

Pol. Nine changes of the watery star have
been [throne

The shepherd's note since we have left our

Without a burden: lime as long again

Would be hll'd up, my biolhei, with our thanks

;

And yet we should, for perpetuity,

tlo hence in debt: and theiefoie, like a cipher,

Yet standing in lich place, 1 multiply

Wiih one we-thunk-ycii rriariy thousands more
Th;it go befoie it.

Ltou. Slay'^cut thanks awhile,

And pay them when you pait

Pol. Sir, that 's tomorrow.
I am (|Utbtion'd by my feais, ofwhat may chance
Or bleed upon our absence; that may blow
No sneaping winds at home, to male us say,

This is put forth loo truly. Besides, I have
stay'd

To tiie your royalty.

I con. We are touglier, brother.

Than you can put us 60 't.

Tol. No longer slay.

Lcun. One seven night longer.

Pol. Very sooih. to-morrow.

Leon. We'll part the time between 's then-

and in that

I '11 no gainsaying.

Pol. I'less me not, beseech you, so.

Theie is no tongue that moves, none, none i'

the world [now.

So soon as yours, could win me* so it should
AVere there necessity in your request, although
'Twere needful I denied it. My affairs

D<) even drag me homeward' which to hinder.

Were, in your love, a whip to me; my stay,

T.) you a charge and tiouble- to save both,

t'ju'well, our biothcr.

Leon. Tongue-tied, our queen? Speak you
llcr, I had thought, sir, to hsve htld my

peace until

Vuu had drawn oaths fiom hmi rot to slay

You, sir,

Cliarge him too coldly. Tell him, you are sure

A!! in Bohemia 's well : this satisfaction

Tl,e by-gone day proclaimed : say this to him,
II(. '> JDeat from his best ward.

I.ron. Well said, Ilcrmione.

Her. To tell he longs to see his son, were
strong:

P' :t let him say so then, and let him go;
Bi;t let him swear so, and he shall not stay,

We 'II thwack him hence with distaffs.

—

Vet of your royal presence \to PolixenesJ I '11

adventure

The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia
You take my lord, I '11 give him nry commission
To let him there a month behind the gest

Pi efix'd for hi> parting:— yet,good deed, Leon les,

I love thee not a jar of the clock behind
What lady she her lord.—You '11 stay?

Pol. No, madam.
Her. Nay, but you will?

Pol. I may not. vcrily.

Plct. Verily!

You put me off with limber vows; b;U I,

Though you would seek to unspliere the stars

with oaths.

Should yet say. Sir, no going \'erily.

You shall not go ; a lady's verily is

As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet?

Force me to keep you as a prisoner.

Not like a guest* sc you shall pa)' your fees

When you depart, and save )our thanks. IK.w
say you?

IMy prisoner or my guest ? by your dread verily,

One of them you shall be.

Pol. Y'our guest, then, madam:
To be your prisoner should import ollenJing;

Which is for me less easy to commit
Than you to punish.

Her. Not your gaoler, then.

But your kind hostess. Come, I '11 question
you

_

[bo)'s

:

Of my lord's tricks and yours when you were
Vou were pretty lordlings then.

Pol. We were, fair queen.
Two lads that thought there were no more liehind

But such a day to-morrow a: to-day.

And to be boy eternal [two?
Her Was not my lord the verier wag o' ihe

Pol. We were as twinn'd lambs that did

frisk i" the sun

And bleat the one at the other What we
changd

Was innocence for innocence: we knew not

The docliine of ill-doing, nor dream d

That any did. Had we pursu d that life,

And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd

With stronger blood, we should have answer'd
heaven

Boldly, Not guilty : the imposition clear'd

Hereditary ours.

Her, By this we gather

Y'ou have tripp'd since.

Pol. O my most sacred lady,

Temptations have since then been born to 'si

for

In those unfledg'd days was my wile a girl;
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^our precious self had then not cross'd the eyes

or my young play-follow.

Her. Grace to boot

!

Of this make no conclusion, lest you say

Y'our (I'.ieen and I are devils : yet, go on ;

The offences we have made you do we '11 answer

;

If you fust sinn'd with us, and that with us

\'ou did continue fault, and that you slipp'd not

Wiih any but with us.

Leon. Is he won yet ?

Her. He '11 stay, my lord,

Leon. At my request he would not.

Ilorniione, my dearest, thou never spoii'st

I'o better purpose.
Her. Never ?

Leon. Never but once.
Her. ^^^lat ! have I twice said well ? when

was 't before? [make's
I pr'ylhee, tell me : cram 's with praise, and
As fat as tame things : one good deed dying

tongueless

Slaughters a thousand waiting upon that.

Our praises are our wages : you may ride 's

With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs ere

With spur we lieat an acre. But to the goal :

—

IMy last good deed was to entreat his stay

;

^Vhat was my first ? it has an elder sister,

Or I mistake you : O, would her name were
Grace !

LiU once before I spoke to the purpose : when?
N ly, let me have 't ; I longj.

Leon. ^vhy, that was when
Three crabbed months had sour'd themselves

to death,

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand,
And clap thyself my love ; then didst thou utter

/ (?'// yoursfor ever.

Her. It is Grace indeed.

—

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose
twice ;

The one for ever earn'd a royal husband ;

The other for some while a friend.

[Giving her hand to POLIXENES.
Leon. Too hot, too hot ! \_Aside.

To mingle friendship far is mingling bloods.

I have tremor cordis on me,—my heart dances;

Bat not for joy,—not joy.—This entertainment

]\Iay a free face put on ; derive a liberty

From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom,
And well become the agent : 't may, I grant

:

But to be paddling palms and pinching lingers,

As now they are; and making practis'd smiles,

As in a looking-glass ; and then to sigh, as 'twere

The mort o' the deer; O, that is entertainment

My bosom likes not, nor my brows,— Mamillius,

Art thou my boy?
Mam. Ay, my good lord

Leon. r feck- '

Why, that 's my bawcock. What ! hast smutchd
thy nose ?

—

They say ii 's a copy out of mine. Come,
captain,

We must be neat ;—not neat, but cleanly,

captain

:

And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf,

.\re all call'd neat.—Still virginalling

[Observing I'd., and Uf.R.

Upon his palm?—How now, you wanton cail 1

Alt thou my calf?

Afa>n. Yes, if you will, my lord.

Leon. Thou want'st a rough pash, and the

shoots that I have.

To be full like me :—yet they say we are

Almost as like as eggs ; women say so,

That will say anything : but were they false

As o'erdyed blacks, as wind, as waters,—false

As dice are lo be wish'd by one that fixes

No bourn 'twixt his and mine ; yet w ere it tru3

To say this boy were like me.—Come, sir pag'3,

Look on me with your welkin -eye : sweet villain

!

Most dear'st ! my collop '—Can thy dam ?

—

may 't be ?

Affection ! thy intention stabs the centre :

Thou dost make possible things not so held,

Communicat'st with dreams ;—how can thi:

be?—
With what 's unreal thou co-active art,

And fellow'st nothing : then 'lis very credent

Thou mayst co-join with something ; and tliou

dost,

—

And that beyond commission ; and I find it,

—

And that to the infection of my brains

And hardening of my brows.

Pol. What means Sicilia?

Her. He something seems unsettled.

Pol. How ! my lord !

What cheer ! how is 't with you, best brother ?

Her. You lool:

As if you held a brow of much distraction :

Are you mov'd, my lord ?

Leon. No, in good earnest.

—

How sometimes nature will betray its folly.

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime

To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines

Of my boy's face, methoughts I did recoil

Twenty-tnree years ; and saw myself unbreech'd.

In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled.

Lest it should bite its master, and so prove,

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous.

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel,

This quash, this gentleman.—Mine honest

friend.

Will you take eggs for money ?

i\Lam. No, my lord, I '11 fight.
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Leon. You will? why, happy man be 's dole!

—My brother,

Are you so fond of your young prince aj we
lio seem to be of ours ?

Pol. If at home, sir,

He's all my exercise, my mirlh, my matter:

Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy ;

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all :

He makes a July's day short as December ;

And with his varyine childness cures in me
Thoughts that would thick my blood.

Leon. So stands this squire

Oriic'd with me. We two will walk, my lord,

And leave you to your graver steps.—Hermione,
How thou lov'st us show in our brother's weh

come ;

Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap:

Next to thyself and my young rover, he 's

Apparent to my heart.

Hei: If you would seek us,

We are your's i' the garden: shall 's attend you
there ? [be found,

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you '11

Be you beneath the sky. \_Aside.\ I am
angling now.

Though you perceive me not how I give line.

Lio to, go to ! \Observing Pol. and IIer.

How she holds up the neb, the bill to him !

And arms her with the boldness of a wife

To her allowing husband ! Gone already !

[Exeunt PoL., Her , c;?(2' Attendants.

Inch-thick, knee-deep, o'er head and ears a

fork'd one!

—

jO, play, boy, play :—thy mother plays, and I

Play too ; but so disgrac'd a part, whose issue

j»Vill hiss me to my grave : contempt and
clamour [have been,

.Vill be my knell.—Go, play, boy, play.—There
)r I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now ;

Vnd many a man there is, even at this present,

NOW while I speak this, holds his wi'e by the

arm, [absence,

hat little thinks she has been sluic'd in his

vnd his pond fish'd by his next neighbour, by
ir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there 's comfort

in't, [open'd,

Vhiles other men have gates, and those gates

s mine, against their will : should all despair
hat have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind
/ould hang themselves. Physic for 't there is

none ;

is a bawdy planet, that will strike [it,

/here 'tis predominant; and 'tis powerful, think
rem east, west, north, and south : be it con-

cluded,
o barricade for a belly ; know 't ;

will let in and out the enemy

With bag and baggage : many a thousand ol us
Have the disease, and feel't not.—How now,

boy !

Mam. I am like you, they say.

Leon. VYh)', that 's some comfort.

—

What ! Camillo there?

Cam. Ay, my good lord.

Leon. Go play, Mamillius; thou'rt an honest
man.

—

[Exit JMamillius.
Caniillo, this great sir will yet stay longer.

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor
hold :

When you cast out, it still came home.
Leon. Didst note it ?

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions ;

made
His business more material.

Leon. Didst perceive it?

—

They 're here with me already ; whispering,
rounding,

Sit ilia is a so-fortli : 'tis far gone
When I shall gust it last.—How came 't, Camillo,
That he did stay ?

Cam. At the good queen's entreaty.

Leon. At the queen's be't: good should be
pertinent

;

But so it is, it is not. Was this taken
By any understanding pate but thine ?

For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in

More than thecommon blocks :—not noted, is'f,

Cut of the finer natures? by some severals

Of head-piece extraordinary? lower messes.

Perchance are to this business purblind ? say.

Cam. Business, my lord ! I think most under-
stand

Bohemia stays here longer,

Leon. Ha

!

Cam. Stays here longer.

Leon. Ay, but why? [treaties

Cam. To satisfy your highness, and the en-

Of our most gracious mistress.

Leon. Satisfy

The entreaties of your mistress !—satisfy !

—

Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo,
With all the nearest things to my heart, as well

My chamber-councils, wherein, priest-like, thou
Hast cleans'd my bosom ; I from thee departed
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd

In that which seems so.

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord *

Leon. To bide upon 't,—thou art not honest

;

or.

If thou inclin'st that way, thou art a coward,
Which boxes honesty behind, restraining

From course requir'd ; or else thou must be
counted
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A servant grafted in my serious trust,

And therein negligent ; or else a fooi,

Tiiat secsl a game play'd home, the rich stake

drawn,

And tak'st it all for jest.

Cam. My gracious lord,

I may be negligent, foolisfi, and fearful;

In every one of these no man is free,

But that his negligence, his folly, fear,

Amongst the infinite doings of the world.

Sometime puts forth : in your affairs, my lord,

If ever I were wilful-negligent.

It was my folly; if industriously

I pl.iy'd the fool, it was my negligence,

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful

To do a thing, where I the issue doubled,

Whereof the execution did cry out

Against the non-performance, 'twas a fear

Which oft affects the wisest : these, my lord,

Are such allow'd infirmities that honesty

Is never free of. But, beseech your grace.

Be plainer with me ; let me know my trespass

By its own visage : if I then deny it,

'Tis none of mine.

Leon. Have yoii not seen, Camillo,

—

But that 's past doubt : you have, or your eye-

glass

Is thicker than a cuckold's horn,—or heard,

—

For, to a vision so apparent, rumour
Cannot be mute,—or thought,—for cogitation

Resides not in that man that does not think

it,—
My wife is slipper}'? If thou wilt confess,

—

Or else be impudently negative,

Tohave nor eyes nor ears northought,—then say
My wife 's a hobbyhorse ; deserves a name
As rank as any flax-wench tiiat puts to

Before her troth-plight : say 't and justify 't.

Cam. I would not be a stander-by to hear
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without
My present vengeance taken : 'shrew my heart.

You never spoke what did become you less

Than this ; which to reiterate were sin

As deep as that, though true.

Leon. Is whispering nothing?
Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noses?
Kiising with inside lip? stopping the career
Of laughter with a sigh ?—a note infallible

Of breaking honesty ;—horsing foot on foot ?

Skulking in corners? wishing clocks more swift?

Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs, theirs

only,

That would unseen be wicked?—is this nothing?
Why, tnen the world and all that 's in 't is no-

thing ;

The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing;

My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have these no-
things.

It inis be notliing.

Cam. Good my lord, be cur'd
Of this diseas'd opinion, and betimes

;

For 'tis most dangerous.

Leon. Say it be, 'tis true.

Cam. No, no, my lord !

Leon. It is ; you lie, you lie :

I say thou liest, Camillo, and I hate thee

;

Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave;

Or else a hovering temporizer, that

Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil,

Inchning to them both.—Were my wife's liver

Infected as her life, she would not live

The running of one glass.

Cam. Who does infect her ?

Leon. Why, he that wears her like her medal,
hanging

About his neck, Bohemia: who—if I

Had servants true about me, that bare eyes
To -ee alike mine honour as their profits.

Their own particular thrifts,—they would do
that

Which should undo more doing: ay, and thoa
His cupbearer,—whom I from meaner form
Have bench'd and rear'd to worship; who

mayst see [heaven,

Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees

How I am ga..ed,—mightst bespice a cup.

To f^ivp mine enemy a lasting wink

;

Which draught to me w^ere cordial.

Cam. Sir, my lord,

I could do this ; and that with no rash potion.

But with a ling'ring dram, that should not work
Maliciously like poison: but T cannot
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress,

So sovereignly being honourable.

I have lov'd thee,

—

Leon. Make that thy question, and go rotl

Dost think I am so mudd}-, so unsettled.

To appoint myself in this vexation; sully

The purity and whiteness of my sheets,

—

Which to preserve is sleep; wliich being spotted

Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps;
Give scandal to the blood o' the prince my son,^
Who I do think is mine, and love as mine,

—

Without ripe moving to't?—Would I do this?.

Could man so blench?
Cam, I must believe you, sir:

I do ; and will fetch off Bohemia for 't ; [ness

Provided that, when he's remov'd, your high-

Will take again your queen as yours at first.

Even for your son's sake ; and thereby for seal-

ing

The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms
Known and allied to yours.
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Leon. Thou dost advise me
Even so as I mine own course have set down :

I 11 give no blemish to her honour, none.

Cam. My lord,

Go then ; and with a countenance as clear

As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia
And with your queen: I am his cupbearer.

If from me he have wholesome beverage

Account me not your servant.

Leon. Tills is all

:

Do't and thou hast the one-half of my heart;

Do't not, thou sphlt'st thine own.
Cam. I '11 do't, my lord.

Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast

advis'd me. \_Exit.

Cam. O miseraltle lady !—But, for me,
What case stand I in? I must be the poisoner

Of ijood Polixenes: and my ground to do 't

Is the obedience to a master; one
Who, in rebellion with himself, will have
All that are his so too.—To do this deed,

Promotion follows : if I could find example
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings,

And flourish'd after, I 'd not do't ; but since

N'or brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not

one,

Let villany itself forswear 't. I must
FiHsake the court : to do 't, or no, is certain

Fo me a break-neck, Happy star, reu;a now!
Here comes Bonemia.

Enter POLIXENES.

Pol. This is strange ! methinks
Vly favour here begins to warp. Not speak?

—

jood-day, Camillo.

Cam. Hail, most royal sir

!

Pol. What is the news i' the court ?

Cam. None rare, my lord.

Pol. The king hath on him such a counten-

ance

Vs he had lost some province, and a region

.ov'd as he loves himself: even now 1 met
him

Vith customary compliment ; when he,

Vafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling

V lip of much contempt, speeds from me ; and
o leaves me, to consider what is breeding

'hat changes thus his manners.
Cam. I dare not know, my lord.

Pol. How ! dare not ! do not. Do you know,
and dare not

\z intelligent to me? 'Tis thereabouts;

or, to yourself, what you do know, you must,

.nd cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo,

our chang'd complexions are to me a mirror,

^/hich shows me mine chang'd too ; for I must

be

A party in this alteration, hndmg
Myself thus alter'd with it.

Cam. There is a sickness
Which puts some of us in distemper; but

I cannot name the disease ; and it is cauglit

Of you that yet are well.

Pol. How ! caught of nie !

Make me not sighted like the basilisk :

I have look'd on thousands, who have sped the

better

By my regard, but kiU'd none so. Camillo,

—

As you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto

Clerk-like, experienc'd, %\ hich no less adorns
Our gentry than our parents' noble names,
la whose success we are gentle,— I beseech you,

II you know aught which does behove my
knowledge

Thereof to be informVl, imprison 't not

In ignorant concealuieiit.

Cam. I may not answer.
Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I wtll!

I must be answer'd.— Dost thou hear, Camilli),

I conjure thee, by all the parts of man.
Which honour does acknowledge,— whereof the

least

Is not this suit of mine,—that thou declare

What incidency thou dost guess of harm
Is creeping toward me; how far off, how neur;

Which way to be prevented, if to be ;

If not, how best to bear it.

Cam. Sir, I will tell )0U ;

Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him
That I think honourable : thereiore maik my

counsel,

Which must be even as swiftly follow'd as

I mean to utter it, or both yourself and me
Cry lost, and so good-night

!

Pol. On, good Camillo,

Cam. I am appointed him to murder you.

Pol. By whom, Camillo?
Cam. By the king.

Pol. For v.'hat ?

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he
swears,

yVs he had seen 't or been an instrument

To vice you to 't, that you have touch'd his queen
Porbiddingly.

Pol. O, then my best blood turn

To an infected jelly, and my name
Be yok'd with his that did betray the best

!

Turn then my freshest reputation to

A savour that may strike the dullest nostril

Where I arrive, and my approach be shunn d.

Nay, hated too, worse than the great'st infection

That e'er was heard or read !

Ca/n. Swear his thought over

By each particular star in heaven and
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By all their influences, you may as well

l-'orbid the sea for lo obey the moon,
As, or by oaih remove, or counsel shake

The fabric of his folly, whose foundation

Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue

The standing of his body.

Pol. I Tow shoul'i f^is grow?
Cam. I know not: but 1 am sure -3 safer to

Avoid what'sgiown thanquestion how 'tis born.

If, therefore, you dare trusi my honesty,

—

Tiiat lies enclosed in this trunk, which you

Shall bear along impawn'd,—away to-night.

V'our followers I will whisper to the business

;

And will, by twos and threes, at several posterns,

Clear them o' the cily: for myself, I'll put

My fortunes to your service, which are here

By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain ;

For, by the honour of my parents, I

I lave utter'd truth : which if you seek to prove,

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer

Than one condemn'd by the king's own mouth,
lliereon

His execution s-vorn.

Pol. I do believe thee;

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand;

Be pilot to me, and thy places shall

Siill neighbour mine. My ships are ready, and
iMy people did expect n\y hence departure

Two days ago.—Tliis jealousy

Is for a precious creature : as she 's rare.

Must it be great ; and, as his person's mighty.

Must it be violent ; and as he does conceive

He is dishonour'd by a man which ever

Profess'd to him, why, his revenges must
In that be made more bitter. Fear o'—-shades

me :

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort

The gracious queen, part of his theme, but no-

thing

Of his ill-ta'en suspicion! Come, Camillo;
I will respect thee as a father, if

Thou bear'st my life off hence : let us avoid.

Cam. It is in mine authority to command
The keys of all the posterns : please your high-

ness

To take the urgent hour: come, sir, away.
\_Exetint.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Sicii.ia. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, a;7<a^ Ladies.

Her. Take the boy to you : he so troubles me,
'Tis past enduring.

I Lady. Come, my gracious lord,

Shall I be your playfellow?

Mam. No, I '11 none of you.

1 Lady. VVh^-, my sweet lord ?

Mam. Vou '11 kiss me hard, and speak to m2
as if

I were a baby still.— I love you better.

2 Lady. And why so, my lord?

Mam. Not for because
V'our brows are blacker; yet black brows, they

say,

Become some women best ; so that there be not
Too much hair there, but in a semicircle,

Or a half-moon made with a pen.
2 Lady. Who taught you this ?

Mam. I learn'd it out of women's faces.

—

Pray now,
What colour are your eyebrows?

I Lady. Bluo. r^y lord.

Lilam. Nay, that's a mock: 1 1.vj.h; seen a
lady's nose

That has been blue, but not her eyebrows.

1 L.ady. Hark ye

;

The queen your mother rounds apace: we sliail

Biesent our services to a tine new prince

One of these days ; and then you 'd wanton
with us,

If we would have yoK.

2 Lady. She is spread of late

Into a goodly bulk: good time encounter her!

ILcr. What wLsdom stirs amongst you?

Come, si"-, now
I am for you agaii. : pray you, sit by us,

And tell 's a tale.

Mam. Merry or sad shall 't be ?

Her. As merry as you will.

Afam. A sad tale 's best for winter :

I have one of sprites and goblins.

Ller. Let 's have that, good sir.

Come on, sit down :—come on, and do your best

To fright me with your sprites : you 're power-

ful at it.

Mam. There was a man,

—

Her. Nay, come, sit down : then on.

Mam-. Dwelt by a churchyard :— I will led

it softly

;

Yond crickets shall not hear it.

Her. Come on, then,

And give 't me in mine ear.

Eiiler Leontes, Antigonus, Lords and
Guards.

Leon. Was he met there? his train? Camillo

with him? [never"!

I L.ord. Behind the tiift of pines I met them;

Saw I men scour so oa their way : I ey'd them
Even to their ships.

Leon. How bless'J am I

In my just censure, in my true opinion I^
Alack, for lesser knowledge !—how accuis'd,
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In being so blest !—There may be in the cup

A spider steep'd, and one may drink, depart,

And yet partake no venom ; tor his knowledge

Is not infected: but if one present

Tiie abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his

sides [the spider.

With violent hefts:—I have drunk, and seen

Cainillo was his help in this, his pander;

—

There is a plot against my life, my crown

;

All 's true that is mistrusted :—that false villain,

Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him :

He has discover'd my design, and I

Remain a pinch'd thing; yea, a very trick

For them to play at will.—How came the

posterns

So easily open?
1 Lord. By his great authority;

Wliich often hath no less prcvail'd than so,

On your command.
Leon. I know 't too well.

—

Give me the boy:—I am glad you did not

nurse him

:

Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you
Have too much blood in him.

Her. What is this? sport?

Leon. Bear the boy hence ; he shall not

come about her

;

Away with him !—and let her sport herself

\Ii.xit Mamili.ius, with some of the Guards.
With that she 's big with ;—for 'tis PolLxenes
Hath made thee swell thus.

LLer. But I 'd say he had not,

And I '11 be sworn you would believe my saying,

Howe'er you learn the nayward.

;

Leo/!. You, my lords,

'Look on her, mark her well ; be but about
jFo say, she is a goodly lady, and
The justice of your hearts will thereto add,

. :i'y she's not honest, honourable

:

- her but for this her wilhout-door form,

—

...i.^li, on my faith, deserves high siJecch,

—

and straight

'^Iv: >hrug, the hum, or ha,—these petty brands,

.:alumny doth use:—O, I am out,

mercy does; for calumny will sear

litue itself:—these sluugs, these hums, and
ha's,

^'h -n you have said she 'sgoodly, come between,
ij )uu can say she's honest : but be it known,
Lu.n him that has most cause to grieve it

should be,

lie 's an adultress I

Her. Should a villain say so,

he most replenish'd villain in the world,
ie were as much more villain: you, my lord,

'0 but mistake.

Leon. You have mistook, my lady,

Poli.Nenes for Leontes : O thou thing.

Which I '11 not call a creature of thy place.

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent,

Should a like language use to all degrees.

And mannerly distinguishment leave out

Betwixt the prince and beggar!— I have said.

She's an adultress; I have said vvith whom :

More, she 's a traitor; and Camillo is

A federary with her ; and one that knows
What she should shame to know herself

But with her most vile principal, that she's

A bed-swerver, even as bad as those

That vulgars give boldest titles; ay, and pi ivy

To this their late escape.

Her. No, by my life,

Priv^y to none of this. How wiU tiiis grieve you,

When you shall come to clearer know ledge, that

\'ou thus have publish'd me ! Gentle, my lord,

\'ou scarce can right me throughly then, to say

Vou did mistake.

Leon. No ; if I mistake
In those foundations which I build upon,
The centre is not big enough to l-ear

A school-boy's top.—Away with her to prison !

He who shall speak for her is alar off guilty

But that he speaks.

Her. There's some ill planet reigns:

I must be patient till the heavens look

With an aspect more favourable.—Good my
lords,

I am not prone to weeping, as our sex

Commonly are; the want of which vain dew
Perchance shall dry your pities; but I have

That honourable grief lodg'd here, which burns

Worse than tears drown: beseech you all, my
lords,

With thoughts so qualified as your charities

Shall best instruct you, measure me ;—and so

The king's will be perform'd !

Leo)i. Shall I be heard ?

[ To the Guards.
LLer. Who is 't that goes with me?—Beseech

your highness.

My women may be with me ; for, you see,

j\ly plight requires it.—Do not wee]i, good fools;

There is no cause : when you shall know your
mistress

Has deserv'd prison, then abound in tears

As I come out: this action I now go un
Is for my better grace.—Adieu, my lord:

I never wish'd to see you sorry; now [leave.

I trust I shall.—My women, come; you have

Leon. Go, do our bidding; hence!
{Exeunt Queen ana Ladies, utth Guards.

I Lord. Beseech your highness, call the

queen again.
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Anl. Be certain what you do. sir, lest your
justice

Prove violence : in the which tliree great ones

suffer,

\'ourself, your ijueen, your son.

I Lord. For her, my lord,

—

1 dare my life lay down, and will do't, sir,

I'Iciuse you to accept it, that the (jueen is spotless

r the eyes of heaven and to you; I mean
In this which you accuse her.

Ant. If it prove

She 's otherwise, I 'II keep my stables where
I lodge my wife; I '11 go in couples with her;

Than when I feel and see her no further trust

her

;

I'or every inch of woman in the world.

Ay, every dram of woman's flesh, is false,

II she be.

Leon. Mold your peaces.

I Lord. Good my lord,

—

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves:

^^)U are abus'd, and by some putter-on.

That will be damn'd for't: would I knew the

villain, [flaw'd,—

I would land -damn him. Re she honour-

I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven

;

Tl-.e second and the third, nine and some five ;

If this prove true, they'll pay for't: by mine
honour,

1 11 geld 'em all: fourteen they shall not see,

To bring false generations : they are co-heirs

;

And I had rather glib myself than they

Should not produce fair issue.

Leon. Cease; no more.

\'ou smell this business with a sense as cold

As is a dead man's nose : but I do see 'l and
feel 't,

As you feel doing thus ; and see withal

The instruments that feel.

Aut. If it be so,

We need no grave to bury honesty;

Tliere's not a grain of it the face to sweeten

Of the whole dungy earth.

Leon. What ! lack I credit ?

I Lord. I had rather you did lack than I,

my lord, [me
Upon this ground: and more it would content

To have her honour true than your suspicion;

Be blani"d for 't how you might.

Leon. Why, what need we
Commune with you of tliis, but rather follow

Our forceful instigation? Our prerogative

Callsnot your counsels ; butournatural goodness

Imparts this: which, if you,—or stupified

Or seeming so in skill,—cannot or will not

Relish a ti^uth, like us, inform yourselves

We need no more of your advice ; the matter,

The loss, the gain, the ordering on'l, is all

Properly ours.

Ant. And I wish, my liege,

Vou had only in your silent judgment tried it,

Without more overture.

Leon. How could that be?
ICither thou art most ignorant by age,

Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight,

Added to their familiarity,

—

Which was as gross as ever touch'd conjecture.

That lack'd sight only, naught for approbation.

But only seeing, all other circumstances [ing.

M.idcup tothedeed,—doth push on this proceed-

N'et, for a greater confirmation,

—

I'or, in an act of this importance, 'twere

Most piteous to be wild,—I have despatch'd

in [)ost

To sacred Dclphos, to Apollo's temple,

C'leomenes and Dion, whom you know
Of siuff'd sufficiency : now, from the oracle

riicy will bring all ; whose spiritual counsel had.

Shall slop or spur me. Have I done well?

1 L^rd. Well done, my lord.

Leon. Though I am .satisfied, and need no more
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle

Give rest to the minds of others such as he

Whose ignorant credulity will not [good

Co>ne up to the truth: so have we thought it

From our free person she should be confm'd;

Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence

Be left her to perform. Come, follow us

;

We are to speak in public; for this business

Will raise us all.

Ant. {Aside. ] To laughter, as I take it.

If the good truth were known. {Exetint.

ScE.XE II.— The same. The outer Kooni of a

Prison.

Enter Paulina and Attendants.

Paul. The keeper of the prison,—call to him;

Let him have knowledge who I am.
{Exit an Attendant.

Good lady!

No court in Europe is too good for thee

;

What dost thou, then, in prison?

Re-enter Attendant, ivilh the Keeper,

Now, good sir.

You know me, do you not?

/\eep. For a worthy lady,

.\nd one who much I honour.

PauL Pray you, tlien,

Conduct me to the queen.

Keep. I may not, madam : to the contrary

I have express commandment.
PauL Here's ado.

I
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To lock up honesty and honour from
The access of gentle visitors !—Is 't lawful,

Pray you, to see her women? any of them?
Emilia?

Keep. So please you, madam, to put

Apart these your attendants, I shall bring

Emilia forth.

Paul. I pray now, call her.

—

Withdraw yourselves. [Exeunt Attend.
Keep. And, madam,

I must be present at your conference.

Paul. Well, be't so, pr'ythee. [Exit Keeper.
Here 's such ado to make no stain a stain,

As passes colouring.

Re-enter Keeper, with Emilia.

Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady ?

Einil. As well as one so great and so forlorn

May hold together : on her frights and griefs,

—

Which never tender lady hath borne greater,

—

She is, something before her time, deliver'd.

Paul. A boy?
Einil. A daughter ; and a goodly babe,

Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives

Much comfort in't; says. My poor p7-isoner,

I am innocent as you.

Paul. I dare be sworn :^
These dangerous unsafe lunes i' the king, be-

shrew them !

He must be told on 't, and he shall : the office

Becomes a woman best : I '11 take 't upon me

:

If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue blister;

And never to my red-look'd anger be
The trumpet any more.—Pray you, Emilia,
Commend my be?t obedience to the queen;
If she dares trust me with her liiile babe,
1 '11 show 't the king, and undertake to be
Her advocate to the loud'st. We do not know
How he may soften at the sight o' the child

:

The silence often of pure innocence
Persaades, when speaking fails.

Etnil. Most worthy madam.
Your honour and your goodness is so evident,
That your free undertaking cannot miss
A thriving issue : there is no lady living
So meet for this great errand. Please your

ladyship
To visit the next room, I '11 presently
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer:
^Vho but to-day hammer'd of this design,
But durst not tempt a minister of honoui,
Lest she should be denied.

Paul. Tell her, Emilia,
I '11 use that tongue I have : if wit flow from it,

As boldness from my bosom, let it not be
doubted

I shall do good.

Emtl. Now be you bless'd for it

!

I '11 to the queen : pl«ase you come someihiiig
nearer.

Keep. Madam, if 't please the queen lu send
the babe,

I know not what I shall incur to pass it.

Having no warrant.
Paul. You need not fear it, sir

:

The child was prisoner to the womb, and is,

By law and process of great nature, thence
P'reed and enfranchis'd ; not a party to
The anger of the king, nor guilty of.

If any be, the trespass of the queen.
A'eep. I do believe it.

Paul. Do not you fear: upon mine honour, I
Will stand 'twixt you and danger. [ExeinU.

A Room in the

and

Scene III.— The same.

Palace.

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords
other Attendants.

Leon. Nor night nor day no rest: it is I ut
weakness

To bear the matter thus,—mere weakness. If

The cause were not in being,— part o' the cau.se.

She the adultress ; for the harlot king
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank
And level of my brain, plot-proof ; but she
I can hook to me:— say that she were gone.
Given to the fire, a mi:>iely of my rest

.Might come to me again.— W^ho 's there?

I Attcn. [Advancing.] My Icrd?

Leon. How does the boy?
I Atteft. He took good rest to-nighi;

'Tis hop'd his sickness is discharg'd.

Leon. To see his nobleness !

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother.
He straight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply,

Fasten'd and lix'd the shame on 't in himself.

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep.

And downright languish'd.—Leave me soleh'S

—go,
See how he fares. [Exit i Attend.]— Fie, f.ji

no thought of him ;

The very thought of my revenges that way
Recoil upon me: in himself too mighty,
And in his parties, his alliance,— let him be.

Until a time may serve : for present vengeance.
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes

Laugh at me ; make their pastime at my sorrow:
They should not laugh if I could reach them;

nor

Shall she, within my power.

Enter Paulina, with a child.

I Lord. You must not enter.
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Paid. Nay, ralher, good my lords, be second
to me:

Tear you his tyrannous passion more, alas,

1 iian the queen's life? a gracious innocent soul,

More free than he is jealous.

Ant. That 's enough.

2 Attend. Madam, he hath not slept to-

night ; commanded
1,'one should come at him.

Paul. Not so hot, good ^ir

;

I come to bring him sleep. 'Tis such as you,—
That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh

At each his needless heavings,—such as you
Nourish the cause of his awaking: I

Do come, with words as med'cinal as true,

1 fonest as either, to purge Lim of that humour
That presses him from sleep.

Leon. What noise there, ho?
Paul. No noise, my lord ; but needful con-

ference

/i')out some gossips for your highness.

Leon. How !

—

Away with that audacious lady!—Antigonus,

I charg'd thee that she should not come about
me:

I knev/ she v/ould,

Aitt. I told her so, my lord.

On your displeasure's peril, and on mine.

She should not visit you.

L.eon. What, canst not nile her?
Paul. From all dishonesty, he can: in this,

—

Unless he take the course that you have done.

Commit me for committing honour,—trust it,

He shall not rule me.
Ant. La you now, you hear

!

When she will take the rein, I let her run

;

But she '11 not stumble.

Paid. Good my liege, T come,

—

And, I beseech you, hear me. who professes

Myself your loyal servant, your physician.

Your most obedient counsellor ; yet that dares

Less appear so, in comforting your evils,

Than such as most seem youis:— I say, I come
From your good queen,

Leon. Good queen

!

Patd. Good queen, my lord, good queen: I

sny, good queen

;

And would by combat make her good, sowcrc I

A man, the worst about you.

Leon. Force her licnce

!

Paul. Let him that makesbutlritlesof hisoyes

First hand me: on mine own accord I'll off;

P.at first I '11 do my errand.—The good queen.
For she is good, hath brought you forth a

daughter

;

licre 'tis; commends it to your blessing.
' \LayiH^ down the child.

Leon. Out

!

A mankind-witch ! Hence with her, out o' fl^oii

A most intelligenciiig bawd

!

Paul. Not so

:

I am as ignorant in that as J'ou

\\\ so entithng me; and no less honest [rant.

Than you are mau ; which is enough, I'll w^r-
As this world goes, to pass for honest.

Leon. Traitors

!

Will you not push her out? Give her the

bastard :

—

Thou dotard \to Antigonus], thou art woman-
tir'd, unroosted

By thy dame Partlet here :—take up the bastard;

Take 't up, I say; give 't to thy cione.

Paul. P'or ever

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou
Tak'st up the piinccss, by that forced baseness

Which he has put upon 't!

Leon. He dreads his wife.

Paul. So I would you did ; tlien 'twere past

all doubt.

You 'd call your children yours.

Leon. A nest of traitors!

Ant. I am none, by tliis good light.

Paul. Nor I ; nor any,

But one, that 's here ; and that's himself: for he
The sacred honour of himself, his queen's,

I lis hopeful son's, his babe's, betrays to slander.

Whose sting is sharper than the sword's ; and
will not,

—

For, as the case now stands, it is a curse

lie cannot be compeH'd to 't,—once remove
The roit of his opinion, which is rotten

As ever oak or stone was sound.
Leon. A callat

Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat her
husband.

And now baits me !— This brat is none of mine ;

It is the issue of Polixenes:

Hence with it! and, together with the dam,
Commit them to the fire.

Paul. It is yours ! [charge.
And, might we l.iy the old proverb to your
So like you, 'lis the worse.— Behold, my lords,

Although the print be little, the whole matter
And copy of the father,—eye, nose, lip,

The trick of his frown, his forehead; nay, tlie

valley, [smiles

;

The pretty dimples of his chin and cheek ; his

The very mould and frame of hand, nail,

finger:

—

[made it

And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast

So like to him that got it, if tliou hast

The ordering ofthe mind too, 'mongst all colours

No yellow in 't, lest she suspect, as he d:je3,

Her children not her husband's 1
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Leon. A gross h^

!

And, losel, thou art not worthy to be hang'd.

That wilt not stay her tongue.

Ant. Hang all the husbands
That cannot do that feat, you'll leave yourself

Hardly one subject.

Leo)K Once more, take her hence.

Paul. A most unworthy and unnatural lord

Can do no more.

Leon. I '11 have thee bum'd.
Paul. I care not.

It is an heretic that makes the fire, [tyrant

;

Not she which bums in 't. I '11 not call you
But this most cruel usage of your queen,

—

Not able to produce more accusation [savours

Than your own weak-hing'd fancy,—something

Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you,

Yea, scandalous to the world.

Leon. On your allegiance,

Out of the chamber with her ! Were I a tyrant,

^Vhere were her life? she durst not call me so.

If she did know me one. Away with her I

Patil. I pray you, do not push me ; I '11 be

gone.

—

[send her

Look to your babe, my lord ; 'tis yours : Jove
A better guiding spirit!—\Vhat needs these

hands?
Vou, that are thus so tender o'er his follies.

Will never do him good, not one of you.

So, so :—farewell ; we are gone. \Exii.

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set ca thy wife to

this.

—

My child ? av/ay with 't !^-€ven thou, that hast

A heart so tender o'er it, taice W hence,

And see it instantly ccnsuni'd with fire?

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up
straight

:

Within this hour bring me word 'tis done,

—

And by good testimony,—or I '11 seize thy life.

With what thou else call'st thine. If thou

refuse.

And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so;

The bastard-brains with these my proper hands
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire

;

For thou sett'st on thy wife.

Ant. I did not, sir:

These lords, ray noble fellows, if they please.

Can clear me in 't.

I Lord. We can :—my royal liege,

He is not guilty of her coming hilher.

Leon. You are liars all. [credit

:

I Lord. Beseech your highness, give us better

We have always truly serv'd you ; and beseech
So to esteem of us : and on our knees we beg,

—

As recompense of our dear services.

Post and to come,—that you do change this

purpose,

Which, being so horrible, so bloody, must
Lead on to some foul issue: we all kneel.

Le<m. I am a feather for each wind that
blows :

—

Shall I live on, to see (his bastard kneel
And call me father? better burn it now.
Than curse it then. But, be it ; let it live :—

•

It shall not neithe..—You, sir, come you hither:

[Ti? Antigonus.
You that have been so tenderly officious

With Lady Margery, your midwife, there,

To save this bastard's life,—for 'lis a bastard,

So sure as thy beard 's gray,—w hat will you
adventure

To save this brat's life?

Ant. Anything, my lord,

That my ability may undergo,
And nobleness impose: at least, thus much;
I'll pawn the little blood which I have lc!t.

To save the innocent :—anythmg possible.

Leon. It shall be possible. Swear by this

sword
Thou wilt perform my bidding.

Ant, I will, my lord.

Leon. Mark, and perform it,—seest thou? lor

the fail

Of any point in 't shall not only be
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu"d •v'''?.

Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin i lice.

As thou art liegeman to us. that thou carry
This female bastard hence and that Ihou bear it

To some remote and desert place, quite cut
Of our dominions; and tna* there thou leave it,

Without more mercy, to its own protecticn
And favour of the climate. As by strange for-

tune

It came to us, I do in justice charge thee,

On thy soul's peril and ihy body's torture,

That thou commend it strangely to some place,

\Vliere chance may nurse or end it. Take it up.

Ant. I svveartodo this, though a present deal h
I lad been more merciful.—Come on, poor babe

:

Some fiowerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens
To be thy nurses ! Wolves and bears, they say,

Casting their savageness aside, have done
Like offices of pity,—Sir, be prosperous [infj,

In more than this deed does require !—and bless-

Against this cruelty, fight on thy side,

Poor thing, condemn'd to loss

!

\^Exit -with the child.

Leon. No, I '11 not icai

Another's issue.

2 Attend. Please your highness, posts.

From those you sent to the oracle, are come
.An hour since: Cleomenes and Dion,

Being well aiTiv'd from Delphos, are both landed.

Hasting to the court.
,
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1 Ij)rd. So please you, sir, their speed

Haih been beyond account.

Leon. Twenty-three days

Theyhave been absent: 'tis good speed; foretells

The great Apollo suddenly will have

The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords;

Summon a session, that we may arraign

Our most disloyal lady ; for, as she hath

Been publicly accus'd, so shall she have

A just and open trial. While she lives.

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me

;

And think upon my bidding. \Exeunl.

ACT in.

Scene I.— SicILIA. A Street in some Town.

Enter CLKOME.Niis and Dion.

Cleo. The climate \ delicate ; the air most

sweet

;

Fertile the isle; the temple much surpassing

The common praise it bears.

Dion. I shall report.

For most it caught me, the celestial habits,—

Methinks I so should term them,—and the

reverence

or the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice !

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly

It was i' the offering !

Cko. But, of all, the burst

And the ear-deafening voice o' the oracle,

Kin to Jove's thunder, so surprised my sen^

That I was nothing.

Dion. If the event o' the journey

Prove as successful to the queen,—O, be 't so!

—

As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy,

The time is worth the use on 't

Cko. Great Apollo

Turn all to the best ! These proclamations,

So forcing faults upon Hermione,

I little like.

Dion. The violent carriage of it

Willclearor end the business: whentheoracle,

—

Tlius by Apollo's great divine seal'd up,

—

Shall the contents discover, something rare

Even then will rush to knowledge.—Go,—fresh

horses ;

—

And gracious be the issue ! [Exetmt.

Scene II.— The same. A Court ofJustice.

Leontes, Lords, and Officers appear, properly

seated.

Leon. This sessions,—to our great grief, wc
pronounce,

—

Even pushes 'gainst our heart ;—the pnrty tried,

The daughter of a king, our wife; and one

Of us too much belov'd. Let us be clcar'd

Of being tyrannous, since we so openly

Proceed in justice ; which shall have due course

^

Even to the guilt or the purgation.

—

Produce the prisoner.

Offi. It is his highness' pleasure that the quee;j|

Appear in person here in court.

—

i

Crier. Silence

!

Hermione is brought in guarded ; Paulin.j

and Ladies attending '

Leon. Read the indictment.

Ojffi. \^Reads.\ Hermione, queen to the ivorth\

Leontes, /iz'wf^Sicilia, thou art here accusedanA
arraipiedofhigh treason, incommitting adulter)*,

with VoMxenti, king of Bohemia; and conspir\'

ing with Camillo to take away the life of ou.i

sovereign lord the king, thy royal husband : thS

pretence whereof being by circumstances partly:

laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the faitA
andallegiance ofa true subject, didst counsel am
aid them, for their better safety, tofiy away by

night.

Her. Since what I am to say niust be but that

Which contradicts my accusation, and

The testimony on my part no other [me
But what comes from myself, it shall scarce bool

To say. Not guilty: mine integrity

Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it^

Be so receiv'd. But thus,—if powers divine

Behold our human actions,—as they do,

—

I doubt not, then, but innocence shall make \

False accusation blush, and tyranny [know,—

i

Tremble at patience.—You, my lord, best

Who least will seem to do so,—my past life

Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true,

As I am now unhappy: which is more 1

Than history can pattern, though devis'd

And play'd to take spectators; for, behold me,

—

.'\ fellow of the royal bed, which owe

.\ moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter,

The mother to a hopeful prince,—here standing

To prate and talk for life and honour 'fore [it

Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize

As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for

honour,

'Tis a derivative from me to mine,

And only that I stand for. I appeal

To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes

Came to your court, how I was in your grace,

How merited to l)e so; since he came.

With what encounter so uncurrent I

Have strain'd, to appear thus : if one jot beyond

The bound of honour, or in act or will

That way inclining, harden'd be the hearts

Of all that hear me, and my near'st of kin
|

Cry, Fie upon my grave.* ;
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Leon. I ne'er heard yet

That any of these bolder vices wanted

Less impudence to gainsay what they di i

Than to perform it first.

Her. That 's true enough

;

Though 'tis a saying, sir, not due to me.

Leon. You will not own it.

Her. More than mistress of

Which comes to me ic name of fault, I must not

At all acknowledge. For Polixenes,

—

With whom I am accus'd,— I do confess

I lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd

;

With sucli a kind of love as might become

A lady like me; with a love even such,

So and no other, as yourself commanded:
Which not to have done, I think had been in me
Both disobedience and ingratitude [spoke,

To you and toward your friend ; whose love had

Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely,

That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy,

I know not how it tastes ; though it be dish'd

For me to try how: all I know of it

Is, that Camillo was an honest man

;

And why he left your court, the gods themselves.

Wotting no more than I, are ignorant

Leon. Yoii knew of his departure, .as you know
What you have underta'en to do in 's absence.

Her. Sir,

You speak a language that I understand not:

My lil'e stands in the level cf your dreams,

Which I '11 lay down.
Leo7t. Your actions are my dreams;

You had a bastard by Polixenes, [shame,—
And I but dream'd it ;—as you were past all

Those of your fact are so,—so past all truth

:

Which to deny concerns more than avails ; for as

Thy brat halh been cast out, like to itself,

No father owning it,—which is, indeed.

More criminal in thee tiian it,—so thou

Shalt feel our justice ; in whose easiest passage

Look for no less than death.

Her. Sir, spare your threats:

The bug which you would fright me with, I seek.

To me can life be no commodity

:

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour,

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone.

But know not how it went : my second joy,

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence

I am barr'd, like one infectious: my third com-

fort,

Starr'd most unluckily, is from my breast,

—

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth,

—

Hal'd out to murder: myself on every post

Proclaim'd a strumpet ; with immodest hatred.

The child-bed privilege denied, which 'longs

To women of all fashion ; lastly, hurried

Here to this place, i' the open air, before

I have got strength ol limit. Now, my liege,

Tell me what blessings I have here alive.

That I should lear to die? Therefore, proceed.

But yet hear tliis; mistake me not;—no life, -

I prioe it not a straw,—but for mine honour

(Which I would fiee), if I shall be condemn •.]

Upon surmises—all proofs sleeping else,

I'ut what your jealousies awake^I tell yon

' Tis rigour, and not law.— Your honours all,

I do refer me to the oracle :

Apollo be my judge !

I Lord. This your request

Is altogether just : therefore, bring forth.

And in Apollo's name, his oracle :

yExeunt certain Officers.

Her. The Em];eror o*" Russia was my fathci ;

() that he were alive, and here beholding

liis daughter's trial ! that he did but see

The flatness of my misery ; yet with eyes

Ol pity, not revenge !

Re-enter Officers, with CLiiOMfCNES a>/fl' DI'T^.

Ofi, You here shall swear upon this sv^uid

of juslire,

That you, Clecmenes and Dion, have

Ueen both at Dclphos, and from thence have

brought

This seal'd-u; oracle, by the hand deliver 'd

Of gre.at Apollc'v oriest ; and that, since then,

\on have not -iar'a to break the holy seal.

Nor read the secrets in 't.

Cleo. Dion All this we swear.

Leon. Hrt-ak up the seals and read.

Offi. {Reads''^ Hermione?V^'^rt5/<f/ I'oli^cenrt;

blameless; Camilk c true ui/'jeU ; Leonles -/

ji-alous tyraii- . his innocent babe truly bci^otleti

,

and the kint^ ^kall liz>e wilhout an heir, i/ that

zvhick is lost be not found.
Lords. Now blessed be the great Apollo!

Her. Praised

!

Leon. Hast thou read truth?

OJJi. Ay, my loid; even io

As it is here set down.
Leon. Theie is no truth at all i' the oracle :

The sessions shall proceed : this is mere laKi-hood 1

Enter a Servant hastily.

Serv. My lord the king, the king!

Leon. What is the hirines-,?

Serv. O sir, I shall be hated to repoit it :

The prince yovir son, with mere conceit and lear

Of the queen's speed, is gone.

Leon. How! gone?

Serv. Is dead.

Leon. A polio "s angry ; and the heavens them-

selves
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Do strike at my injustice. [llEKMlONEya/w/j.]
Mow now there!

Paul. This news is morlal to the queen :

—

Look down
And see what death is doing.

Lton. Take her hence:

I Icr heart is but o'ercharj^'d ; she will recover.

—

I lij ve loo much behev'd mine own suspicion :

—

Lc5,eech you, tenderly apply to her

Some remedies for life.—Apollo, pardon

\Exennt Paul, awt/ Ladies, with Her.
^Ty great profaneness 'gainst thine oracle!

—

I 11 reconcile me to Polixenes;

isew woo my queen ; recall the good Camillo,

Whom 1 proclaim a man of truth, of mercy

;

Por, being transported by my jealousies

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose

Camillo for the minister, to poist)n

My friend Polixenes: which had been done,
lait that the good mind of Camillo tardied

My swift conmiand, though I with death and
with

Reward did threaten and encourage him,
Is'ot doing it and being done : he, most humane,
And fiird with honour, to my kingly guest
L'nclasp'd my practice; quit his fortunes here.

Which you knew great ; and to the certain

hazard
Of all incertainties himself commended,
Ko richer than his honour :—How he glisters

Thorough my rust I and how his piety

Does my deeds make the blacker

!

Re-enter Paulina.

ratil. Woe the while !

O, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it,

Bieak too!

1 Lord. What fit is this, good lady?
PauL Wliat studied tomients, tyrant, nast

for me? [boiling

What wheels? racks? fires? what flaying?

In leads or oils? what old or newer torture

Must I receive, whose every word deserves

To taste of thy most worst? Thy tyranny
Together working with thy jealousies,

—

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle

Forgirlsof nine,—O, think what theyhave(ii)ne,

And then run mad indeed,—stark mad ! for all

Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it.

That thou betray'dst Polixenes, 'twas nothing

;

That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant.

And damnable ingrateful ; nor was't much
Thou woulilst have poison'd good Cainillo's

honour.
To have him kill a king; poor trespasses,

—

More monstrous standing by: whereof I reckon
The casting loilh to crows thy baby dauglitcr,

To be or none, or little ; though a devil

Would have shed water out of fire ere done 't:

Nor is 't directly laid to thee, the death
Of the young prince, whose honourable

thoughts,— [hc-.irt

Thoughts high for one so tender,—cleft the
That could conceive a gross and foolish sire

Blemish'd his gracious dam : this is not—no,
Laid to thy answer: but the last,—O lords,

When 1 have said, cry, Woel—the queen, the

queen.
The sweetest, dearest creature's dead; and

vengeance for 't

Nor dropp'd down yet.

I Lord. The higher powers forbid !

Paul. I say she's dead: I'll swear 't. if

word nor oath
Prevail not, go and see: if you can hx'v.v

Tincture, or lustre, in her lip, her eye.

Heat outwardly or breath within, I '11 serve you
As I would do the gods.—But, O thou tyrant I

Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier

Than all thy woes can stir ; therefore betake thee
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting,

Upwn a barren mountain, and still winter
In storm perpetual, could not move the gcds
To look that way thou wert.

Leon. Go on, go on

:

Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserv'd
All tongues to talk their bitterest

!

I Lord. Say no more;
Howe'er the business goes, you have made fault

r the boldness of your speech.

Pattl. I am sorry for 't

:

All faults I make, when I shall come to know
them,

I do repent. Alas, I have show'd too much
The rashness of a woman : he is touch'd

To the noble heart.—What 's gone, and \\ hat 's

*past help.

Should be past grief: do not receive afllictioa

At niy petition ; I beseech you, rather

Let me be punish'd, that have minded yon
Ofwhat you should forget. Now, good my liege,

Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman

:

The love I bore your queen,—lo, fool again I

—

I '11 speak of her no more, nor of your children •

I 'II not remember you of my own lord,

\Mio is lost too : take your patience to }ou.
And I 'II say nothing.

Lzon. Thou didst speak but well,

\Vhen most the truth; which I receive much
better

Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring me
To the dead bodies of my queen and son

One grave shall be for both ; upon ihcm shall^
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Tlie causes of their death appear, unto

Our shame pefpelisal. Once a day I '11 visit

The chapel where they lie ; and tears shed there

Sh.iU be my recreation : so long as nature

Will bear up with this exercise, so long

I daily vow to use it.—Come, and lead me
To these sorrows. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Bohemia, A desert Country
near the Sea.

Enter Antigonus with the Chita, and a

Mariner.

A"t. Thou art perfect, then, our ship hath

touch'd upon
The deserts of Bohemia?

Mar. Ay, my lord ; and fear

We have landed in ill time: the skies look

grimly, [icience.

And threaten present blusters. In m.y con-

The heavens with that we have in hand are

angry.

And frown upon 's.

Ant. Their sacred v/ills be done!—Go, get

aboard

;

Look to thy bark : I '11 not be long before

I call upon thee.

Mar. Make your best haste ; and go not

Too f.ar i' the land • 'tis like to be loud weather

;

Besides, this place is famous for the creatures

Of prey that keep l pon 't.

Alii. Go thou away;
I '11 follow instantly

l\Iar. I am glad at heart

To be so rid o' the business [Exit.

Ant. Come, poor babe :

—

I have heard (but not believ'd), the spirits of

the dead
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother

Appear'd to me last night ; for ne'er was dream
So like a waking. To me comes a creature.

Sometimes her head on one side, some another

:

j
I never saw a vessel of like sorrow,

j
So fiU'd and so becoming : in pure white robes,

Like very sanctity, she did approach
My cabin where I lay : thrice bow'd before me

;

1 And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes

Became two spouts: the fui-y spent, anon
Pid this break from her : Good Antigonus,
Sir.ce fate, against thy better disposition,

Ih.:h made thy personfor the thrower-out

( 'uy poor babe, according to thine oath,—
I u'cs remote enough are in Bohemia, [babe
'1 iicre weep, and leave it crying; and, for the

Is counted lostfor ever, Perdita,

I prythee, caWt. For this ungentle business,

Pitt on thee by my lord, t/iou ne'er shall see

Thy wife Paulina more:—and so, with shrieks,

She melted into air. Affrighted much,
I did in time collect myself; and thought

This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys

;

Yet, for this once, yea, superstitious!)

,

I will be squar'd by this. I do believe

Hermione hath suifer'd death ; and lliat

Apollo would, this being indeed the issr.e

Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid,

Either for life or death, upon the earth

Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee v.jll

!

[Laying down the clnlJ.

There lie ; and there thy character: there these ;

[Laying down a bur:.:'le.

Which may if fortune please, both breed thee,

pretty.

And still rest thine.—The storm begins:— j our

wretcli.

That, for thy mother's fault, art I'nus expc.s'd

To loss and what may foHow !—Weep I cariiiot,

But my heart bleeds: and most accurs'd am I

To be by oath enjoin'd to this.— Farewell

!

The day frowns more and more :— tiiou 'ri like

to have
.A lullaby too rough :— I never saw
The heavenssodim byday. A savageclamour !

—

Well may I get aboard !—This is the chacc

:

I am gone for ever ! [E.xit, pitrsued by a bear.

Enter an old Shepherd.

Shep 1 would there were no age between
ien and three-and-twenly, or that youth would
sleep out the rest; for there is nothing in the

between but getting wenches with child, wn Try-

ing the ancientry, stealing, fighting.— liaik

you now!—Would any but these boiled biains

of nineteen and two-and-twenty hunt tl;is

weather? They have scared away two of my
ijcst sheep, which I fear the wolf will soi i.er

find than the master: if any where I have
them, 'tis by the sea -side, browsing of i\}.—
Good luck, an 't be thy will! what have v. e

here? [Taking up the child.^ Mercy on 's. a

bairn ; a very pretty bairn ! A boy or a cliid,

I wonder? A pretty one; a very pretty one:

sure, some scape: though I am not bookisli,

yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman in ihe

scape. This has been-some stair-work, s< ire

trunk-work, some behind-door-work : lh< y
were warmer that got this than the poor Ihirg

is here. I '11 take it up for pity : yet I il

tarry till my son comes ; he hollaed but even

now.—WTioa, ho hoa!

Clo. [Within. \ Ililloa, loa!

Shep. \\T>at, art so near? If thou 'It see a

thing to talk on when thou art dead and rotten,

come hither.

/
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Enter Clown.

What ailest thou, man ?

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea and

by land !—but I am not to say it is a sea, for it

is now the sky : betwixt the firmament and it,

you cannot thrust a bodkin's point.

Skep. Why, boy, how is it?

Clo. I would you did but see how it chafes,

how it rages, how it takes up the shore ! but

that 's not to the point. O, the most piteous

cry of the poor souls! sometimes to see 'em,

and not to see 'em ; now the ship boring the

moon with her mainmast, and anon swallowed

with yest ani froth, as you 'd thrust a cork in

a hogshead. And then for the land service, -
to see how the bear tore out his shoulder-bone;

how he cried to me for help, and said his

name was Antigonus, a nobleman.— But to

iiaka an end of the ship,—to see how the sea

f.ap-dragoned it:—but, first, how the poor souls

roared, and the sea mocked them ;^and how
the poor gentleman roared, and the bear

mocked him,—both roaring louder than the

sea or weather.

Shep. Name of mercy ! when was this,

boy?
Clo. Now, now ; I have not winked since I

saw these sights: the men are not yet cold

under water, nor the bear half dined on the

gentleman; he 's at it now.

Shep. Would I had been by to have helped

the old man

!

Clo. I would you had been by the ship-side,

to have helped her : there your charity would

L.ive lacked footing. {^Aside.

Shep. Heavy matters ! heavy matters ! but

look thee here, boy. Now bless thyself: thou

mellest with things dying, I with things new-
born. Here 's a sight for thee ; look thee, a

bearing-cloth for a squire's child! look thee

here! take up, take up, boy; open 't. So,

let's see:—it was told me I should Ije rich hy

t'.ie fairies: this is some changeling:—open 't.

What 's within, boy?
Clo. You 're a made old man ; if the sins of

your youth are forgiven you, you 're well to

live. Gold ! all gold !

Shep. This is fairy-gold, boy, and 'twill

prove so: up with it, keep it close: home,

home, the next way ! We are lucky, boy ; and

to be so still requires nothing but secrecy

—

I.et my sheep go:—come, good boy, the next

way home.
Clo. Go you the next way with your findings.

I 11 go see if the bear be gone from the gentle-

man, and how much he hath eaten: they are

never curst but when they are hungry : if there

be any of him left, I '11 bury it.

Shep. That 's a good deed. If thou maycst
discern by that which is left of him what he is,

fetch me to the sight of him.

Clo. Marry, will I; and you shall help to

put him i' the ground.
Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy; and we'll do

good deeds on 't. \Exeuiit.

ACT IV.

Enler TiME, as Chonts.

Time. I,—that please some, try all; both
joy and terror

Of good and bad ; that make and unfold error,

—

Now take upon me, in the name of Time,
To use my wings. Impute it not a crime
To me or my swift passage, that I slide

O'er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried

Of that wide gap, since it is in my power
To o'erthrow law, and in one self-born hour

To plant and o'erwhelm custom. Let me pass

The same I am, ere ancient'st order was,

Or what is now received : I witness to

The times that brought them in ; so shall I do
To the freshest things now reigning, and make

stale

The glistering of this present, as my tale

Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing,

I turn my glass, and give my scene such growing
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving

The effects of his fond jealousies, so grieving

That he shuts up himself; imagine me,
Gentle spectators, that I now may be

In fair Bohemia; and remember well,

I mention'd a son o' the king's, which Florizel

I now name to you ; and with speed so pace

To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace

Equal with wondering : what of her ensues,

I list not prophesy ; but let Time's news
Be known when 'tis brought forth:—a shep-

herd's daughter,

And what to her adheres, which follows after.

Is the argument of Time. Of this allow,

If ever you have spent time worse ere now;
If never, yet that Time himself doth say

He wishes earnestly you never may. [£xit.

Scene I.

—

Bohemfa. A Roor/i hi the Palace

^/POLI.XENES.

Efiler PoLi.xENES aw^/Camillo.

Pol. I pray thee, good Caraillo, be no more
importunate: 'tis a sickness denying thee any-

thing; a death to grant this.

Cam, It is tifteen years since I saw my

li
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country; though I have for the most part been
aired abroad, I desire to lay my bones there.

Besides, the penitent king, my master, hath

sent for me ; to whose feeling sorrows I might

be some allay, or I o'erween to think so,—which
is another spur to my departure.

Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not

out the rest of thy services by leaving me now :

the need I have of thee, thine own goodness
hath made; better not to have had thee than

thus to want thee ; thou, having made me busi-

nesses which none without thee can sufficiently

manage, must either stay to execute them thy-

self, or take away with thee tiie very services

tliou hast done; which if I have not enough
considered,^as too much I cannot,-—to be more
thankful to thee shall be my study; and my
profit therein the heaping friendships. Of thai

fatal country Sicilia, pr'ythee, speak no more

;

whose very naming punishes me with the re-

membrance of that penitent, as thou call'st him,
and reconciled king, my brother ; whose loss of

his most precious queen and children are even
now to be afresh lamented. Say to me, when
sawest thou the Prince Florizel, my son? Kings
are no less unhappy, their issue not being
gracious, than they are in losing them, when
they have approved their virtues.

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the

prince. What his happier affairs may be, are

to me unknown; but I have missingly noted he
is of late much retired from court, and is less

frequent to his princely exercises than formerly

he hath appeared.

Pol. I have considered so much, Camillo,
and with some care; so fai, that I have eyes
under my service which look upon his removed-
luss ; from whom I have this intelligence,—that

lie is seldom from the house of a most homely
shLi)herd ; a man, they say, that from very
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his

neighbours, is grown into an unspeakable
estate.

Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who
hath a daughter of most rare note : the report

of her is extended more than can be thought to

begin from such a cottage.

Pol. That 's likewise part of my intelligence:

but I fear the angle that plucks our son thither.

Thou shalt accompany us to the place; where
we will, not appearing what we are, have some
question with the shepherd ; from whose sim-
plicity I think it not uneasy to get the cause
of my son's resort thither. Pr'ythee, be my
present partner in this business, and lay aside
tlie thoughts of Sicilia.

Cam. I willingly obey your command.

Pol. My best Camillo
ourselves.

-We must disguise

{^Exeuiit.

Scene \\.— Thc same. A Road tiear tkt
Shepherd's Cottage.

Enter AUTOLYCUS, singz'ng.

When dafTodils begin to peer,

—

With, hey ! the doxy over the dale,

—

Why, then comes in the sweet o' the year ;

I'or the red blood reigns in the winter's pale.

The white sheet bleacliing on the hedge,

—

With, hey ! the sweet birds, O, how they sing I—
Doth set my pugging tooth on edge

;

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king.

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants,

—

With, hey ! with, hey ! the thrush .-md the jay,—
Are summer songs for me and my aunts,
While we lie tumbling in the hay.

I have served Prince Florizel, and, in my time,
wore three-pile; but now I am out of service:

r>ut shall I go mourn for that, my dear?
The pale moon shines by night

:

And when 1 wander here and there,
I then do must go right.

If tinkers may have leave to live,

And bear the sow-skin budget.
Then my account I well may give
And in the stocks avouch it

My trafific is sheets ; when the kite builds, lools

to lesser linen. My father named me Autolycus;
who being, as I am, littered under Mercui)-,
was likewise a snapper-up of unconsidered
trifles. With die and drab I purchased this

caparison ; and my revenue is the silly-cheat

:

gallows and knock are too powerful on the

highway ; beating and hanging are terrors to

me ; for the life to come, I sleep out the thought
of it.—A prize ! a prize !

Enter Clown.

Clo. Let me see:—every 'leven wether (odsj
every tod yields pound and odd shilling; fifteen

hundred shorn, what comes the wool to?

Aut. If the springe hold, the cock 's mine.

[An'de,

Clo. I cannot do 't without counters.— Let
me see ; what am I to buy for our sheep-shear-

ing feast? Tlu'ee pound of sugar ; five pound
of currants ; rice—what will this sister of mine
do with rice? But my father hath made her
mistress of the feast, and she lays it on. She
hath made mefour-and-twenty nosegays for the

shearers,—three-man song-men all, and veiy,

good ones; but they are most of them means)
and bases; but one puritan amongst them, and
he sings psalms to hornpipes. I must havft

M 2
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saffron, to colour the warden pies; mace—dates,

— none; that 's out of my note; nutmegs, seven;

a race or two of ginger,—but th^U I may beg;

four pound of prunes, and as many of raisins

o' tlie sun.

Ant. O thai ever I was born !

[ Grovelling on the ground.

do. V the name of me,—
yliit. O, help me, help me! pluck but otf

thcs;,- rags; and then, death, death!

C/o. Alack, pdor soul ! thou hast need 'f

moi c raj;s to lay on thee, rather than have these

ofi.

Aut. O, sir, the loathsomeness of them
oflends me more than the stripes I have re-

ceived, which are mighty ones and millions.

C/o. Alas, poor man ! a million of beating

m.iy come to a great matter.

A/tf. I am robbed, sir, and beaten; my
Tr'ioey and apparel ta'en from me, and these

detestable things put upon me.

C/o. What, by a horseman or a footman?

Aut. A footman, sweet sir, a footman.

C/o. Indeed, he should be a footman, by the

gariaents he has left with thee: if this be a

horseman's coat, it hath seen very hot service.

T^end me thy hand, I'll help thee: come, lend

me thy hand. [Nel/>ing him up.

Ant. O, good sir, tenderly, O

!

C/o. Alas, poor soul

!

Aut. Oh, good sir, .softly, good sir: I fear,

sir, my shoulder blade is out.

Cli. How now! canst stand?

Ant. Soft) y, dear sir ! {^pic/is his pocJiet'\qpoA

sir, softly ; you ha' done me a charitable office.

do. Dost lack any money? I have a little

money for thee.

Aut. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech you,

sir: I liave a kinsman not past three quarters

of a mile hence, unto whom I was going ; I

s!ki11 there have money or anything I want:

ol'fer me no money, I pray you ; that kills my
heart. [robbed you?

C/o. What manner of fellow w.ts he that

Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go
about with troll-my-dames: I knew him once

a servant of the prince: I cannot tell, good .sir,

for which of his virtues it was, but he was
certainly whipped out of the court.

Clo. His vices, you would say; there's no
virtue whipped out of the court: they cherish

it, to make it stay there ; and yet it will no
more but abide.

Aut. Vices, I would say, sir. I know this

min well: he hath been since an ape-bearer;

then a process-server, a bailiff; then he com-
passed a motion of the Prodigal Son, and

married a tinker's wife within a mile where lay

land and living lies; and, having flown over

many knavish professions, he settled only in

rogue : some call him .Autolycus.

Clo. Out upon him! prig, for my life, prig:

he haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings.

Aut. Very true, sir; he, sir, he; that's the

rogue that put me into this apparel.

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all

Bohemia ; if you had but looked big and spit

at him, he 'd have run.

Aut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no
lighter : I am false of heart that way ; and that

he knew, I warrant him.

Clo. How do you now?
Aut. Sweet sir, much better than I was; I

can .stand .ind walk : I will even take my leave

of you, and pace softly towards my "Kinsman's,

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way?
Aut. No, good-faced sir; no, sweet sir.

Clo. Then fare thee well: I must go buy
spices for our sheep-shearing.

Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir! \Exit Clown.]

Vour purse is not hot enough to purchase your

spice. I '11 be with you at your sheep-shearing

too. If I make not this cheat bring out another,

and the shearers prove sheep, let me be en-

rolled, and my name put in the book of virtue!

\_Sings.

log on, jog on, the footpath way.
And merrily hent the stile-a :

A merry heart goes all the day.

Your sad tires in a mile-a. \Kxit.

SCE.NE III. T/ie same.

Cottage.

A Sheplurd's

Enter Florizel andV^KiMTX.

Flo. Tliese your unusual weeds to each part

of you
Do give a life : no shepherdess, but Flora [ing

Peering in April's front This your sheep-shear-

Is as a meeting of the petty gods,

And you the queen on 't.

Per. Sir, my gracious loi-d.

To chide at your extremes it not becomes me,—
O, pardon that I name them !—your high self,

Thegiacious mark o' the land, you have obscur'd

Withaswain's wearing; andme, poor lowly maid,

Most goddess-like prank'd up. But that ourfeasls

In every mess have folly, and the feeders

Digest it vvith a custom, I should blush

To see you so attir'd ; swoon, I think,

To show myself a glass.

Flo. I bless the time

^\'hen my good falcon made her flight across

Thy father's ground.
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Per. Now Jove afford you cause !

To me the difference forges dread: your greatness

Hath not been us'd to fear. Even now I tremble

To think your father, by some accident,

Should pass this way, as you did. O, the fates !

How would he look to see his work, so noble,

Vilely bound up? What would he say? Or how-

Should 1, in these my borrow'd flaunts, behold

The sternness of his presence?

Flo. Apjirchend

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselveSj

Humbling their deities to love, have taken
The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter

Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune
A ram, and Ijleated ; and the fire-rob'd god,

Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain.

As I seem now :— their transformations

Were never for a piece of teauty rarer,

—

Nor in a way so chaste, since my desires

Run not before mine honour, nor my lusts

Burn hotter than my faith.

Per. O, but, sir.

Your resolution cannot h«ld, when 'tis

Oppos'd, as it must be, by the power of the king

:

One of these tv.'o must be necessities,

^ftrliich then will speak, that you must change
this purpose.

Or I my life.

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, [not

With these forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken
The mirth o' the feast : or I '11 be thine, my fair.

Or not my father's ; for I cannot he

Mine own, nor anything to any, if

I be not thine: to this I am most constant,

Thousrh destiny say no. Be merry, gentle:

Strangle such thoughts as these with anything

That you behold the while. Your guests arc

coming

:

Lift up your countenance, as it were the day
Of celebration of that nuptial which
We two have sworn shall come.

Per. O lady Fortune,

Stand you auspicious

!

Flo. See, your guests approach :

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly.

And let 's be red with mirth.

Enter Shepherd, with Polixenes atzd Cam-
ILLO disguised; Clown, MoFS.A., DORCAs,
with others.

Shep. Fie, daughter! when my old wife

liv'd, upon
This day she was both pantler, butler, cook

;

Both dame and servant ; welcom'd all ; serv'd

all

;

[here

Would sing her song and dance her turn ; now
At upper end o' the table, now i' the middle

;

On his shoulder, and his ; her face o' fire

With labour ; and the thing she took to quench
it.

She would to each one sip. You are retir'd.

As if 3'ou were a feasted one, and not
The hostess of the meeting : pray you, bid

These unknown friends to us welcome ; for it 13

A way to make us better friends, more known.
Come, quench your blushes, and present your-

self

That which you are, mistress of the feasi : come
on.

And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing.

As your good flock shall prosper.

Per. Sir, welcome! \To I'OL.

It is my father's will I should lake on me
The hostess-ship o" the day:—You 're welcome,

sir! [7(7 CAiMiLLO.
Give me those flowers there, Dorcas.— Rev-

erend sirs.

For you there 's rosemary and rue ; these keep
Seeming and savour all the winter long

:

Grace and remembrance be to you both,

And welcome to our shearing

!

Pol. Shepherdess—
A fair one are you !—well you fit our ages

With flowers of winter.

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient,

—

Not yet on summer's death, nor on the birth

Of trembling winter,—the fairest flowers o' the

season

Are our carnations, and streak'd gillyvors,
.

Which some call nature's bastards: of that kind
Our rustic garden 's barren ; and I care not

To get slips of them.

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden.
Do you neglect them?

Per. For I have heard it said

There is an art which, in their piedness, siiares

With great creating Bature.

Pol. Say there be;
Yet nature is made better by no mean,
But nature makes that mean ; so, o'er that art

Which you say adds to nature, is an art

That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, wq
marry

A gentler scion to the wildest stock,

And make conceive a bark of baser kind

By bud of nobler race. This is an art

Ys'hich does mend nature,—change it rather; but

The art itself is nature.

Per. So it is.

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gillyvors.

And do not call them bastards.

Per. I '11 not put

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them

;

No more than, were I painted, I would wish
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Tins youlh would say, 'twere well, and only

therefore

Di;sire to breed by me. —Here 's flowers for you;

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram;

The marigoKl, that goes to bed with the sun,

And with him rises weeping; these are flowers

Of middle summer, and I think they are given

To men of middle age. You 're very welcome !

Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your

flock,

And only live by gazing.

/V/. Out, alas!

You 'd be so lean that blasts of January

Would blow you through and through.—Now,
my fairest friend, [might

I would I had some flowers o' the spring that

Becomeyourtimeof day;—and yours, and yours,

Tliat wear upon your virgin branches yet

Your maidenheads growing.—O Proserpina,

For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou lett'st

fall

From Dis's wa^^gon !—daffodils.

That come before the swallow dares, and take

The winds of March with beauty; violets dim,

But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes

Of Cytherea's breath ; pale primroses,

That die unmarried ere they can behold

Bright Phcebus in his strength,—a malady

Most incident to maids; bold oxiips, and

The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds,

The flower-de-luce being one !—O, these I lack,

To make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend,

To strew him o'er and o'er

!

Flo. What, like a corse?

F<;r. No ; like a bank for love to lie and play

on

;

Not like a corse; or if,—not to be buried,

But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your

fl(nvers

;

Methinks I play as I have seen them do

In Wliitsun pastorals : sure, this robe of mine

Does change my disposition.

Flo. What you do

Still betters what is done. When you speak,

sweet,

I 'd have you do it ever ; when you sing,

I 'd have you buy and sell so ; so give alms

;

Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affairs,

To sing them too : when you dance, I wish you

A wave o' the sea, that might ever do
Nothing but that ; move still, still so, and own
No other function : each your doing.

So singular in each particular,

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds,

That all your acts are queens.

Per. O Doricles,

Your praises are too large : but that your youth,

And the true blood which peeps fairly through it.

Do plainly give you out an unstained shepherd.

With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles,

\"ou woo'd me the false way.

Flo. I think you have

As little skill to fear as I have purpose

To put you to 't.—But, come ; our dance, I pray:

Your hand, my Perdita; so turtles pair

That never mean to part.

Per. I '11 swear for 'em.

Pol. This is the prettiest low-born lass that

ever [seems

Ran on the green sward : nothing she does or

But smacks of something greater than herself,

Too noble for this place.

Cam. He tells her something [is

That makes her blood look out : good sooth, she

The queen of curds and cream.

CIo. Come on, strike up.

Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress: marry,

garlic.

To mend her kissing with.

Mop. Now, in good time

!

Clo. Not a word, a word ; we stand upon our

manners.

—

Come, strike up. [Music.

Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses.

Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what
Fair swain is this which dances with your

daughter? [himself

Shep. Tbey call him Doricles; and boasts

To have a worthy feeding : but I have it

Upon his own report, and I believe it;

He looks like sooth. He says he loves my
daughter

:

I think so too ; for never gaz'd the moon
Upon the water as he '11 stand, and read.

As 'twere, my daughter's eyes: and, to be plain,

I think there is not half a kiss to choose

Who loves another best.

Pol. She dances featly. [it,

Shep. So she does anything ; though I report

That should be silent : if young Doricles

Do light upon her, she shall bring him that

Which he not dreams of.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. O master, if you did but hear the pedlar

at the door, you would never dance again after

a tabor and pipe; no, the bagpipe could not move
you : he sings several tunes faster than you '11 tell

money : he utters them as he had eaten ballads,

and all men's ears grew to his tunes.

Clo. He could never come better: he shall

come in : I love a ballad but even too well ; if

.
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it be doleful matter merrily set down, or a very

pleasant thing indeed and sung lamentably.

Serv. He hath songs for man or woman of

all sizes; no milliner can so fit his customers

with gloves: he has the prettiest love-songs for

maids ; so without bawdry, which is strange

;

with such delicate burdens oidildos &r\dfadings,

jump her and thump her; and where some
stretch-mouth'd rascal would, as it were, mean
mischief, and break a foul gap into the matter,

he makes the maid to answer. Whoop, do tne

no harm, good man ; puts him off, slights him,

with Whoop, do me no harm, good man.
Pol. This is a brave fellow.

Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admir-

able conceited fellow. Has he any unbraidcd
wares?

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i'

the rainbow ; points more than all the lawyers
in Bohemia can learnedly handle, though they
come to him by the gross; inkles, caddisses,

cambrics, lawns : why he sings 'em over as

they were gods or goddesses
; you would think

a smock were a she-angel, he so chants to the

sleeve-hand, and the work about the square

cn't.

Clo. Pr'ythee, bring him in ; and let him
approach singing.

Per. Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous

words in his tunes. \^Exit Servant.

Clo. You have of these pedlars that have

more in 'em than you 'd think, sister.

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think.

Enter AuTOLYCUS, singing.

Lawn as white as driven snow ;

Cyprus black as e'er was crow ;

Gloves as sweet as damask-roses
;

Masks for faces and for noses;
Bugle-br.icelet, necklace amber,
Perfume for a lady's chamber;
Golden quoifs and stomachers,

I

For my lads to give their dears;
' Pins and poking-sticks of steel,

I

What maids lack from head to heel

.

j
Come, buy of n>e, come ; come buy, come buy ;

'

Buy, lads, or else yuur lasses cry :

Oome, buy.

j

Clo. If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou
shouldst take no money of me; but being en-

thralled as I am, it will also be the bondage of

certain ribands and gloves,

j
Mop. I was promised them against the feast

;

but tliey come not too late now.
' Dor. He hath promised you more than that,

or there be liars.

Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you :

may be he has paid you more,—which will

shame you to give him again.

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids?
will they wear their plackets where they should
bear their faces? Is there not milking-time,
when you are going to bed, or kiln-hole, lo

whistle off these secrets, but you must be
little-tattling before all our guests? 'tis well
they are whispering. Clamour your tongues,
and not a word more.

Mop. I have done. Come, you promised
me a tawdry lace, and a pair of sweet gloves.

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozened
by the way, and lost all my money?

Aut. And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners

abroad ; therefore it behoves men to be wary.
Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose

nothing here.

Aut. I hope so, sir; for I have about me
many parcels of charge.

Clo. What hast here? ballads?

Mop. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in

print a-life ; for then we are sure they are true.

Aut. Here 's one to a very doleful tune.

How a usurer's wife was brought to bed of

twenty money-bags at a burden, and how she

longed to eat adders' heads and toads carbona-
doed.

Mop. Is it true, think you?
Aut. Very true; and but a month old.

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer

!

Aut. Here 's the midwife's name to 't, one
Mistress Taleporter, and five or six honest
wives that were present. Why should I carry
lies abroad?
Mop. Pray you now, buy it.

Clo. Come on, lay it by; and let's first see
more ballads ; we '11 buy the other things anon.
Aut. Here 's another ballad, of a fish that

apxpeared upon the coast on Wednesday the

fourscore of April, forty thousand fathom above
vvater, and sung this ballad against the hard
hearts of maids: it was thought she was a
woman, and was turned into a cold fish for she
would not exchange flesh with one that loved
her. The ballad is very pitiful, and as true.

Dor. Is it true too, think you?
Aut. Five justices' hands at it ; and wit-

nesses more than my pack will hold.

Clo. Lay it by too : another.

Aut. This is a merry ballad; but a very
pretty one.

Mop. Let 's have some merry ones.

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one, and
goes to the tune of Two maids wooing a man

:

there 's scarce a maid westward but she sings

it: 'tis in request, I can tell you.

Mop. We can both sing it : if thou 'It bear a
part thou shalt hear ; 'tis in three pans.
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Dor. VVe had the tune on 't a month ago.

Atit. I can bear my part; you must know
tis my occupation : have at it with you.

SONG.

A Get you hence, for I must go

;

Where, it tits not you to know.
D. Whither? M. O, whither? D. Whither?

M. It becomes thy oath full well,

Thou to me thy secrets tell

:

^

D. Me too, let me go ihiiher.

M Or thou go"st to the grange or mill:

v. If to eiilier, thou dost ill.

A. Neither. D. What, neither? A. Neither.

J). Thou hast sworn niy love to Ije
;M . Tliou hast sworn it more to me

;

Then, whither go'st ?—say, whither?

("Jo. We 'U have this song out anon by our-

selves; my father and the gentlemen are in sad

t:ilU, and we 'U not trouble ihem.—Come, bring

a>v;iy thy pack after me.—Wenches, I'll buy
for you both:—Pedlar, let's have the first

choice.—Follow me, girls.

Aui. And you shall pay well for 'em.

[Aside.
Will you huy any tape.
Or lace for your cape.

My d.inty duck, my dear-a?
Any >ilk, any thread.
Any toy.^ for your head,

Oi the new'st and fiu'st, fin'st weai-a?
Come to the pedlar ;

M<iney 's a meddler.
That doth utter all men's ware-a.

\Exeunt Clown, Aux., Dor., and Mop.

Re-enter Servant.

Sen>. Master, there is three carters, three

shepherds, three neat-herds, three .swine-herds,

that have made themselves all men of hair

;

they call themselves saltiers: and they have a
dance which the wenches say is a gallimaufr)'

of gambols, because they are not in 't; but they
themselves are o' the mind (if it be not too
rough for some, that know little but bowling)
it will please plentifully.

Shep. Away 1 v/e '11 none on 't : here has
been too much homely foolery already.—

I

know, sir, we weary you.
Pol. You weary those that refresh us : pray,

let 's see these four threes of herdsmen.
Scrv. One three of them, by their own re-

port, sir, hath danced before the king ; and
not the worst of the three but jumps twelve
foot and a half by the squire.

Shep. Leave your prating: since these good
men are pleased, let them come in ; but quickly
now.

Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. _ [Exit.

Enter Twelve fxustics, habited like Satyrs.
They dance, and then exeunt.

Pol. O father, you'll know more of that
hereafter,

—

Is it not too far gone?—'Tis time to part them.

—

1 i

e
's simple and tells much. \Aside.\—llow

now, fair shepherd

!

Your heart is full of something that does take
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was

young,
.•\nd handed love as you do, I was wont
To load my she with knacks: I would have

ransack'd
The pedlar's silken treasury, and have pour'd iS

To her acceptance ; you have let him go.
And nolhiui^ marled with him. If your lass

Interpretation should abuse, and call this

Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited

l'"or a reply, at least if you make a care

Of happy holding her.

Flo. Old sir, I know
She prizes not such trifles as these are:

The gifts she looks from me are pack'd and
lock'd

Up in my heart; which I have given already,

15ut not deliver'd.— O, hear me breathe my life

Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem,
liath sometime lov'd,—I take thy hand! this

hand.
As soft as dove's down, and as white as it.

Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow that's

bolted

By the northern blasts twice o'er.

l''ol. VMiat follows this?

—

How prettily the young swain seems to wash
The hand was fair before !—I have put you out

:

But to your protestation ; let me hear

What you profess.

Flo. Do, and be witness to 't.

Pol. And this my neighbour, too?
Flo. And he, and more

Tlian he, and men,—the earth, the heavens,

and all :

—

[monarch.

That,—were I crown'd the most imperial

Thereof most worthy; were I the fairest youth

That ever made eye swerve ; had force and
knowledge [them

More than was ever man's,—I would not prize

Without her love : for her employ them all

;

Commend them, and condemn them, to her

service.

Or to their own perdition.

Pol. Fairly oflfer'd.

Cam. This shows a sound aflection.

Shep. But, my daughter.

Say you the Uke to him ?
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Per. I cannot speak

So well, nothing so well; no, nor mean better:

By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out

The purity of his.

Skep. Take hands, a bargain !

—

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness

to't:

I give my daughter to him, and will make
Her portion equal his.

Flo. O, that must be

I' the virtue of your daughter : one being dead,

I shall have more than )ou can dream of yet

;

Enough then for your wonder : but come on,

Contract us 'fore these v/itnesses.

Shep. Come, your hand ;

—

And, daughter, yours.

Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you;
Have you a father?

Flo. I have; but what of him?
Pol. Knows he of this?

Flo. He neither does nor shall.

Pol. IMethinks a father

Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest [more;
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once
Is not your father grown incapable

Of reasonable affairs? is he not stupid

With age and altering rheums? can he speak?

hear?

Know man from man? dispute his own estate?

Lies he not bed-rid? and again does nothing
But what he did being childish?

Flo>. No, good sir;

He has his health, and ampler strength indeed
Than most have of his age.

Pol. By my white beard,

iYou offer him, if this be so, a wrong
'Something unfilial : reason my son

Should choose himselfa wife ; but as good reason

The father,—all whose joy is nothii:;^ else

But fair posterity,^should hold some counsel

In such a business.

! Flo. I yield all this

;

But, for some other reasons-, my grave sir,

VVhich 'tis not fit you knov/, I not acquaint

My father of this businesj:.

Pol. Let liim know 't.

Flo. He shall not.

Pol. Pr'ythee, let him.

Flo. No, he must not.

Shep. Let him, riy son: he shall not need to

grieve

\l knowing of thy choice.

Flo. Come, come, he must not.

—

ilark our contract.

I
Pol. Mark your divorce, young sir,

1 ^Discovering himself.

jVhora son I dare not call ; thou art loo base

To be acknowledged: thou a sceptre's heir.

That thus affcct'st a sheep-hook !—Thou old
traitor,

I am sorry that, by hanging tliee, I ran hut

Shorten thy life one week.—And thou, fresh

piece [know
Of excellent witchcraft, who, of force, must
The royal fool thou cop'st with,

—

Shep. O, my heart

!

P'ol. I '11 have thy beauty scratch'd with

briers, and made [bey,

—

More homely than thy state.—For thee, fond
If I may ever know thou dost but sigh

That thou no mora shalt see this knack,—as

never [cession

;

I mean tliou shalt,—we '11 bar thee from suc-

Xot hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin,

Far than Deucalion off,—m?rk thou my words?
Follow us to the court.—Thou chiudj for th?s

time,

Thougl) full of our displeasure, yet we free \a\zz

From the dead blow of it.—And you, enchant-

ment,

—

Worthy enougli a herdsman
;

5'ea, him too
That makes himself, but for our honour therein.

Unworthy thee,—if ever henceforth thou

These rural latches to his entrance open,
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces,
1 V. ill devise a death as cruel for thee

As thou art tender to 't. [Exit.

Per. Even here imdorie !

I was not much aieard : for once or twice

I was about to speak, and tell hii'> plaiiily

The self-same sun that sh!n<;s upon his courf

Hides not hie visage from our cottage, but

Looks on alike.—Will 'l please you, sir, be
gone? [71- Fi.oKiZKL.

I told you what would come of this • Beseech
you.

Of your own state take care : this dream of mine.

Being now awake, I '11 (jueen it no inch further,

But milk my ewes, and weep.
Cam. Why, how now, father

!

Speak ere thou diesi.

Shep. I cannot speak, nor think,

Nor dare to know that which I know.—O, sir,

VJ'o Florizel.
You have undone a man of fourscore three,

That thought to fill Iiis grave in quiet; yea.

To die upon the bed my falb.or died.

To lie close by his honest bones ! but now
.Some hangman must put on my shroud, and

lay me
\Vhere no priest shovels in dust.—O curecd

wretch, [To Perdita.
That knevv'st this was the prince, and wouldst

adventure
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To mingle faith with him !—Undone ! undone !

If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd

To die when I desire. [£xi^.

Flo. Why look you so upon me?
I am but sorry, not afeard ; delay'd,

But nothing alter'd : what I was, I am:
More straining on for plucking back; not

following

My leash unwillingly.

Cam. Gracious, my lord.

You know your father's temper: at this time

He will allow no speech,—which I do guess

Vou do not purpose to him ;—and as hardly

Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear:

Then, till the fury of his highness settle,

Coiue not before him.

Flo. I not purpose it.

I think Camillo.''

Cam. Even he, my lord.

Per. How often have I told you 'twould be

thus!

How often said iny dignity would last

But till 'twere known!
Flo. It cannot fail but by

The violation ol my faith; and then

Let nature crush the sides o' the earth together.

And mar the seeds within !— Lift up thy looks.—
l-'.om my succession wipe me, father; I

Aai heir to my affection.

Cam. Be advis'd.

Flo. I am,—and by my fancy: if my reason

Will thereto be obedient, I have reason

;

If not, my senses, better pleas'd with madness,

Do bid it welcome.
Cam. This is desperate, sir.

Vlo. So call it : but it does fulfil my vow

;

I needs must think it honesty. Camillo,

Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may
Be thereat glean'd ; for all the sun sees or

The close earth wombs, or the profound seas

hide

In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath

To this my fair bclov'd : therefore, I pray you.

As you have ever been my father's honour'd
friend [not

When he shall miss me,—as, in faith, I mean
To see him any more,—cast your good counsels

Upon his passion : let myself and fortune

Tug for the time to come. This you may know.
And so deliver,— I am put to sea

With her, whom here I cannot hold on shore;
And, most opportune to our need, I have
A vess.l rides fast by, but not prepar'd
For this design. What course I mean to hold
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor
Concern me the reporting.

Cam. O, my lord.

I would your spirit were easier lor advice.

Or stronger for your need.

Flo. Hark, Perdita.

—

{Takes her aside,

I '11 hear you by and by. \_To Camillo.
Cam. He 's irremovable,

Resolv'd for flight. Now were I happy if

His going I could frame to serve my turn

;

Save him from danger, do him love and honour;
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia,

And that unhappy king, my master whom
I so much thirst to see.

Flo. Now, good Camillo,

I am so fraught with curious business that

I leave out ceremony. {Going'.

Cam. Sir, I think

^^)u have heard of my poor services, i' the love*

That I have borne your father?

Flo. Very nobly,

Have you deserv'd : it is my father's music
To speak your deeds; not little of his care'

To have them recompens'd as thought on.

Cam. Well, my lord.

If you may please to think I love the king.

And, ihroughhim, whatisnearesttohim, whidiisi

\'our gracious self, embrace but my direction,

—

If your more ponderous and settled project

May suffer alteration,—on mine honour [ing

I '11 point you where you shall have such receiv-

As shall become your highness ; where you may
Enjoy your mistress,—from the whom, I sec,

There 's no disjunction to be made, but by.

As heavens forfend! your ruin,—many her;

And,—with my best endeavours in your ab-

sence,

—

Your discontenting father strive to qualify,

And bring him up to liking.

Flo How, Camillo,
May this, almost a miracle, be done ?

That I may call thee something more than man,
And, after that, trust to thee.

Cam. Have you thought on
A place whereto you'll go?

Flo. Not any yet

:

But as the unthought-on accident is guilty

To what we vv'ildly do ; so we profess

Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies

Of every wind that blows.

Cam. Then list to me:
This follows,—if you will not change your pur-

pose,

But undergo this flight,—make for Sicilia;

.\nd there present yourself and your fair prin-

cess,

—

For so, I sec, she must be,
—

'fore Leonles:

She shall be habited as it becomes
The partner of your bed. Methinks I see

Leontes opening his free axms, and weeping

i
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His welcomes forlh; asks ihee, the son, forgive-

ness,

As 'twere i' the father's person ; kisses the hands
Of your fresh princess ; o'er and o'er divides him
'Twixt his unkindness and his kindness,—the

one

He chides to hell, and bids the other grow
Faster than thought or time.

Flo. Worthy Camillo,

What colour for my visitation shall I

Hold up before him?
Cam. Sent by the king your father

To greet him and to give him comforts. Sir,

The manner of your bearing towards him, with

What you, as from your father, shall deliver.

Things known betwi.\t us three, I 'il write you
down

;

The which shall point you forth at every sitting.

What you must say ; that he shall not perceive

But that you have 3-our father's bosom there,

And speak his very heart.

Flo. I am bound to you :

There is some sap in this.

Cam. A course more promising
Than a wild dedication of yourselves [certain

To unpath'd waters, undream'd shores, most
To miseries enough: no hope to help you;
IJut, as you shake off one, to take another:
X ijthing so certain as your anchors; who
I)o their best office if they can but stay you
Where you '11 be loath to be: besides, you know
Prosperity's the very bond of love, [gether

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart to-

Affliction alters.

Per. One of these is true

:

I think afiliction may subdue the cheek,
But not take in the mind.

CcifH. Yea, say you so?
There shall not, at your father's house, these

seven years

Be born another such.

Flo. My good Camillo,
She is as forward of her breeding as
She is i' the rear our birth.

Cam. I cannot say 'tis pity

She lacks instruction ; for she seems a mistress
To most that teach.

Per. Your pardon, sir, for this:

I 'II blush you thanks.

Flo. My prettiest Perdita !

—

But, O, the thorns we stand upon !—Camillo,

—

Preserver of my father, now of me ;

Tiie medicine of our house !—how shall we do?
'\\ e are not furnish'd like Bohemia's son

;

Kor shall appear in Sicilia.

Cam. My lord, [tunes

]Fcar none of this : I think you know my for-

Do all lie there: il shall be so my care
To have you royally appointed as if [sir,

The scene you play were mine. For instance.

That you may know you shall not want,—one
word. [^'/^c'/ ialk aside.

Re-enter AUTOLYCHS.

Aiif. Ha, ha ! what a fool Honesty is ! and
Trust, his sworn brother, a very simple gentle-
man ! I have sold all my trumpery; not a
counterfeit stone, not a riband, glass, pomander,
brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, glove,
shoe-tie, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack
from fasting;—they throng who should buy
first, as if my trinkets had been hallowed, and
brought a benediction to the buyer: by which
means I saw \shose purse was best in picture;

and what I saw, to my good use I remembered.
.My clown (who wants but something to be a
reasonable man) grew so in love with the
wenches' song that he would not stir his petti-

toes till he had both tune and words ; which so
drew the rest of the herd to me, that all their

other senses stuck in ears : you might have
pinched a placket,—it was senseless; 'twas

nothing to geld a codpiece of a purse; I would
have filed keys off that hung in chains: no hear-

ing, no feeling, but my sir's song, and admir-
i:ig the nothing of it. So that, in this time of

lethargy, I picked and cut most of their

festival purses ; and had not the old man come
in with a whoobub against his daughter and the

king's son, and scared my choughs from the

chaff, I had not left a purse alive in the whole
army. [Cam., Flo., aW Per. contefom<ard.

Cam. Nay, but my letters, by this means
being there

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt.

Flo. And those that you '11 procure from

king Leontes,

—

Cam. Shall satisfy your father.

Per. Happy be you !

All that you speak shows fair.

Ca7n. Who have we here?

—

[^Seeing Autolycus.
We'll make an instrument of this; omit
Nothing may give us aid.

AiU. If they have overheard me now,—why,
hanging. \_Aside.

Cam. How now, good fellow ! why shakest

thou so? Fear not, man; here's no harm in-

tended to thee.

Atcf. I am a poor fellow, sir.

Cam. Why, be so still ; here 's nobody will

steal that from thee : yet, for the outside of thy

poverty, we must make an exchange ; therefore,

disease thee instantly,—thou must think there 's
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a necessity in 't,—and change garments with

this gentleman : though the pennyworth on his

si;le he the worst, yet hold thee, there 's some
boot. \^Giving money.

Ant. I am a poor fellow, sir:—1 know ye
well enough. [Aside.

Cam. Nay, pr'ylhee, despatch: the gentle-

man is half-flayed already.

Ant. Are you in earnest, sir?—I smell the

trick on 't.

—

[Aside.

Flo. Despatch, I pr'ythee.

Aut. Indeed, I have had earnest; but I can-
not with conscience take it.

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle.

—

[Flo. and AurOL. exchange garments.
Fortunate mistress,—let my prophecy
Come home to you !—you must retire yourself

Into some covert; take your sweetheart's hat,

And pluck it o'er your brows; muffle your face;

Dismantle you ; and, as you can, disliken

The truth of your own seeming ; that you may,

—

For I do fear eyes over,—to shipboard
Get undescried.

Per. I see the play so lies

That I must bear a part.

Cam. No remedy.

—

Have you done there?

Fio. Should I now meet my father.

He would not call me son.

Cam. Nay, you shall have no hat.

—

[Giving it to Perdita.
Come, lady, come.—Farewell, my friend.

Aut. Adieu, sir.

Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot?

Pray you, a word. [They converse ctpart.

Cam. What I do next, shall be to tell the

king [Aside.

Of this escape, and whither they are bound ;

Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail

To force him after: in whose company
I shall review Sicilia; for whose siglit

I have a woman's longing.

Flo. Fortune speed us !

—

Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea- side.

CafH. The swifter speed the belter.

[Exeunt Flok., Per., atidQ^M..
Aut. I understand the business,—I hear it:

to have an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble
hand, is necessary for a cut-purse; a good nose
is requisite also, to smell out work for the other

senses. I see this is the time that the unjust
man doth thrive. What an exchange had tliis

been without boot? what a boot is here with this

exchange? Sure, the gods do this year connive
at us, and we may do anything extempore. The
prince himself is about a piece of iniquity,

—

Stealing away from liii father with Lis clog at his

heels : if I thought it were a piece of honesty to

acquaint the king withal, I would not do'l: I

hold it the more knavery to conceal it; and
therein am I constant to my profession.

Re-enter Clown and Shepherd.

Aside, aside ;—here is more matter for a hoi'

brain: every lane's end, every shop, church,

session, hanging, yields a careful man work.
Clc'. See, see ; what a man you are no-.v

!

There is no other way but to tell the king she 's

a changeling, and none of your flesh and blood.

Shcp. Nay, but hear me.
Clo. Nay, but hear me.
.Shep. Go to, then.

Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood,
your flesh and blood has not offended the k;;:;^ ;

and so your flesh and blood is not to be punished
by him. Show those things you found about
her; those secret things,—all but what she lias

w iili her : this being done, let the law go whistle ;

I warrant you.

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word,

—

yea, and his son's pranks too; who, I may say,

is no honest man neither to his father nor to mt.-,

to go about to make me the king's brother-in-

law.

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest

off you could have been to him ; and then your
blood had been the dearer by I know how much
an ounce.

Aut. Very wisely, puppies

!

[Aside.

Shep. Well, let us to the king: there is iliat

in this fardel will make him scratch his beard

!

Aut. I know not what impediment this com-
plaint may be to the flight ofmy master. [Aside.

Clo, Pray heartily he be at palace.

Aut. Though I am not naturally honest, I ain

so sometimes by chance. Let me pocket up
my pedlar's excrement. [Aside, and takes ojf

his false bcard.\—How now, rustics! whither

are you bound?
Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship.

Aut. Your aftairs there, what, with whom,
the condition of that fardel, the place of j'our

dwelling, your names, your ages, of what hav-

ing, breeding, and anything that is filling to be

known? discover.

Clo. We are but plain fellows, sir.

Aut. A lie ; you are rough and hairy. Let
me have no lying ; it becomes none but trades-

men, and they often give us soldiers the lie : but

we pay Ihem for it with stamped coin, not stab-

bing steel ; therefore they do not give us the lie,

Clo. Your worship had like to have given U3

one, if you had not taken yourself with ti.e

manner.
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Sliep. Are you a courtier, an 't like you, sir?

Aiit. Whether it like me or no, I am a
courtier. Seest thou not the air of the court in

tliese enfoldings ? Iiath not my gait in it the

nieiisure of the court ? receives not thy nose
court-odour from me? retlect I not on thy base-

ness court-contempt? Tliinkest thou, for that

I insinuate, or toze from thee thy business, I

am therefore no courtier? lam courtier cap-

a-pe ; and one tliat will either push on or pluck
b.ick thy business there : whereupon I command
thee to open thy affair.

Shsp. My business, sir, is to the king.

AiiC. What advocate hast thou to him ?

Shep. I know not, an 't like you.

CIo. Advocate 's the court-word for a phea-
sant, say you have none.

Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock
nor hen. [men !

Ant. Plow bless'd are we that are not simple
Vet nature might have made me as these are,

Tiierefore I will not disdain.

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier.

Shcp. His garments are rich, but he wears
them not handsomely.

Clo, He seems to be the more noble in being
fantastical : a great man, I '11 warrant ; I know-
by the picking on 's teeth.

Aid. The fardel there? what's i' the fardel?

Wherefore that box?
Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel

and box, which none must know but the king;
and which he shall know within this hour, if I

may come to the speech of him.
Atit. Age, thou hast lost thy labour.

Shep. Why, sir ?

Attf. The king is not at the palace ; he is

gone aboard a new ship to purge melancholy
and air himself: for, if thou beest capable of

things serious, thou must know the king is full

of grief.

Shep. So 'tis said, sir,—about his son, that

should have married a shepherd's daughter.
Atit. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast,

let him fly : the curses he shall have, the tor-

tures he shall feel, will break the back of man,
the heart of monster.

Clo. Think you so, sir?

Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can
make hea\'y and vengeance bitter ; but those

that are germane to him, though removed fifty

times, shall all come under the hangman :

which, though it be great pity, yet it is neces-

sary. An old sheep-whistling rogue, a ram-
tender, to offer to have his daughter come into

grace ! Some say he shall be stoned ; but that

death is too soft for him, say I. Draw our

tlirone into a sheep-cote!—all deaths are too
few, the sharpest loo easy.

Clo. Has the old man e'er a son, su', do you
hear, an't like you, sir?

Aut. He has a son,—who shall be flayed

alive; then 'nointed over with honey, set on
the head of a wasp's nest; then stand till he be
three quarters and a dram dead ; then recovered
again with aquavits;, or some other hot infssion

;

then, raw as he is, and in the hottest day
prognostication proclaims, shall he be set

ai:ainst a brick-wall, the sun looking witli a
southward eye upon him,—where he is to be-
iiold him with flies blown to death. But what
talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose miseries
are to be smiled at, their offences being so
Ci'.pital? Tell me,-—for you seem to be honest
[)lain men,—what have you to the king : being
something gently considered, I '11 bring you
where he is aboard, tender your persons to his

[presence, whisper him in your behalfs ; and if

it be in man besides the king to effect your
suits, liere is man shall do it. v

Clo. He seems to be of great authority: close

with him, give him gold ; and though authority

be a stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose
w ith gold : show the inside of your purse to the

outside of his hand, and no more ado. Re-
member,—stoned and flayed alive.

Shep. An't please you, sir, to undertake the

business for us, here is that gold I have: I'll

make it as much more, and leave this young
man in pawn till I bring it you.

Aut. After I have done what I promised?
Shep. Ay, sir.

Aut. Well, give me the moiety.—Are you a

party in this business?

Clo. In some sort, sir : but though my case

be a pitiful one, I hope I shall not be flayed

out of it.

Aut. O, that 's the case of the shepherd's

son. Hang him, he'll be made an example!
Clo. Comfort, good comfort ! We must to

the king, and show our strange sights: he must
know 'tis none of your daughter nor my sister

;

we are gone else. Sir, I will give you as much
as this old man does, when the business is per-

formed ; and remain, as he says, your pawn till

it be brought you.

Atit. I will trust you. Walk before toward
the sea-side ; go on the right-hand : I will but

look upon the hedge, and follow you.

Clo. We are blessed in this man, as I may
say, even blessed.

Shep. Let 's before, as he bids us : he was
provided to do us good.

\_Exeunt Shepherd atid Clown,
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Ant. If I had a mind to be honest, I see

Fortune would not suffer me : she drops booties

in my mouth. I am courted now with a double

occasion,—gold, and a means to do the prince

my master good ; which who knows how that

may turn back to my advancement? I will

bring these two moles, these blind ones, aboard

him : if he think il fit to shore them again, and
that the complaint they have to the king con-

cerns him nothing, let him call me rogue for

being so far officious; for I am proof against

that title, and what shame else belongs to 't.

To him will 1 present them: there may he
matter in il. [Exit.

ACT V.

£CENE I.—SiCli.lA. A Room in the Pa/ace

of Leontes.

Enter Leontes, Ci.eomenes, Dion,
Paulina, ami others.

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and have
perform'd

A saint-like sorrow : no fault could you make,
Which you have not redeem'd ; indeed, paid

down
More penitence than done trespass : at the last.

Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil

;

With them, forgive yourself.

Leon. Whilst I remember
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget

My blemishes in them ; and so still think of

Tlie wrong I did myself: which was so much
Tliat heirless it halh made my kingdom, and
Destroy'd the sweet'st companion that e'er man
Bred his hopes out of.

Paul. Tnie, too true, my lord ;

If, one by one, you wedded all the world,

Or from the all that are took something good.
To make a perfect woman, she you kill'd

Would be unparallel'd.

Leon. I think so.—Kill'd !

She I kill'd ! I did so : but thou strik'st me
Sorely, to say I did: it is as bitter [now,
Upon thy tongue as in my thought : now, good
Say so but seldom.

Cleo. Not at all, good lady ;

You might have spoken a thousand things that

would
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd

Your kindness better.

Paul. You are one of those

Would have him wed again.

Dion. If you would not so,

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance
Of his most sovereign name; consider little

What dangers, by his highness' fail of issue,

May drop upon his kingdom, and devour
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy
Than to rejoice the former queen is well?
What holier than,—for royalty's repair,

For present comfort, and for future good,

—

To bless the bed of majesty again
With a sweet fellow to 't?

Paul. There is none worthy,

Respecting her that 's gone. Besides, the gods

Will have fulfill'd their secret purposes:

For has not the divine Apollo said.

Is 't not the tenor of his oracle,

That king Leontes shall not have an heir

Till his lost child be found? which that it shall,

Is all as monstrous to our human reason

As my Antigonus to break his grave.

And come again to me ; who, on my life.

Did perish with the infant. 'Tis your counsel

My lord should to the heavens be contrary.

Oppose against their wills.—Care not for issue;

[7(7 Leontes.
The crown will find an heir : great Alexander
Left his to the worthiest; so his successor

\\2i?, like to be the best.

Leon. Good Paulina,

—

Who hast the memory of Hermione,
I know, in honour,—O, thai ever I [now.
Had squar'd me to thy counsel !— then, even
I might have look'd upon my queen's full eyes;

Have taken treasure from her lips,

—

Paul. And left them
More rich for what they yielded.

Leoti. Thou speak 'st truth.

No more such wives ; therefore, no wife : one
worse.

And better us'd, would make her sainted spirit

.-^gain possess her corpse; and, on this stage,

—

Where we offend her now,—appear, soul-vexed,

And begin, l\ hy to me ?

Paul. Had she such power,
She had just cause.

Leott. She had ; and would incense me
To murder her I married.

Paul. I should so.

Were I the ghost that walk'd, I 'd bid you mark
Her eje, and tell me for what dull part in 't

You chose her : then I 'd shriek, that even your
ears [foUow'd

Should rift to hear me; and the words that
Should be, Remember minel

Leott. Stars, stars.

And all eyes else dead coals!—fear thou flo

wife;

I '11 have no wife, Paulina.

Paul. Will you swear
Never to marry but by my free leaved,
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Lev Never, Paulina; so be bless'd my
spirit

!

[his oath.

Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witness to

Cleo. You tempt him over-much.
Paul. Unless another,

As like Heruiione as is her picture,

AtTront his eye.

Cleo. Good madam,

—

Paul. I have done.

Yet, if my lord will marry,^if you will, sir.

No remedy, but you will,—give me the office

To choose you a queen : she shall not be so

young
As was your former ; but she shall be such

As, walk'd your first queen's ghost, it should

take joy

To sec her in your arms.

Leon. My true Paulina,

We shall not marry till thou bidd'st us.

Paul. That
Shall be when your first queen 's again in breath:

Never till then.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. One that gives out himself Prince

Florizel,

Son of Poli.xenes, with his princess,—she

The fairest I have yet beheld,—desires access

To your high presence.

Leon. What with him? he comes not

Like to his father's greatness : his approach.

So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us

'Tis not a visitation fram'd, but forc'd

By need and accident. What train?

Gent. But few,

And those but mean.
Leon. His princess, say you, w^ith him?
Gent. Av ; the most peerless piece of earth,

I 'think.

That e'er the sun shone bright on.

Paul. O Hermione,
As eveiy present time dot'n boast itself

Above a better gone, so must thy grave

Give way to wiiat 's seen now. Sir, you your-

self

Have said and writ so,—but your writing now
Is colder than that theme,

—

She had not been.

Nor was not to be equaWd

;

—thus your verse

Flow'd with her beauty once; 'tisshrewdly ebb'd,

To say you have seen a better.

Gent. Pardon, madam

:

The one I have almost forgot ;—your pardon ;

—

The other, when she has obtain'd your eye.

Will have your tongue too. This is a creature,

Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal

Of all professors else ; make proselytes

Of who she but bid lollov/.

Paul. How! not women ?

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a
v/oman

More worth than any man ; men, that she is

The rarest of all women.
Leon. Go, Cleomenes;

Yourself, assisted with your honour'd friends,

Bring them to our embracement.-—Still, "lis

strange,

\^Exeunt Q.\^Y.O., Lords, a«^/ Gent.
He thus should steal upon us.

Pajtl. Had our prince,—
Jewel of children,—seen this hour, he had

pair'd

Well with this lord: there was not full a month
Between their births. [know'st

L^eon. Pr'ythee, no more ; cease ; tlioti

He dies to me again \\hen taik'd of: sure,

When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches
Will bring me to consider that which may
Unfurnish me of reason.—They are come.

—

Re-enter Cleomenes, with Florizel,
Perdita, and Attendants.

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince
;

For she did print your royal father off.

Conceiving you : were I but twenty-one,
Your father's image is so hit in you.

His very air, that I should call you brother.

As I did him, and speak of something wildly

By us perform'd before. Most dearly welcome I

And your fair princess,—goddess !—O, alas !

I lost a couple that 'twixt heaven and earth

Might thus have stood, l^egetting wonder, as

You, gracious couple, do ! and then I lost,

—

All mir.e own folly,—the society,

.-Vmity loo, of your brave father, whom,
Though bearing misery, I desire my life

Once more to look on him.

Flo. By his command
Have I here touch'd Sicilia, and from him
Give you all greetings that a king, at friend,

Can send his brother: and, but infirmity,

—

Which waits upon worn times,—hath some-
thing seiz'd

His wish'd ability, he had himself

The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and liis

Measur'd, to look upon you ; whom he loves,

—

He bade me say so,—more than all the sceptres,

And those that bear them, living.

Leon. O my brother,

—

Good gentleman !—the wrongs I have done
thee stir

Afresh within me ; and these thy offices,

So rarely kind, are as interpreters

Of my behind - hand slackness !—Welcome
hither,
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As is the spring lo the earih. And hath he too

Expos'd this paragon to the fearful usage,

—

At least ungentle,—of the dreadful Neptune,
To greet a man not worth her pains, much less

The adventure of her person?
Flo. Good, my lord,

She came from Libya
Leon. Wncie the warlike Smalus,

That noI)le honour'd lord, is fear'd and lov'd?

Flo. Most royal sir, Irom thence; from him,
whose daughter

His tears proclaim'd his, parting with her:

thence

—

A prosperous south wind friendly,—we havo
cross'd,

To execute the charge my father gave me,
For visiting your highness : my best train

I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss'd;

Who for lioheuiia bend, to signify

Not only my success in Libya, sir.

But my arrival, and my wife's, in safety

Here, where we are.

Leon. The blessed gods
Purge all infection from' our air whilst you
Do climate here ! You have a holy father,

A graceful gentleman ; against whose person.

So sacred as it is, I have done sin

:

For which the heavens, taking angry note,

Have left me issueless; and your father's

bless'd,

—

As he from heaven merits it,—with you,
Worthy his goodness. What might I have been,
Might I a son and daughter now have look'd on,

Such goodly things as you !

Enter a Lord

Lord. Most noble sir,

That which I shall report will bear no credit,

Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir,

Bohemia greets you from himself by me;
Desires you to attadi his son, who has,

—

His dignity and duty both cast off,

—

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with
A shepherd's daughter.

Leon. Where's Bohemia? speak.
Lord. Here in your city; I now came from

him :

I speak aniazedly ; and it becomes
My marvel and my message. To your court
Whiles he was hast'ning,— in the chase, it seems,
Of this fair couple,—meets he on the way
The father of this seeming lady, and
Her brother, having both their country quitted
With this young prince.

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me

;

Whose honour, and whose honesty, till now,
Endur'd all weathers.

Lord. Lay 't so to his charge

;

He 's with the king your father.

Leon.
'

Who? Camillo?
Lord. Camillo, sir; I spake with him; who

now
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I

Wretches so quake: they kneel, they kiss the
earth

;

Forswear themselves as often as they speak :

Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them
With divers deaths in death-

Pcr. O my poor father !

—

The heaven sets spies upon us, will not h.. e

Our contract celebrated.

Leon. You are married?
Flo. We are not, sir, nor are we like to

be;
The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys 6rst:

—

The odds for high and low 's alike.

Leon. My lord.

Is this the daughter of a king?
Flo. She is.

When once she is my wife.

Leon. That once, I see, by your good father's

speed.
Will come on very slowly. I am sorry.

Most sorry, you have broken from hi<- liking.

Where you were tied in duty; and as -OTy
Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty.

That you might well enjoy her.

Flo. Dear, 'ook up:
Though Fortune, visible an enemy,
Should chase us, with my father, power no jot

Hath she to change our loves.—Beseech you,
sir,

Remember since you ow'd no more to time
Than I do now : with thought of such affections,

Step forth mine advocate ; at your request

My father will grant precious things as trifles.

Leon. Would he do so, I 'd beg your precious
mistress,

\^^^ich he counts but a trifle.

Fa^il. Sir, my liege.

Your eye hath too much youth in 't : not a month
'Fore your queen died, she was more worth

such gazes

Than what you look on now.
Leon. I thought of her

Even in these looks I made.—But your petition

\^To Florizel.
Is yet unanswer'd. I will to your father

:

Your honour not o'erthrown by your desires,

I am friend to them and you: upon which
errand

I now go toward him ; therefore, follow me.
And mark what way I make. Come, good

my lord. \_Excu7it,
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Scene II.— The same. Before the Palace.

^///^rr AUTOLYCUS and a Gentleman.

Aiit. Beseech you, sir, were you present at

this relation?

I Gent. I was by at the opening of the far-

del, heard the old shepherd deliver the manner
how he found it : whereupon, after a little

aniazedness, we were all commanded out of the

chami)er; only this, methought I heard the

she',iherd say he found the child. [it.

.Aut. I would most gladly know the issue of

1 Gent. I make a broken delivery of the busi-

ness; Init the changes I perceived in the king

and Camillo were very notes of admiration:

they seemed almost, with staring on one another,

to tear the cases of their eyes ; there v/as speech

in their dumbness, language in their very ges-

ture ; they looked as they had heard of a world

ransomed, or one destroyed: a notable passion

of wonder appeared in them ; but the wisest be-

holder, that knew no more but seeing, could

not say if the importance were joy or sorrow ;

—

but in the extremity of the one, it nuist needs

be. Here comes a gentleman that happily

knows more.

Enter a Gentleman.

The news, Rogero?
2 Gent. Nothing but bonfires: the oracle is

fulfilled; the king's daughter is found: such a

deal of wonder is broken out within this hour
that ballad-makers cannot be able to express it.

Here comes the Lady Paulina's steward: he

can deliver you more.

Enter a third Gentleman.

How goes it now, sir? this news, which is

cilled true, is so like an old tale that the verity

ol it is in strong suspicion. Has the king found
his heir?

3 Gent. Most true, if ever truth were preg-

n,\nt by circumstance: that which you hear
y.iu '11 swear you see, there is such unity in the

pi oofs. The mantle of Queen llermione; her

jewel about the neck of it; the letters of Ariti-

gonus, found with it, which they know to be
his character ; the majesty of the creature in

resemblance of the motlier; the affection of
r,i ihleness, which nature shows above her breed-

iri'j;; and many other evidences,—proclaim her
vviih all certainty to be the king's daughter.
Did you see the meeting of the two kings?

2 Ge7tt. No.
3 Gent. Then have you lost a sight which

was to be seen, cannot be spoken of. There

might you have beheld one joy crown another,

so and in such manner that it seemed sorrow
wept to take leave of them ; for their joy waded
in tears. There was casting up of eyes, hold-

ing up of hands, with countenance of such dis-

traction that they weie to be known by garment,
not by favour. Our king, being ready to leap

out of himself for joy of his found daughter, as

if that joy were now become a loss, cries, O,

iky mother, lliy vioiher! then asks Bohen^.ia

forgiveness; then embraces his son-in-law;

then again worries he his daughter with clipping

her; now he thanks the old shepherd, wiiich

stands by like a weather-bitten conduit of many
kings' reigns. I never heard of siich anot'ner

encounter, which lames report to follow it, and
undoes description to do it.

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Anti-

gonus, that carried hence the child?

3 Gent. Like an old tale still, which will

have matter to rehearse, though credit be
asleep, and not an ear open. He was torn to

pieces with a bear : this avouches the shepherd's

son; who has not only his innocence,—which
seems much,—to justify him, but a handker-
chief and rings of his, that Paulina knows.

I Gent. What became of his bark and his

followers?

3 Gent. Wrecked the same instant of their

master's death, and in the view of the shepherd :

so that all the instruments which aided to ex-

pose the child were even then lost when it was
found. But, O, the noble combat that, 'twixt

joy and sorrov^', was fought in Paulina ! She
had one eye declined for the loss of her husband,
anot'ner elevated that the oracle was fulfilled

:

she lifted the princess from the earth, and so

locks her in embracing, as if she would pin her

to her heart, that she might no more be ia

danger of losing.

I Gent. The dignity of this act was worth
the audience of kings and princes; for by su( h

was it acted.

3 Gent. One of the prettiest touches of all,

and that which angled for mine eyes,—cauglu

the water, though not the tish,—was when, at

the relation cf the queen's death, with the

manner how she came to it,—bravely confessed

and lamented liy the king,—how attentiveness

wounded his daughter ; till, from one sign of

dolour to another, she did, with an alas! I

would fain say, bleed tears; for I am sure my
heart wept blood. Who was most marble
there changed colour; some swooned, all

sorrowed : if all the world could have seen it,

the woe had been universal.

I Gent. Are they returned to the cuurl?
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3 Gent. No: the princess hearing of her

mother's statue, which is in the keeeping of

Pa\ilina,—a piece many years in doing, and
now newly performed by that rare ItaUan

master, Juho Romano, who, had he himself

eternity, and could put breath into his work,

would beguile nature of her custom, so perfectly

he is her ape: he so near to llermione hath

done Hermione, that they say one would speak

to her, and stand in hope of answer:—thither

with all greediness of affection a'': they gone;
and there they intend to sup.

2 Gent. I thought she had some great matter

there in hand ; for she hath privately twice or

thrice a day, ever since the death of Hermione,
visited that removed house. Shall we thither,

and with our com^xiny piece the rejoicing?

I Gent. Who would be thence that has the

benefit of access? every wink of an eye some
new grace will be born : our absence makes us

unthrifty to our knowledge. Let 's along.

[Exeunt Gentlemen,
Aut. Now, had I not the dash of my former

life in me, would preferment drop on my head.

I brought the old man and his son aboard

the prince ; told him I heard them talk of a

fardel, and I know not what ; but he at that

(time over-fond of the shepherd's daughter,—so

he then took her to be,—who began to be much
sea-sick and himself little better, extremity of

weather continuing, this mystery remained un-

discovered. But 'tis all one to me ; for had I

been the finder-out of this secret, it would not

have relished among my other discredits.

Here come those I have done good to against

my will, and already appearing in the blossoms
of their fortune.

Enter Shepherd and Clown.

Shep. Come, boy ; I am past more children,

but thy sons and daughters will be all gentle-

men born.

C/o. You are well met, sir: you denied to

fii^jht with me this other day, because I was no
gentleman born. See you these clothes? say

you see them not, and think me still no gentle-

man born: you were best say these robes are

not gentlemen burn. Give me the lie, do;
and try whether I am not now a gentleman
born. [born.

Aut. I know you are now, sir, a gentleman
Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these

four hours.

Siiep. And so have I, boy!
Clo. So you have :—but I "was a gentleman

born before my father ; for the king's son took
me by the hand and called me brother ; and

then the two kings called my father brother;

and then the prince, my brother, and the

princess, my sister, called my father father;

and so we wept: and there was the first gentle-

man-like tears that ever we shed.

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more.
Clo. Ay; or else 'twere hard luck, being in

so preposterous estate as we are.

Ai4t. 1 humbly beseech you, sir, to fjardon

me all the faults I have committed to \our

worship, and to give me your good repiTi a

the prince my master.

Shep. Pr'ytliee, son, do ; for we must be

gentle, now we are gentlemen.

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life?

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship.

Clo. (Jive me thy hand : I will swear to the

prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any
is in Bohemia.

Shep. V'ou may say it, but not swear it.

Clo. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman?
Let boors and franklins say it, 1 'il swear it.

Shep. How if it be false, son ?

Clo. If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman
may swear it in the behalf of his friend.—And
I '11 swear to the prince, thou art a tall fellov

of thy hands, and that thou wilt not be drunk;
but I know thou art no tall fellow of thy hands,

and that thou wilt be drunk: but J '11 swear it;

and I would thou wouldst be a tall fellow of

thy hands.

Aut. I will prove so, sir, to my power.

Clo. Ay, by any means, prove a tall fellow:

if I do not wonder how thou darest venture to

be drunk, not being a tall fellow, trust me
not.— Hark! the kings and the princes, our

kindred, are going to see the queen's picture.

Come, follow us: we'll be thy good masters.

[Exeunt,

Scene IH.— The same. A Room in

Paulina's House.

Eftter Leomtes, Polixenes, Florizei., Pf.r-

DITA, Camillo, Paulina, Lords, atid At-

tendants.

Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great

comfort

That I have had of thee

!

Paul. What, sovereign sir,

I did not well, I meant well. All my services

You have paid home : but that you have vouch-
saf'd, [traded

With your crown'd brother, and these your con-

Heirs of your kingdoms, my p>oor house to visit.

It is a surplus of your grace which never

My life may last to answer.
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Leon. O Paulina,

We honour you with trouble:—but we came
To see the statue of our queen : your gallery

Have we pass'd through, not without much con-

tent

In many singularities; but we saw not

That which my daughter came to look upon,
The statue of her mother.

Paul. As she liv'd peerless.

So her dead likeness, I do well believe.

Excels whatever yet you look'd upon,
Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it

J>onely, apart. But here it is: prepare
To see the life as lively mock'd as ever [well.

Slill sleep mock'd death : behold ; and say 'tis

I
Paulina undraws a curtain, and discovers

Hermione standing as a statue.

T like your silence,—it the more shows off

Your wonder : but yet speak ;—first, you, my
liege.

Comes it not something near?
Leon. Her natural posture!

—

Chide me, dear stone, that I may say indeed,
Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art she.
In thy not chiding; for she was as tender
As infancy and grace.—But yet, Paulina,
Hermione was not so much wrinkled ; nothinc;

So aged, as this seems.

Pol. O, not by much.
Paul. So much the more our carver's excel-

lence; [her
Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes
As she liv'd now.

Leon. As now she might have done,
So much to my good comfort, as it is

Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood,
Even with such life of majesty,—warm life,

Asnow it coldly stands,— when first I woo'd her!

I am asham'd: does not the stone rebuke me
For being more stone than it?—O royal piece.

There's magic in thy majesty; which has
My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and
Trom thy admiring daughter took the spirits.

Standing like stone with thee !

Per. And give me leave

;

And do not say 'tis superstition, that

J kneel, and then implore her iilessing.—Lady,
Dear queen, that ended when I but began,
Give me that hand of yours to kiss.

Paul. O, patience

!

Tile statue is but newly fix'd, the colour 's

Not dry. [on,
Cam. My lord, your sorrow v/as too sore laid

Which sixteen winters cannot blow away,
So many summers dry: scarce any joy
Did ever so long live ; no sorrow
But kill'd itself much sooner.

Pol. Dear my brother.
Let him that was the cause of this have power
To take off so much grief from you as he
Will piece up in himself.

Paul. Indeed, my lord.

If I had thought the sight of my poor image
Would thus have wrought you,— for the stone

is mine,

—

I 'd not have show'd it.

' Leon. Do not draw the curtain.
Paul No longer shall you gaze on 't ; lest

your fancy

May think anon it moves.
Leon. Let be, let be.—

Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already

—

What was he that did make it?—See, my lord.

Would you not deem it breath'd? and that

those veins

Did verily bear blood?
Pol. Masterly done

:

The very life seems warm upon her lip.

Leon. The fixture of her eye has motion in 't.

As we are mock'd with art.

Paul. I 'II draw the curtain:
My lord 's almost so far transported that

He'll think anon it lives.

Leon. O sweet Paulina,
Make me to think so twenty years together!
No settled senses of the world can match
The pleasure of that madness. Let 't alone.

Paul. I am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr'd

you : but
I could afflict you further.

Leon. Do, Paulina;
For this affliction has a taste as sweet
As any cordial comfort.—Still, methinks,
There is an air comes from her: what fine

chisel [me.
Could ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock
F"or I will kiss her

!

Paid. Good my lord, forbear:

The ruddiness upon her lip is wet

;

Vou '11 mar it if you kiss it; stain your own
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain?

Leon. No, not these twenty years.

Per. So long could I

Stand by, a looker on.

Paul. Either forbear,

Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you
For more amazement. If you can behold
I'll make the statue move indeed, descend
And take you by the hand : but then you 'U

think,—
Which I protest against,— I am assisted

By wicked powers.
Leon. What you can make her do

I am content to look on: what to speak.
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I am content to hear ; for 'tis as easy

To make her speak as move.
Paul. It is requir'd

You do awake your faith. Then all stand still

;

Or those that think it is unlawful business

I am about, let them depart.

Leon. Proceed

:

No foot shall stir.

Paul. Music, awake her: strike!

—

yMusic.

'Tis time ; descend ; be stone no more ; approach

;

Strike all that look upon with mar\-el. Come

;

I'll fill your grave up: stir; nay, come away;
Bequeath to death your numbness, for from bim
Dear life redeems you.—You perceive she stirs:

[Her.mione comes down from the pedestal.

Start not ; her actions shall be holy as

You hear my spell is lawful : do not shun her

Until you see her die again ; for then

You kill her doable. Nay, present your hand:

When she was young you woo'd her ; now in age

Is she become the suitor.

Leon. O, she 's warm ! [Embracing her.

If I his be magic, let it be an art

Lawful as eating.

Pill. She embraces him.

Cam. She hangs about his neck

:

If >lie pertain to life, let her speak too.

Pol. Ay, and make 't manifest where she

has liv'd,

Or how stol'n from the dead.

J\ui.l. That she is living,

^N ere it but told you, should be hooted at

L-.ke an old tale ; but it appears she lives,

Tl-.ough yet she speak not. IVlarkaliitle wliile.

—

Please you to interpose, f lir madam : kneel,

And pray your mother's blessing.—Turn, good
lady;

Our Perdita is found.

[Presenting Per., who kneels to Her.
Her. You gods, look down,

A..ii from your sacred vials pour your graces

Upon my daughter's head !—Tell me, mine own.
Where hast thou been preserv'd? where liv"u ?

how found?
Thy father's court? for thou shalt hear that

I,—
Knowing by Paulina that the oracle

Gave hope thou wast in being,—have preserv"d

Myself to see the issue.

Paul. There 's time enough for that

;

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble

Your joys with like relation.—Go together,

Vou precious winners all; your e.\ultation

Partake to every one. I, an old turtle.

Will wing me to some wither'd bough, and there

My mate, that's never to be found again,

Lament till I am lost.

Leon. O peace, Paulina !

Thou shouldst a husband lake by my consent,

.\s I by thine a wife : this is a match.

And made between 's by vows. Thou hast

found mine

;

But how, is to be question'd : for I saw her,

.\s I thought, dead ; and have, in vain, said many
A prayer upon her grave. I '11 not seek far,

—

For him, I partly know his mind,—to find thee

Ar honourable husband.—Come, Camillo,

And take her by the hand, whose worth and
honesty

Is richly noted, and here justified

By us, a pair of kings.— Let 's from this place.—
\Vhat! look upon my brother:—both )our

pardons.

That e'er I put between your holy looks

My ill suspicion.—This your son-in-law.

And son unto the king, whom heavens directing,

Istroth-plight to your daughter.—Good Pauliiia,

Lead us from hence ; where we may leisurely

Each one demand, and answer to his part

Perform'd in this wide gap of time, since first

We were dissever'd : hastily lead a\\'ay !

\_Exeuiit.
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Scene,—Ephesus.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

A Hal! in the Duke's Palace.

Enter DuKE, yEoEON, Gaoler, Officers, atid

other Attendants.

y^ge. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall,

And, by the doom of deaih, end woes and all.

Duke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more;
I am not partial to infringe our laws:

The enmity and discord which of late

Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,

—

Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives,

Have sealed his rigorous statutes with their

bloods,

—

Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks.

for, since the mortal and intestine jars

'Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us.

It hath in solemn synods been decreed,

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves,

To admii no traffic to our adverse towns:
Nay, more,
ir any born at Ephesus be seen
At any Syracusan marts and fairs,—
A_Tain, if any Syracusan born
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies,

His goods confiscate to the duke's dis]vjse;

Unless a thousand marks be levied,

To quit the penalty and to ransom him.

—

Thy substance, valued at the highest n<fe,

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks:
Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die.

vhen your^"Ege. Yet this my comfort,

-

words are done.
My woes end likewise v.ith the evening sun.

Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the

cause

\\Tiy thou departedst from thy native home.
And for what cause thou cam'st to Ephesus.

yEge. A heavier task could not have been
impos'd

Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable !

Vet, that the world may witness that my end
Was wrought by nature, not l)y vile offence,

I '11 utter what my sorrow gives me leave.

In Syracusa was I born ; and wed
Unto a woman, happy but for me,
.'\nd by me too, had not our bap been bad.

With her I liv'd in joy; our wealth incrcas'd

By prosperous voyages I often made
To Epidamnum, till my factor's death.

And he,—great care of goods at random left,

—

Drew me from kind embracements of my
spouse: [old,

From whom my abseiice was rot six months
Before herself,—almost at fainting uiider

The pleasing punishment that women bear,

—

Had made provision for her following me,
.And soon and safe arrived where I was.

There she had not been long but she became
A. joyful mother of two goodly sons; [other

.\nd, which was strange, the one so like I'le

-•\s could not be distinguish'd but by names.
That very hour, and in the self-snme inn,

A poor mean woman was dclivcied
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Of such a burden, male twins, both aHke

:

Those,—for their parents were exceeding poor,

—

1 bought, and brought up to attend my sons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys.

Made duly motions for our home return:

cJnwillinf-, I agreed; alas, too soon!

We came aboard :

A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd

Before the ahvayi-wind-obeying deep
tiave any tragic instance of our harm ;

r>at longer did we not retain much hope:

l\ji what oliscurcd light ll-.e heavens did grant

Did but convoy vmto our fearful minds
A doubtful warrant of immediate death;

Which, though myself would gladly have ein-

brac'd,

\'et the incessant weepings of my wife.

Weeping before for what she saw must come.

And piteous plainings of the pretty babes,

That mourn'd for fashion, ignorant what to

fear,

Forc'd me to seek delays for them and me.

And this it was,—for other means was none.

—

The sailors sought for safety by our boat,

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us:

My wife, more careful for the latter-born,

Had fasten'il him unto a small spare mast.

Such as sea-faring men provide for storms:

To him one of the other twins was bound.
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other.

The children thus dispos'd, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd,

Fasten'd ourselves at either end the mast

;

And floating straight, obedient to the stream,

^\'ere carried towards Corinth, as we thought.

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth,

Dispers'd those vapours that offended us

;

And, by the benefit of his wish'd light,

The seas wax'd calm, and we discover'd

Two ships from far making amain to us,

—

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this:

But ere they came,—O, let me say no more !

—

Gather the sequel by that went before.

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break
off so

;

For we may pity, though not pardon thee.

yEge. O, had the gods done so, I had not now
Worthily term'd them merciless to as

!

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five

leagues,

We were encounter'd by a mighty rock,

Which being violently borne upon.

Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst;

So that, in this unjust divorce of us.

Fortune had left to both of us alike

What to delight in, what to sorrow for.

Her part, poor soul! seeming as burdened

With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe.
Was carried with more speed before the wind

;

And in our sight they three were taken up
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought.

At length another ship had seii;'d on us;

And, knowing whom it was their hap to save,

CJave helpful welcome to theii shipwreck'd
guests

;

And would have reft the fishers of their prey.

Had not their bark been very slow of sail.

And therefore homeward did they bend theii

course.

—

Tims have you heard me sever'd from my bliss;

That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd,

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps.

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sor-

rov.x'st for.

Do me the favour to dilate at full

What hath befall'n of them and thee till now.
A'.ge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest

care.

At eighteen years became inquisitive

After his brother, and importun'd me
That his attendant,—for his case was like,

Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,

—

Might bear him company in the quest of him

:

Whom whilst I labour'd of a love to see,

I hazarded the loss of w horn I lov'd.

Five summers have I spent in furthest Creece,

Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia,

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus;
Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought

Or that or any place that harbours men.
But here must end the story of my life;

And happy were I in my timely death.

Could all my travels warrant me they live.

Duke. Hapless /Egeon, whom the fates have

mark'd
To bear the extremity of dire mishap !

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws,

Against my crown, my oath, my dignity,

W^hich princes, would they, may not disannul,

My soul should sue as advocate for thee.

But though thou art adjudged to the death,

And passed sentence may not be recall'd

But to our honour's great disparagement.

Yet will I favour thee in what I can:

Therefore, merchant, I 'U limit thee this day
To seek thy help by beneficial help:

T17 all the friends thou hast in Ephesus:

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum.

And live ; if not, then thou art doom'd to die.

—

Gaoler, take him to thy custody.

GaoL I will, my lord.

Aige. Hopeless and helpless doth iEgeon
wend.

But to procrastinate ids lifeless end. {Exeunt.
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Scene II.

—

A public Place.

Enter Axtipholus and Dromio of
Syracuse, and a Merchanl.

Mer. Therefore, give out you are of Epi-

damnum,
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate.

Tliis very day a Syracusan merchant
Is apprehended for arrival here

;

And, not being able to buy out his life,

According to the statute of the town.

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west.

—

I'here is your money that I had to keep.

Ant. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where
we host,

And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee.

Within this hour it will be dinner-time:

Till that, I '11 view the manners of the town.
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings.

And then return and sleep within mine inn;

For with long travel I am stiff and weary.—

•

Get thee away. [word,

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your

And go indeed, having so good a mean.
S^Exit Dromio S.

Ant. S. A trusty villain, sir, that very oft.

When I am dull with care and melancholy,
Lightens my humour with his merry jests.

What, will you walk wiih me about the town,

And then go to my inn and dine with me?
Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants.

Of whom I hope to make much benefit

:

I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'clock.

Please you, I '11 meet with you upon the mart.

And afterwards consort you until bed-time

:

My present business calls me from you now.
Ant S. Farewell till then : I will go lose

myself.

And wander up and down to view the city.

Aler. Sir, I commend you to yourown content.

\^Exit Merchant.
Ant. S. He that commends me to mine own

content.

Commends me to the thing I cannot get.

I to the world am like a drop of water
That in the ocean seeks another drop;
Who, failing there to find his fellow forth,

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself:

So I, to find a mother and a brother.

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus.

Plere comes the almanac of my true date.

—

What now? How chance thou art return'd so

soon ? [too late:

Dro. E. Return'd so soon! rather approach'd

The capon burns, the pig falls from the spit

;

The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell

—

My mistress made it one upon my cheek

:

She is so hot because the meat is cold

;

The meat is cold because you come not home ;

You come not home because you have no
stomach ;

You have no stomach, having broke your fast

;

But we, that know what 'lis to fast and pray,

Are penitent for your default to-day. [I pray
;

Ant. S. Stop—inyour wind, sir; tell me this.

Where have you left the mone.y that I gave you?
Dro. E. O,—sixpence that I had o' Wedres-

day last

To pay the saddler for my mistress' crupper ;

—

The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not.

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now:
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money?
We being strangers here, how dar'st thou trust

So great a charge from thine own custody?

D?o. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at

dinner:

I from my mistress come to you in post:

If I return, I shall be post indeed;

For she will score your fault upon my pate.

Methinks your maw, like mine, should be your
clock,

And strike you home without a messenger.

Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are

out of season

;

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this.

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee?

Dro. E. To me, sir? why, you gave no gold

to me

!

[foolishness.

Ant. S. Come on, sir knave; have done your

And tell me how thou hast dispos'd thy charge.

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from
the mart

Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner:

My mistress and her sister stay for you.

Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me,
In what safe place you have bestow'd my money:
Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours,

That stands on tricks when I am undispos'd;

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me?
Dro. E. I have some marks of yours upon my

pate.

Some of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders.

But not a thousand marks between you both.

—

If I should pay your worship those again.

Perchance you will not bear them patiently.

Ant. S. Thy mistress' marks ! what mistress,

slave, hast thou?

Dro. E. Your worship's wife, my mistress at

the Phoenix

;

She that doth fast till you come home to dinner,

And prays that you will hie you home to dinner.
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Ant. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto

my face,

Beinj; forbid? There, take you that, sir knave.

Jjro. E. What mean you, sir? for God's sake,

hold your hands:

Nay, an you will not, sir, I '11 take my heels.

\_Exil Dromio E.

Aiit. S. Upon mylife, by some device or other,

The villain is o'er-rauglit of all my money.
They say this town is full of cozenage ;

As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye.

Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind,
Soul-killing witches that deform the body, ^

Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks.
And many such-like liberties of sin:

It it prove so, I will be gone the sooner.

1 il to the Centaur, to go seek this slave:

1 greatly fear my money is not safe. \_Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A public Place.

Enter Adriana and LuciANA.

Adr. Neither my husband nor the slave re-

turn'd,

That in sucn haste I sent to seek his master

!

Sure, Liiciana, it is two o'clock. [him,

Ltu. Perhaps some merchant hath invited

And from the mart he 's somewhere gone to

dinner.

Good sister, let us dine, and never fret:

A man is master of his liberty

;

Time is their master; and, when they see tim.e,

They '11 go or come. If so, be patient, sister.

Adr. Why should their liberty than ours be

more? [door.

Liu. Because their business still lies out o'

Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it

ill.

Luc. O, know he is the bridle of your will.

Adr. There 's none but asses will be bridled

so. [woe.

Luc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd with

There's nothing situate I'.ndcr heaven's eye

But hath his bound in earth, in sea, in sky:

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls,

Are their males' subject, and at their controls

:

Lien, more divine, the masters of all these.

Lords of the wide world and wild wat'r)* seas,

Indued with intellectual sense and souls

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls.

Are masters to their females, and their lords:

Then let your will attend on their accords.

Adr. This servitude makes you to keep un-

wed, [bed.

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-

Adr. But, were you wedded, you would beai
some sway.

Luc. Ere I learn love, I '11 practise to obey.
Adr. I low if your husband start some other

where?
Luc. Till he come home again I would for-

Ijear.

Adr. Patience unmov'd, no marvel though
she pause:

They can be meek that have no other cause.

A wretched soul, bruis'd with adversity,

W^e bid be quiet when we hear it cry;

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain,

As much, or more, we should ourselves com-
plain: [thee.

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve

With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve

me:
But if thou live to see like right bereft,

Tills fool-begg'd patience in thee will be lefl.

Luc. Well, I will marry one day, but to try:

—

Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus.

Adr. Say, is your lardy master now at hand?
Dro. E. Nay, he is at two hands with me, and

that my tvvo ears can witness.

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him? know'st
thou his mind?

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine
ear. Beshrew his hand, I scarce could under-

stand it.

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully thou couldst not

feel his meaning?
Dro. E. Nay, he stmck so plainly I could too

well feel His blows; and withal so doubtfully

that I could scarce understand them.
Adr. But say, I pr'ythee, is he coming home?

It seems he hath great care to please his wife.

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is

horn-mad.
Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain ?

Dro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad ; but, sure,

he 's stark -mad.

When I desir'd him to come home to dinner,

He ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold

:

'7i> dinner-time, quoth I; My gold, quoth he:

Yourmeatdoth bum, quoth I; Mygold,c^\o\h.\\& :

Willyou co?ne horae? c\\\o'C\\\\ Mygold, quoth he:

Where is the tkoti sandmarks Igave thee, villain?

Thepig, quoth I, is burned; My gold, quoth he:

My mistress, sir, quoth I; Hangup thy mistress;

I know not thy mistress ; out on thy mistress I

Luc. Quoth who ?

Dro. E. Quoth my master

:

/ know, quoth he, 7io house, no vjife, no mistress:

So that my errand, due unto my tongue.
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I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders

;

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there.

Adr. Go back agam, thou slave, and fetcli

him home. [home?
Dro. E. Go back again ! and be new beaten

For God's sake, send some other messenger.

Adr. Back, slaN'e, or I will break thy pate

across. [other beating

:

Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with

Deuveen you I shall have a holy head.

Adr. Hence, prating peasant ; fetch thy

master home. [nie,

Dro. E. Am I so round with you, as you with

That like a football you do spurn nie thus?

VoLi spurn me hence, and he will spurn me
hither:

If I last in this service you must case me in

leather. \_Exit.

Liu. Fie, how impatience low'reth in your

face !

Adr. His company must do his minions grace,

Whilst I at home starve for a merry look.

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took

From my poor cheek ? then he hath wasted it

:

Are my discourses dull? barren my wit?

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr'd,

Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard:

Do their gay vestments his atfections bait?

That's not my fault, he 's master of my state:

What ruins are in me that can be found

By him not ruin'd? then is he the ground
Of my defeatures : my decayed fair

A sunny look of his would sijon repair

;

B It, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale

And feeds from home ; poor I am but his stale.

Luc. Sdlf-harming jealousy !—fie, beat it

hence. [dispense.

Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs
I know his eye doth homage otherwhere

;

L-ise what lets it but he would be here?
S r, you know he promis'd me a chain;—

•

\'i lid that alone, alone he would detain,

.- \\<i would keep fair quarter with his bed!
1 -e the jewel best enamelled
\\\\\ lose his beauty ; and though gold 'bides still

TiU others touch, yet often touching will

\Vjar gold; and so no man that hath a name
B.it falsehood and corruption doth it shame.
.'-rice that my beauty cannot please his eye,

I li weep what's left away, and, weeping, die.

Luc. How many fond fools serve mad
jealousy

!

\^Ej^euHt.

SCE.NE II.

—

The same.

Enter Antitholus OF Syr.acuse.

Ant. S. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up

Safe at the Centaur; and the heedful slave

Is wander'd forth in care to seek nic out.

By computation and mine host's report

I could n<jt speak with Dromio since at Hrst

I sent him from the mart. See, here he comes.

Enter 'Dwosiio of Syracuse.

How now, sir! is your merry humour aller'd?

.\s you love strokes, so jest with me again.

Vou know no Centaur? you receiv'd no gold?
Vour mistress sent to have me heme to dinner?
My house was at the Phoenix? V\"ast thou mad,
That thus so madly thou didst answer me?

Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I such
a word?

Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half-an-

hour since.

Dro. S. I did not see you since you sent me
hence,

I lome to the Centaur w'ith the gold you gave me.
Ant. S. \'iilain, thou didst deny the gold's

receipt

;

And told'st me of a mistress and a dinner

;

For which, I hope, thou feli'st I was displeas'd.

Dro. S. I am glad to see you in this merry
vein

:

[me.
WTiat means this jest? I pray you, master, toll

Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in

the teeth?

Think'st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that,

and that. \^Beath!g khit.

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God's sake : now
your jest is earnest:

Upon what bargain do you give it me?
Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes

Do use you for my fool, and chat with you,

Your sauciness will jest upon my love,

.-Vnd make a common of my serious hours.

When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport,

But creep in crannies when he hides Iris beams.
If you will jest w iih me, know my aspect.

And fashion your demeanour to my looks.

Or I will beat this method in your sconce.

Dro. S. Sconce, call you it? so you would
leave battering, I had rather have it a head : an
you use these blows long, I must get a sconce

for my head, and ensconce it too; or else I

shall seek my wit in my shoulders.—But, I

pray sir, why am I beaten?

Ani. S. Dost thou not knov/?

Dro. S. Nothing, sir; but that I am beaten.

Ant. S. Shall I tell you why?
Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for, they say,

every why hath a wherefore,

—

Ant. S. Why, first,—for flouting n"»e; and
then, wherefore,

P'or urging it the second time to me.
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Dro. S. Was there ever any man ihus beaten

out of season,

When in the why and the wherefore is neither

rhyme nor reason?

—

Well, sir, I thank you.

AnI. S. Thank me, sir! for what?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something that

you gave me for nothing.

Ant. S. I '11 make you amends next, to give

you nothing for something.—But say, sir, is it

dinner-time? [that I have.

Dro. S. No, sir; I think the meat wants
Ant. S. In good time, sir, what's that?

Dro. S. Basting.

Ant. S. Well, sir, then 'twill be dry.

Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it.

Ant. S. Your reason?

Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric, and pur-

chase me another dry basting.

Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time:

There 's a time for all things.

Dro. S. I durst have denied that before you
were so choleric.

Ant. S. By what rule, sir?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the

plain bald pate of Father Time himself.

Ant. S. Let 's hear it.

Dro. S. There 's no time for a man to re-

cover his hair, that grows bald by nature.

Ant. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery?

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and
recover the lost hair of another man.

Ant. S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair,

being, as it is, so plentiful an excrement?
Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he be-

stows on beasts : and what he hath scanted

men in hair he hath given them in wit.

Ant. S. Why, but there 's many a man hath
more hair than wit.

Dro. S. Not a man of those but he hath the

wit to lose his hair.

Ant. .9. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men
plain dealers without wit.

Dro. .S'. The plainer dealer the sooner lost

:

yet he loscth it in a kind of jollity.

Ant. S. For what reason?
Dro. .S. For two; and sound ones too.

Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you.

Dro. S. .Sure ones, then.

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.

Dro. S. Certain ones, then.

Ant. S. Name them.

Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he
spends in tiring; the other, that at dinner they

shoirid not drop in his porridge.

Ant. .v. You would all tliis time have proved
there is no time for all thintrs.

Dro. S. Marry, and did, sir; namely, no
time to recover hair lost by nature.

.-int. S. But your reason was not substantial
why there is no time to recover.

Dro. S. Thus I mend it: Time himself is

bald, and, therefore, to the world's end will

have bald followers.

Ant. S. I knew 'twould be a bald conclusion

:

But, soft I who wafts us yonder ?

Enter Adriana and LuciANA.

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and
frown

;

Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects

:

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. [vow
The time was, once, when thou unurg'd wouldst
That never words were music to thine ear,

That never object pleasing in thine eye.

That never touch well welcome to thy hand,
That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste,

Unless I spake, look'd, touch'd, or carv'd to

thee.

Mow comes it now, my husband, oh, how
comes it.

That thou art then estranged from thyself?

Thyself I call it, being strange to me,
That undividable, incorporate.

Am better than thy dear self's better part.

Ah, do not tear av.ay thyself from me

;

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gulf,

.\nd take unmingled thence that drop again,

Without addition or diminishing,

As take from me thyself, and not me too.

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick
Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious.

And that this body, consecrate to thee.

By ruffian lust should be contaminate

!

Wouldst thou not spit at me, and spurn at me.
And hurl the name of husband in my face,

And tear the stain'd skin off my harlot brow,
And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring,

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow?
I know thou canst ; and, therefore, see thou do it.

I am possess'd with an adulterate blot;

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust:

For if we two be one, and thou play false,

I do digest the poison of thy flesh.

Being strumf>eted by thy contagion. [bed ;

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true

I live dis-stain'd, thou undishonoured.

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame? I

know you not:

In Ephesus I am but two hours old.

As strange unto your town as to jxiur talk

;

Who, every word by all my wit being scannJ,
Want wit in all one word to understand.
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Luc. Fie, brother ! how the world is chang'd

with you

:

When were you wont to use my sister thus?

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner.

Ant. S. By Dromio?
Dro. S. By me?
Adr. By thee; and this thou didst return

from him,

—

That he did buffet thee, and in his blows

Denied my house for his, me for his wife.

Aiit. S. Did you converse, sir, with this

gentlewoman?
What is the course and drift of your compdct?

Dro. S. I, sir? I never saw her lijl ihis time.

AnL S. Villain, thou liest ; for even her

very words
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart.

£)?v. S. I never spake with her in all my life.

Ant. S. How can she thus, then, call us by

our names,
Unless it be by inspiration?

.-Idr. How ill agrees it with your gravity

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave,

Abetting him to thwart me in my mood !

Be it my wror»g, you are from me exempt.

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt.

Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine :

Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine,

Whose weakness, m.arried to thy stronger state.

Makes me with thy strength to comnumicate :

If aught possess thee from me, it is dross,

Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss ;

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion

Infect thy ssp, and live on thy confusion.

Ani. S. To me she speaks ; she moves me
for her theme :

What, was I married to her in my dream ?

Or sleep I now, and think I hear all this?

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ?

Until I know this sure uncertainty

I '11 entertain the offer'd fallacy.

Ltic. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for

dinner. [sinner.

Dro. S. O for my beads ! I cross me for a

This is the fairy land ;—O spite of spites !

We talk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites

;

If we obey them not, this will ensue, [blue.

They '11 suck our breath, or pinch us black and
Liic. Why prat'st thou to thyself, and an-

swer'st not? [sot

!

Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou

Dro. S. lam transformed, master, am not I?

Anf. S. I think thou art, in mind, and so am I.

Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in

my shape.

Anf. S. Thou hast thine own form.

Dro. S. No, I am an ape.

Li(c. If thou art chang'd to aught, 'tis to an
ass. [for grass.

Dro. S, 'Tis true ; she rides me, and I long
'Tis so, I am an ass; else it could never be
But I should know her as well as she knows me.

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool,

To put the hnger in the eye and weep.
Whilst man and master laugh my woes to

scorn.

—

[gate:—
Come, sir, to dinner;—Dromio, keep 1I12

Husband, I '11 dine above with you to-day,

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks:

—

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master.

Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter.

Come, sister:— Dromio, play the porter wtil.

Ai/t. S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell?

Sleeping or waking? mad, or well advisd?
Known unto these, and to myself disguis'd?

I '11 say as they say, and persever so,

And in this mist at all adventures go.

Dro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate?

Adr. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break

your pate.

Ltu. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too

late. [E^euiii.

ACT III.

Scene I.— The same.

Enter Antiphoi.us OF Ephesus, Dromio cp
Ei'iiEsus, Angelo, a7id Balthazar.

.4nt. E. Ciood Signior Angelo, you nmst
excuse us all.

My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours

:

.Say that I linger'd with you at your shop

To see the making of her carcanet,

And that to-morrow you will bring it home.

But here 's a villain that would face me down.

He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him.

And charg'd him v/ith a thousand marks in gold ;

And that I did deny my wife and house :

—

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean
by this?

Dro. E. Say what you will, sir, but I know
what I know :

That you beat me at the mart I have your

hand to show :

If the skin were parchment, and the blows you

gave were ink, [thin!;.

Your own handwriting would tell you what I

Ant. E. I think thou art an ass.

Dro. E. Marr}', so it doth appear

By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear.

I should kick, being kick'd; and, being at that

pass, [an ass.

You would keep from my heels, and beware of
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Ant. E. Vou are sad, Sis^aiui Balthazar

;

pray Ciod, our cheer [come here.

M;iy answer my good-will and your good wcl-

r>at. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and
your welcome dear.

AnC. E. O, Siynior Ijaltliazar, either at

flesh or fish,

A tal)le full of welcome makes scarce one
dainty dish.

Bat. Goo<l meat, sir, is common ; that every

churl affords.

Ant. E. And welcome more common; for

that 's nothin-^ but words.

Bal. Small clieer and great welcome makes
a merry feast. [sparing guest.

Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host and mort-

II- It tliough my catcs be mean, take tiiem in

g<;)od part; [heart.

Jk-lter cheer may you have, but not with belter

liut, soft ; my door is lock'd : go bid them let

us in. [Gillian, Jen !

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely,

Dro. S. [ Within.\ Mome, malt-horse, capon,
coxcomb, idiot, patch

!

Eitlier get thee from the door or sit down at

the hatch:

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'sl

for such store, [the door.

\\''icn one is one loo many? Go, get ihee from
Dro. E. What [jatch is made our porter?

My ni;isler stays in the street.

Dio. S. Let him walk from whence he came,
lest he catch cold on 's feeL

Ant. E. Who talks within there? ho, open
the door.

Dro. S. Rii;hi, sir, I '11 tell you when an
you'll toll me wherefore.

A7i!. E. Wherefore! foi my dinner: I have
not dined to-day.

Dro. S. Nor to-day here you must not

;

conic again when you may.
Ant. E. What art thou that keef)'st me out

from the house I owe?
Dro. S. The porter for this time, sir, and

m.y name is Dromio.
Dro. E. O villain, thou hast stolen both

mine office and my name
; [blame.

The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle
\^ thou hadst liccn Dromio to-day in my place,

Tliou wouldst have chang'd thy face for a name,
or thy name for an ass.

Luce. \Within.\ What a coil is there!

Dromio, who are those at the gale ?

Dro. E. Let my master in. Luce.

l.ttce. Faith, no; he comes too late;

And so tell your master.
Z^ro, E. O Lord, I must laugh ;

—

Dro.

Ant.

Have at you with a proverb.—Siiall I set in

my staff?

Luce. Have at you with another; tliat 's,

—

When? can you tell?

Dro. S. If thy name be called Luce,— Luce,
thou hast answer'd him well.

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion? you'll
let us in, I hope?

Luce. 1 thought to have ask'd you.
Dro. S. Ar.d you said no.

Dro. E. So, come, help: well struck ; iheic
was blow for blow.

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in.

Luce. Can you tell for whose sake?
Dro. E. Master, knock the d(x)r hard.

Luce. Let him knock till it ache.
Ant. E. You '11 cr)' for this, minion, if I beat

the door down.
Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of

stocks in the town?
Adr. [ I'/i/hin.] Who is that at the door, that

keeps all this noise?

J)". By my troth, your town is troubled
with unruly boys.

E. Are you there, wife? you might
have come before. [the door.

Adr. Your wife, sir knave! go, get you frt.in

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, tiiis

knave would go sore.

An^. 1 lere is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome:
we woukl fain have either.

Bal. In debating which was best, we shall

part with neither.

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master ; bid

them welcome hither.

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that

we cannot get in.

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your
garments were thin.

Your cake here is warm within ; you stand here
in the cold

:

It wouM make a man mad as a buck, to be so

bought and sold.

Ant. E. Go, fetch me something, I 'U break
ope the gate.

S. Break any breaking here, and I "11

break your knave's pale.

E. A man may break a word with you,
sir ; and words are but wind

;

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it

not behind.

Dro. S. It seems thou wantest breaking; out

upon thee, hind

!

Dro. E. Here's too much out upon thee: I

pray thee, let me in.

Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers

and fish have no fin.

Dro.

Dro.
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Ant. E. vVell, I '11 break in ; go borrow me
a crow.

Dro. E. A crow without a feather ; master,
mean you so? [a feather:

For a fish without a fin there 's a fowl without
If a crow help us in, sirrah, we 'II pluck a crow

together. [crow.
Ant. E. Go, get thee gone ; fetch me an iron

Bal. Have patience, sir: O, let it not be so:

Herein you war against your reputation.

And draw within the compass of suspect
The unviolated honour of your wife.

Once this,—your long experience of her wisdom,
Her sober virtue, years, and mod-sty.
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown

;

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse
Why at this lime the doors are made against you.
I'e rul'd by me; depart in patience,

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner:
And, about evening, come yourself alone,
To know the reason of this strange restraint.

If by strong hand you offer to break in.

Now in the stirring passage of the day,

A vulgar comment will be made of it

;

And that supposed by the common rout

Against your yet ungalled estimation,

That may with foul intrusion enter in.

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead

:

I'or slander lives upon succession,

J'or ever hous'd where it once gets possession.

Ant. E. You have prevail'd. I will depart
in quiet,

And, in despile of mirth, mean to be merrj-.

I 'vni'.v -a wench of excellent discourse,

—

I'rctty and witty; wild, and yet, too, gentle;

—

Th.ere v. ill we dine: this woman that I mean,
?.ly wife,— but, I protest, without desert,

—

I Kith oftcnlinics upbraided me withal

;

'i .J her will we to dinner.—Get you home
-Vnd fetch the chain : by this, I know, 'tis made

:

IJring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine;
]'(.'i there's the house; that chain will I bestow,

—

Va' it for nothing but to spile my wife,

—

I pon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste

:

.Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me,
I '11 knockelsewliere, to see if ihcy '!1 disdain me.
Aug. I '11 meet you at that place some hour

hence.

Ant. E. Do so ; this jest shall cost me some
expense. \^Ex£nnt.

Scene II.— The same.

Enter LuciANA and Antiphohjs OF
Syracuse.

Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot

A husband's office? Shall, Antipholus, hale.

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rol ?

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinate?

If you did wed my sister for her wealth.

Then, for her wealth's sake, use her wilh
more kindness:

Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth

;

Muffle your false love with some show of

blindness:

Let not my sister read it in your eye

;

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator;

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty;

Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger

:

Bear afair presence though your heart betainted;

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint

;

Be secret-fiilse: what need she be acquainted?

What simple tliief brags of his own attaint?

'Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed

And let her read it in thy looks at board:

—

Shame hath a bastard-fame, well managed;
111 deeds are doubled with an evil word.

-Mas, poor women ! make us but believe.

Being compact of credit, that you love us

:

Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve;

VVc m your motion turn, and you may move us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again;

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife:

'Tis holy sport to be a little vain [striie.

When the sweet breath of flattery conqiiL is

Ant. S. Sweet mistress,—what your name is

else, I know not,

Nor by what wonder do you hit on mine,

—

Less, in your knowledge and your grace, you
show not [divir.e.

Than our earth's wonder ; more than eaiih

Teach me,dearcreature, how to think and speak;

Lay open to my earthy gross conceit,

Smother'd in errors, feeble, shallov/, weak.
The folded meaning of your words' deceit.

Against my soul's pure truth why labour you
To make it wander in an unknown field?

Are you a god? would you create me new?
Transform me, then, and to your power I '11

yield.

r<ut if that I am I, then well I know
YoTir weeping sister is no wife of mine.

Nor to her bed no homage do I owe:
Far more, far more, to you do I decline.

O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note.

To drown me in thy sister's flood of tears:

Sing, siren, for thyself, and I will dote :

Spread o'er the silver waves thy golden hairs.

And as a bed I '11 take thee, and there lie ;

And, in that glorious supposition, think

He gains hydcath that hat'nsuch means to die:

—

Let love, being light, be drowned if sh.e sink !

Lite. What, are you mad, that you do rea-soa

so?
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Ant. S. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not

know.
Lu(. It li a fault that springeth from your eye.

Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, fair sun,

being by.

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will

clear your sight. [on night.

Ant. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look

Luc. Why call you me love ? call my sister so.

A>it. S. Thy sister's sister.

Luc. That 's my sister.

Ant. S. No ;

It is thyself, mine own self's better part
;

Mine eye'sclear eye, mydear heart's dearerheaft;

Wy food, my fortune, and my sweet hope's aim,

My sole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim.

Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be.

Ant. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim
thee :

Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life :

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no wife ;

Give me thy hand.
Luc. O soft, sir, hold you still ;

I'll fetch my sister, to get her good-will.

[Exit LUCIA.NA.

Enter from the Hause ^/Antipholus of
Ephesus, Dromio of Syracuse.

Ant. ^. Why, how now, Dromio? wliere

runn'st thou so fast ?

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio?
am I your man ? am I myself?

Ant. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man,
thou art thyself.

Dro. S. I am an ass, I am a woman's man,
and beside myself.

Ant. S. What woman's man? and how beside

thyself?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, beside myself, I am due
to a woman ; one that claims me, one that

haunts me, one that will have me.
Ant. S. What claim lays she to thee?
Dro. S. M.irry sir, such claim as you would

lay to your horse : and she would have me as a
beast ; not that, I being a beast, she would have
me ; but that she, being a very beastly creature,

lays claim to me.
Ant. S. What is she?
Dro. S. A very reverent body; ay, such a

one as a man may not speak of without he say

sir-reverence : I have but lean luck in the

match, and yet she is a wondrous fat marriage.
Ant. S. How dost thou mean? — a fat

marriage?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, she 's the kitchen-wench,

and all grease; and I know not wjiat use to put

her to, but to make a lamp of her, and run

from her by her ov/n light. I warrant, her
rags, and the tallow in them, will burn a

Poland winter : if she lives till doomsday, she 'U

bum a week longer than the whole world.

Ant. S. What comple.vion is she of?

Dro. S. Swart, like my shoe; but her face

nothing like so clean kept : for why? she sweats,

a man may go over shoes in the grime of it.

Ant. S. That 's a fault that water will mend.
Dro. S. No, sir, 'tis in grain; Noah's flood

could not do it.

Ant. S. What 's her name?
Dro. S. Nell, sir;—but her name and three-

quarters, that is an ell and three-quarters, will

not measure her from hip to hip.

Ant. S. Then she bears some breadth?
Dro. S. No longer from head to foot than

from hip to hip: she is spherical, like a globe:
I could find out countries in her. [land?

Ant. S. In what part of her body stands Ire-

Dro. S. Marr)-, sir, in hei buttocks : I found
it out by the bogs.

Ani. S. Wliere Scotland?
Dro. S. I found it by the barrenness; hard

in the palm of the hand.
Ant. S. Where France?
Dro. S. In her forehead ; arm.ed and re-

verted, making war against her hair.

Ant. S. Where England?
Dro. S. I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I

could find no whiteness in them : but I guess it

stood in her chin, by the salt rheum that ran

between France and it.

Ant. S. Where Spain?
Dro. S. Faiih, I saw it not ; but I felt it hot

in her breath.

Ant. S. Where America—the Indies?

Dro. S. O, sir, upon her nose, all o'er em-
bellished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires,

declining their rich aspect to the hot breath of

Spain ; who sent whole armadas of carracks to

be ballast at her nose.

Ant. S. Where stood Relgia,—the Nether-
lands?

Dro. S. O, sir, I did not look so low.—To
conclude, this drudge or diviner laid claim to

me; called me Dromio; swore I was assured

to her ; told me what privy marks I had about
me, as the mark of my shoulder, the mole in

my neck, the great wart on my left arm, that

I, amazed, ran from her as a witch : and, I

think, if my breast had not been made of faitii

and my heart of steel, she had transformed me
to a curtail-dog, and made me turn i' the

wheel. [road

;

Ant. S. Go, hie thee presently post to the

And if the wind blow any way from shore,
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I will not harbour in this town to-night.

If any bark put forth, come to the mart,

Where I will walk till thou return to me.
If every one knows us, and we know none,

ris time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone.

Dro. S. As from a bear a man would run for

life.

So fly I from her that would be my wife.

{Exit.

Am. S. There 's none but witches do inhabit

here

;

And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence.

She that doth call me husband, even my soul

Doth for a wife abhor ; but her fair sister,

Possess'd with such a gentle sovereign grace,

Of such enchanting presence and discourse,

I lath almost made me traitor to myself:
But, lest myself be guiily to self-wrong,

I '11 stop mine ears against the mermaid's song.

Enter A.NGELO.

Aug. Master Antipholus?
Aut. S. Ay, that s my name. [chain ;

Aug. I know it well, sn'. Lo, here is the

I thought to hav£ ta'en you at the Porcupine :

The chain unfinish'd made me stay thus long.

Ant. S. What is your will tliat 1 shall do with
this ?

Aug. What please yourself, sir; I have made
it for you.

Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not.

Aug. Not once nor twice, but twenty times
you have

:

Go home with it, and please your wife withal

;

And soon at supper-time I '11 visit you.
And then receive my money fc>r the chain.

Aut. S. I pray you, sir, receive the moneynow,
For fear you ne'er see chain nor money more.
Aug. You are a merry man, sir ; fare you well.

[Exit.
Aut. S. What I should tb.ink of this I cannot

tell:

But this I think, there's no man is so vain
That would refuse so fair an offer'd chain.
I see a man here needs not live by shifts.

When in the street he meets such golden gifts.

I '11 to the mart, and there for Dromio stay ;

If any ship put out, then straight away. [£x/t.

ACT lY.

Scene L— TAc' same.

Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer.

iMer. You know, since Pentecost the sum is

due,
And since I have not much nnportun'd )ou

;

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound
To Persia, and want gilders for my vo}a"e;
Therefore make present satisfaction,

Or I '11 attach you by this officer.

Aug. Even just the sum that I do owe to you
Is growing to me by Antipholus;
And in the instant that I met with you
He had of me a chain ; at five o'clock
I shall receive the money for the same:
Pleaseth you walk with me d(j\\ n to his house,
I will discharge my bond, and thank you too.

Enter ANTiriiOLas OF Ephesus, and
Dromio of Ephesus.

Off. That labour may you save: see where
he comes. [go iIk u

./;//. E. While I go to the goldsmith's lioubc,

And buy a rope's end ; that will I bestow
Among my wife and her confederates,

For locking me out of doors by day.

—

But, soft; I see the goldsmith: get thee gone;
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to n^e.

Di-o. E. I buy a thousand pound a year ! I

buy a rope ! {Exit Dromio.
Atit. E. A man is well holp up that trus'.s

to you

:

I promised your presence, and the chain

;

But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me:
Belike you thought our love would last too long,

If it were chained together; and therefore caiiit

not. [noie;

Aug. .Saving your merry humour, here 's the

How much your chain weighs to the utmost
carat

;

The fineness of the gold, and chargcful fashion ;

\\'hich does amount to three odd ducats more
Than I stand debted to this gentleman:
I pray you, see him presently discharg'd.

For lie is bound to sea, and sta)-s but for it.

Ant. E. I am not furnished with the preset:
"

money

;

Besides I have some business in the town:
Good Signior, take the stranger to my liouse,

And with you take the chain, and bid my wif.'

Dis'ourse the sum on the receipt thereof;

Perchance I will be there as soon as you.

Aug. Then you will bring the chain to her
yourself?

Ant. E. No; bear it with you, lest I come
not time enough. [about yor. ?

Aug. Weil, sir, I will : have you the chain
Aut. E. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have.

Or else you may return without your money.
Aug. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the

chain
;

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman,
And I, to blame, have held him nere too long.
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Ani. E. Good lord, you use this dalliance to

excuse

Your breacii of promise to the Porcupine:

I should have chid you for not bringing it,

But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl.

Mer. The hour steals on ; I pray you, sir,

despatch.

Ang. You hear how he importunes me: the

chain,

—

Ant. E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch

your money. [now

:

Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you even
Either send the chain or SL-nd nie by some token.

Ant. E. Fie ! now you run this humour out

of breath: [it.

Come, where 's the chain? I pray you, let me see

Mer. My business cannot brook this dalliance:

Good sir, say whe'r you '11 answer me or no;
It' not, I '11 leave him to the officer. [you?

Ant. E. I answer you ! Whaishould I answer
Ang. The money that you owe me for the

chain. [chain.

Ant. E. I owe you none till I receive the

Ang. You know I gave it you half-an-liour

since.

Ant. E. You gave me none: you wrong me
much to say so.

Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it:

Consider how it s'.ands upon my credit.

Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit.

Off. I do, and charge you in the duke's name
to obey me.

Ang. This touches me in reputation:

Eithc-r consent to pay this sum for me,
Or I auach you by this officer.

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had!
Aricst me, foolish fellow, if thou dar'st.

Aug. Here is thy fee; arrest him, ofificer:

—

I would not spare my brother in this case.

If he should scorn me so apparently.

Of. I do arrest you, sir: you hear the suit.

Ant. E. I do obey thee till I give thee bail:—
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear

As all the metal in your shop will answer.
."ing. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus,

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not.

Enter Dromio OF Syracuse.

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidam-
num

Tliat stays but till her owner comes aboard.
And then, sir, bears away: our fraughtage, sir,

I have convey'd aboard ; and I have bouglit

The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vitje.

The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind
Blows fair from land : they stay for naught at all

But for their owner, master, and yourself.

Ant. E. How now ! a madman? Wliy, thou
peevish sheep.

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me?
Dro. S. A ship yousent rne to, to hire waftage.

Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for

a rope;

And told thee to what purpose and what end.
Dro. S. You sent me, sir, for a rope's end as

soon

:

You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark.

Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more
leisure.

And leach your ears to listen with more heed.

To Adnana, villain, hie thee straight:

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk
That 's cover'd o'er with Turkish tapestry

There is a purse of duca'.s ; let her send it

:

Tell her I am arrested in the street.

And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave ; be gone.

On, officer, to j^rison till it come.
[Exeunt Mer., Ang., Oh"., aW Ant. E.

Dro. S. ToAdriana! that is where we din'd,

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband:
She is too big, I hope, for me to compass.

Thither I must, although against my v.ill.

For servants must their masters' minds fulfil.

[Exif.

SCKN'E n.— T/ie same.

Enter Adrian.^ an^ Llxi.a..\a.

Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so?

Might'st thou perceive austerely in his eye

That he did plead in earnest, yea or no?
Look'd he or red or pale, or sad or merrily?

\\Tiat observation mad'st thou in this case

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face?

Ltcc. First, he denied you had him in no
right. [my spile.

Adr. He meant he did me none; the more
Lnc. Then swore he that he was a stranger

here. [he were.

Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn

Luc. Then pleaded I for you.

Adr. And what said he?

Luc. That love I begg'd for you he begg'd

of me. [love ?

Adr. With what persuasion did he tempt thy

Luc. With words that in an honest suit

might move.
First, he did praise my beauty, then my speech.

Air. Didst speafc him fair?

Luc. Have patience, I beseech.

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not hold me still

:

My tongue, though not my heart, shall have

his will.

He IS deformed, crooked, old, and sere,
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Ill-fac'd, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere;

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind;
Stigmatical in making, worse in mind. [one?

Luc. Who would be jealous then of such a

No evil lost is wail'd when it is gone.

Adr. Ah ! but I think him better than I say.

And yet would herein others' eyes were
worse

:

Far from her nest the lapwing cries, away

:

My heart prays for hun, though my tongue
do curse.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Here, go : the desk, the purse

:

sweet now, make haste.

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath?
Dro. S. By running fast.

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he
well?

_

[hell.

Dro. S. No, he 's in Tartar limbo, worse than
A devil in an everlasting garment hath him ;

One whose hard heart is buiton'd up with steel;

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough
;

A wolf—nay worse, a fellow all in buff;

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that

countermands [lands

;

The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow
A hound that runs counter, and yet draws diy

foot well

;

[to hell.

One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls

Adr. Why, man, what is the matter?
Dro. S. I do not know the matter: he is

'rested on the case. [suit.

Adr. What, is he arrested? tell me at whose
Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is

arrested, well

;

But he 's in a suit of buff which 'rested him,
that can I tell

:

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the

money in the desk ?

Adr. Go fetch it, sister.—This I wonder at,

S^Exit LuciANA.
That he, unknown to me, should be in debt.

—

Tell me, was he arrested on a band?
Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger

thing

;

A chain, a chain : do you not hear it ring?
Adr. What, the chain? [gone.
Dro. S. No, no, the bell : 'tis time that I were

It was two ere I left him, and now the clock
strikes one.

Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never
hear.

Dro. S. O yes. Ifany hour meet a sergeant,

'a turns back for very fear.

Adr. As if time were in debt ! how fondly
dost thou reason

!

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes
more than he 's worth to season.

Nay, he 's a thief too: have you not heard men
say

That Time comes stealing on by night and day?
If he be in debt and theft, and a sergeant in the

way, [day ?

Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a

Ev.ter LuciANA.

Adr. Go, Dromio; there's the money, bear
it straight

;

And bring thy master home immediately.

—

Come, sister : I am press'd down with conceit ;

Conceit my comfort and my injury.

{^Exeunt.

Scene HI.— The savie.

Enter Antipholus OF Syracuse,

Ant. S. There 's not a man I meet but doth
salute me

As if I were their well-acquainted friend ;

And ever)' one doth call me by my name.
Some tender money to me, some invite me

;

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses

;

Some ofler me commodities to buy

:

Even now a tailor call'd me in his shop.

And show'd me silks that he had bought for mc,
And therewithal took measure of my body.

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles,

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. .S*. Master, here 's the gold you sent me
for.

What, have you got the picture of Old Adam
new apparelled?

Attt. S. What gold is this? What Adam
dost thou mean?

Dro. S. Not that Adam that kept the para-

dise, but that Adam that keeps the prison : he

that goes in the calf 's-skin that was killed for

the Prodigal ; he that came behind you, sir, like

an evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty.

Ant. S. I understand thee not.

Dro. S. i\o? why, 'tis a plain case: he that

went like a base-viol in a case ol leather ; the

man, sir, that, when gentlemen are tired, gives

them a fob, and 'rests them ; he, sir, that takes

pity on decayed men, and gives them suits of

durance; he that sets up his rest to do more
exploits with his mace than a morris-pike.

Ant. S. What! thou mean 'st an ofllcer?

Dro. S. Ay, sir,—the sergeant of the band:

he that brings any man to answer it that breaks

his band ; one that thinks a man always going

to bed, and says, God give you good rest!
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Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in yoiu roolery.

Is there any ship puts forth to-night? may we
be gone?

Dro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an hour

since, that the bark Expedition put forth to-

night ; and then were you hindered by the

sergeant, to tarry for the hoy. Delay : here are

the angels that you sent for to deliver you.

A'iL S. The fellow is distract, and so am I

;

And here we wander in illusions :

Some blessed power deliver us Irom hence !

Enter a Courtezan.

Coiir. Well met, well met, Master Antiphofus.

I sec, sir, you have found the goldsmith now :

li that the chain you promis'd me to-day?

Ant, S. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee, tempt
me not

!

Dro. S. Master, is this Mistress Satan?

Ant. S. It is the devil.

£>iv. S. Nay, she is worse—she is the devil's

dam ; and here she comes in the habit of a light

wench ; and thereof comes that the wenches
say, Gotil damn me—that 's as much as to sa)-,

God make tne a light wench. It is written, they

aopear to men like angels of light: light is an

eifc'Ct of fire, and fire will burn ; ergo, light

\Vf nches will burn : come not near her.

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous

merry, sir. [here.

V'i'l you go with me? We'll mend our dinner

Dro. S. Master, ifyou do; expect spoon-meat,
or bespeak a long spoon.

Ant. S. Why, Dromio?
£>ro. S. Marry, he must have a long spo^n

that must eat with the devil.

A/it. S. Avoid then, fiend; what tell'st thou

me of supping ?

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress:

1 conjure thee to leave me and be gone.

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at

dinner,

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd,

And I '11 be gone, sir, and not trouble you.

Dro. S. Some devils ask but the paring of

one's nail,

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin,

A nut, a cherry-stone ; but she, more covetous,

\Vould have a chain.

M ister, be wise ; an if you give it her.

The devil will shake her chain, and fright us

with it.

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the

chain:

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so.

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch! Come, Dromio,
let us go.

Dro. S. Fly pride, says the peacock : Mistress,

that you know.
[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S.

Cour. Now, out ofdoubt, Antipholus is mad,
Else would he never so demean himself:
A ring he haih of mine worth forty ducats,
And for the same he promis'd me a chain

;

lioth one and other he denies me now :

The reason that I gather he is mad,

—

Besides this present instance of his rage,

—

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner.

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance.
Belike his wile, acquainted with his fits,

On purpose sliut the doors against his way.
.My way is now to hie home to his house,
And tell his wife that, being lunatic,

He rush'd into my house, and took perforce

My ring away: this course I fittest choose.
For forty ducats is too much to lose. [£jcit.

Scene IV.— The same.

andEnter Antii'HOLus OF Ephesus
Officer.

Ant. E. Fear me not, man ; I will not break
away

:

I '11 give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money
To warrant thee, as I am 'rested for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day

:

And will not lightly trust the messenger
That I should be attach'd in Ephesus:
I tell you, 'twill sound harshly in her ears.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus, iviih a rope's end.

Here comes my man: I think ^e brings the

money.
How now, sir! have you that I sent you for?

Dro. E. Here 's that, I warrant you, will

pay them all.

E. But where 's the money? [rope.

E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the

E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a

rope ? [the rate.

E. I '11 serve you, sir, five hundred at

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee

home?
Dro. E. To a rope's end, sir ; and to that

end am I returned.

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome
you. [Beating him.

O^. Good sir, be patient.

D>o. E. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am
in adversity.

Off. Good now, hold thy tongue.

Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold

his hands.

Ant. E. Thou whoreson senseless villain 1

Ant.
Dro.

Ant.

Dro.
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Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that

I might not feel your blows.

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but

blows, and so is an ass.

Dro. E. I am an ass indeed: you may provj

it by my long ears. I have served Isim from the

hour of my nativity to this instant, and have
nothing at his hands for my service but blows

:

when 1 am cold he heats me with beating ; when
I am warm he cools me with beating. I am
waked with it when I sleep ; raised with it when
I sit; driven out of doors wiih it when I go
from hom.e; welcomed home with it when I re-

turn : nay, I bear it on my shoulders as a beggar
wont her brat ; and I think, when he hath lamed
me, I shall beg with it from door to door.

Anf. E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming
yonder.

Enter Adriana, Luciana, and 'he Courtezan,
vjiih Pinch and others.

Dro. E. Mistress, respicefine»i, respect your
end; or rather the prophecy, like the parrot,

Beware the rope's ettd.

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? [Beats him.
Cour. How say you now .? isnot your husband

mad?
Adr. His incivility confirms no less.

—

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer;
Establish him in his true sense again,

And I will please you what you will demand.
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sliarp he looks !

Cour. Mark how he trembles in his ecstacy !

Piruk. Give me your hand, and let me feel

your pulse. [your ear.

Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel

Finch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within
this man,

To yield possession to my holy prayers.

And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight :

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven.
Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; I am

not mad.
Adr. O that thou wert not, poor distressed

soul! [customers?
Ant. E. You minion, you, are these your

Did this companion with the saffron face

Revel and feast it at my house to-day,

Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut,

And I denied to enter in my house? [home,
Adr. O husband, God doth know you din'd at

\^1iere would you had remain'd until this time,

Free from these slanders and this open shame

!

Ant. E. I din'd at home! Thou villain,

what say'st thou?
J^ro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at

home.

An^

Dro.

Ant.

Dro.
Ant.

Dro.

E. Were not my doors lock'd up and I
shut out?

E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd and
you shut out.

E. And did not she herself revile me
there? [there.

E. Sans fable, she herself revil'd you
E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail,

taunt, and scorn me?
E. Certes, she did : the kitchen-vestal
scorn'd you.

Ant. E. And did not I in rage depart from
thence? [witness,

Dro. E. In verity, you did;—rny bones bear
That since have felt the vigour of his rage.

Adr. Is't good to soothe him in these con-
traries? [vein,

Pi7ich. It is no shame: the fellow finds his
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy.

Ant. E. Thou hast suborn'd the goldsmith
to arrest me.

Adr. Alas! I sent you money to redeem you,
By Dromio liere, who came in haste for it.

Dro. E. Money by me ! lieart and good-will
you might.

But surely, master, not a rag of money.
Ant. E. Went'st not thou to her for a purse

of ducats ?

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it.

Luc. And I am witness with her that she did.

Dro. E. God and the rope-maker, bear nie

witness

That I was sent for nothing but a rope^
Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is

possess'd

;

I know it by their pale and deadly looks

:

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room.
Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me

forth to-day?

—

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ?

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee
forth.

D}o. E. And, gentle master, I receiv'd no
gold;

But I confess, sir, that we were lock'd out.

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak'st false

in both. [all;

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art faLe in

And art confederate with a damned pack.
To make a loathsomic abject scorn of me

:

But with these nails I '11 plucii out these false

eyes.

That would behold me in this shameful sport.

[Pinch aW Assistants dind Ant. E. and
Dro. E.

Adr. O, bind him, bind him; let him not
come near me.

N 2
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Piiuk. More company;—the fiend is strong

within hinn. [looks!

Ltic. Ah me, poor man ! how pale and wan he

Ant. E. What, will you murder me? Thou
gaoler, thou,

I am thy prisoner: wilt thou suffer them
To make a rescue?

Off. Masters, let him go:

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him.

Pinch. Go, bind this man, ior he is frantic too.

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer?

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man
Do outrage and displeasure to himself?

Off. He is my prisoner: if I let him go,

The debt he owes will be requir'd of me.
Adr. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee :

B?ar me forthwith unto his creditor, [it.

And, knowing how the deV)t grows, I will pay
Good master doctor, see him safe convey'd
Home to my liouse.—O most unhappy day!

Ant. E. O most unhappy strumpet

!

Dro. E. Master, I am here enter'd in bond
for you.

Ant. E. Out on thee, villain! wherefore
dost thou mad me? [mad,

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing? be
Good master; cry, the devil.

—

[talk!

Liic. God help, poor souls, how idly do they

Adr. Go bear him hence.—Sister, go you
with me.

—

[Exeunt Pinch a«rt^ Assistants, with
AxT. E. and Dro. E.

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at?

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith ; do you
know him? [owes?

Adr. I know the man : what is the sum he

Off. Two hundred ducats.

Adr. Say, how grows it due?

Off. Due for a chain your husband had of him.
Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had

it not.

Coitr. Wlien as your husband, all in rage,

to-day

Came to my house, and took away my ring,

—

The ring I saw upon his finger now,

—

Straight after did I meet him with a chain.

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it:

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is

:

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, with his
rapier drawit, and Dromio OF Syracuse.

Liic. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose
again.

Adr. And come with naked swords: let's

call more help,

To liavc them bound again.

Off. Away, they'll kill us.

[Exeunt Off., Adr., and Luc
Ant. S. Iseethesewitchesareafraidof swords.
L>rc>. S. Siie that would be your wife now

ran from you.

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our
stuff from thence:

1 long that we were safe and sound aboard.
Drt^. S. Faith, stay here this night; they

will surely do us no harm: you saw they speak
us fair, give us gold : melhinks, they are such
a gentle nation, that but for the mountain of

mad flesh that claims marriage of me, I could
find in my heart to stay here still and turn witch.

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the

town:
Therefore away to get our stuff aboard.

[Exeinit.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

TAe same.

Enter Merchant a«<f Angelo.

A}zg: I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder'd
you;

But I protest he had the chain of me,
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it.

A/er. How is the man esteem'd here in the
city?

An^. Of very reverend reputation, sir

;

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd.

Second to none that lives here in the city:

His word might bear my wealth at any time.

Mer. Speak softly: yonder, as I think, he
wallis.

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of
Syracuse.

Ang. 'Tis so ; and that self chain about his

neck
Which he forswore most monstrously to have.
Good sir, draw near to me, I '11 speak to him.—

•

Signior Antipholus, I wonder much [trouble

;

That you would put me to this shame and
.\nd not without some scandal to yourself,

With circumstance and oaths so to deny
This chain, which now you wear so openly:
Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment.
You have done wrong to this my honest friend

;

W'ho, but for staying on our controversy,

Mad hoisted sail and put to sea to-day

:

This chain you had of me ; can j'ou deny it?

Ant. S. I think I had: I never did deny it.

Mer. Yes, that you did, sir ; and forswore it

too. [swear ii?

Ant. S. WTio heard me to deny it or for-
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Aler. These ears of mine, thou knowest, did
hear thee.

Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity that thou liv'st

To walk wliere any honest men resort, [thus:

Anl. S. Thou art a villain to impeach me
I '11 prove mine honour and mine honesty
Against thee presently, if thou dar'st stand.

Mer. I dare and do defy tliee for a villain.

\^2'hey draw.

Ett/er Adriana, I.UCIANA, Courtezan, and
others.

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God"s sake

;

he is mad

:

Some get viithin him, take his sword away

:

Bind Dromio too, and bear theni to my house.

D7-0. S. Run, master, run; for God's sake,

take a house.

This is some priory;—in, or we arc spoil'd.

\Exenni Ant. S. aiid Dko. S. to t/w Priory.

Enter the Abbess.

Abb. Be quiet, people. VsHierefore throng
you iiiiher ? [hence :

Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast,

And bear hiin home for his recovery.

Aug. I knew he v.-as not in his perfect wits.

Aler. I am sorry now that I did draw on him.
Abb. How long hath this possession held the

man? [sad,

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour.

And much, much different from the man he was:
Bat till this afternoon his passion

Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. [at sea?
Abb. Hath he not lost much veallli by v.-reck

Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye
Siray'd his affection in unlawful leve?
A sin prevailing much in yoath.''u! men
Who give their eyes the li'oerty of gazing.

Which of these sorrows is he subject to?

Adr. To none of these, except it be the last

;

Karjiely, some love that drew him oft from home.
Abb. You should for that have reprehended

him.

Adr. Why, so I did.

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough.
Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me.
Abb. Haply in private.

Adr. And in assemblies too.

Abb. Ay, but not enough.
Adr. It was the copy of our conference :

In bed, he slept not for my urging it

;

At board, he fed not for my urging it

;

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ;

In company, I often glanced it ;

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad.

Abb. And thereof came it that the man was
mad :

The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth.

It seems his sleeps were hindered by thy railing

:

And therefore conies it that his head is light.

Thou say'st his meat was .sauc'd with thy
upbraidings ;

Unquiet meals make ill digestions.

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ;

And what 's a fever but a fit of madness ?

Thou say'st his sports were liiuder'd by thy
brawls

:

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue
But moody and dull melancholy,

—

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair,

—

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop
Of pale distemperatures and foes to life?

In food, in sport, and life-preserving rest

To be disturb'd would in.ad or man or beast

:

The consequence is, then, thy jealous fits

Have scar'd thy husband from the use of 's wits.

Luc. Slie never reprehended him but mikii ,
W'hen he demean'd himself rough, rude, ai.d

wildly.

—

Why bear you these rebukes, and answer not r

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof.

—

Good people, enter, and lay hold on him.
Abb. No, not a creature enters in my house.
Adr. Then let your servants bring ii;y

husband forch.

Abb. Neither : he took this place for sanctu-

ary,

And it shall privilege him from your hands
Til! I have brought him to his wits again,

Or lose lay labour in assaying it.

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse.

Diet his sickness, for it is my office,

And will have no attorney but myself;
And therefore let me have him home with me.

Alb. Be patient ; for I will not let him stir

Til! I have used the approved means I have.

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy
prayers,

To make of liim a formal man again:

It is a branch and parcel of mine oatb,

A charitaljle duty of my order
;

Tb.erefore depart, and leave him Irere with me.
Adr. I will not hence and leave my husband

here ;

And ill it doth beseem your holiness

To separate the husband and the wife.

Abb. Be quiet, and depart : tliou shalt not

have liim. [Exit Abbess.

Luc. Complain unto theduke of this indignity.

Adr. Come, go ; I will fall prostrate at his feet.

And never rise until my tears and prayers
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Have won his grace to come in person hither,

And take perforce my husband irom the abbess.

Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five

:

Anon, I am sure, the duke himself in jjerson

Comes this way to the melancholy vale ;

The place of death and sorry execution,

Behind the ditches of the abbey here.

Ang. Upon what cause?
Mer. To see a reverend Syracusan merchant,

Who put unluckily into this bay.

Against the laws and statutes of this town.

Beheaded publicly for his offence, [his death.

Ang. See where they come : we will behold

Luc. Kneel to the duke before he pass the

abbey.

B»ler Duke, attended ; ^^GEON, bare-headed

;

with the Headsman and other Officers.

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly,

If any friend will pay the sum for him,

He shall not die ; so much we tender him.

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the

abbess !

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady

;

It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong.

Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholus,

my husband,

—

Whom I made lord of me and all I had,

At your important letters,— this ill day
A most outrageous fit of madness took him ;

That desperalelyhe hurried through the street,

—

With him his bondman, all as mad as he,

—

Doing displeasure to the citizens

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence

Rings, jewels, anything his rage did like.

Once did I get hnn bound, and sent him home,
WTiilst to take order for the wrongs I went.

That here and there his fury had committed.
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape,

He broke from those that had the guard of him ;

And, with his mad attendant and himself,

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords,

Met us again, and, madly bent on us.

Chased us away ; till, raising of more aid.

We came again to bind them : then they fled

Into this abbey, whither we pursued them :

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us.

And will not suffer us to fetch him out.

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence.

Tlicrefore, most gracious duke, with thy com-
mand, [help.

Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for

Duke. Long since thy husband serv'd me in

my wai s

;

And I to thee engag'd a prince's word.
When thou didst make him master of thy bed,

To do him all the grace and good I could.

—

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey -gate,

.And bid the lady abbess come to me :

I will determine this before I stir.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. O mistress, mistress, shift and save
yourself.

My master and his man are both broke loose.

Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor,

Whose beard they have singed off with brands
of fire ;

And ever as it blazed they threw on him
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair:

My master preaches patience to him, while

His man with scissors nicks him like a fool

:

And, sure, unless you send some present help,

Between llicm they will kill the conjurer.

Adr. Peace, fool, thy master and his man
are here ;

And that is false thou dost report to us.

Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true:

I have not breath'd almost since I did see it.

He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you,

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you

:

[Cry within.

Hark, hark, I hear him ; mistress, fly ; be gone.

Duke. Come, stand by me ; fear nothing.

Guard with halberds.

Adr. Ah me, it is my husband ! Witness yea
That he is borne about invisible.

Kven now we hous'd him in the abbey here ;

And now he's there, past thought of human
reason.

Enter Antipholus and Dromio of
Ephesus.

Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke; oh,

grant me justice !

Even for the service that long since I did thee,

When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took

Deep scars to save thy life : even for the blood

That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice.

^ge. Unless the fear of death doth make
me dote,

I see my son Antipholus and Dromio.
Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that

woman there.

She whom thou gav'st to me to be my wife ;

That hath abused and dishonour'd me,
Even in the strength and height of injur}'

!

Beyond imagination is the wrong
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me.

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me
j ust.

Atit. E. This day, great duke, she shut th^

doors upon me,
While she with harlots feasted in my house.
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Duke. A grievous fault. Say, woman, didst

thou so ? [my sister,

Adr. No, my good lord ;—myself, he, and
To-day did dine together. So befall my soul

As this is false he burdens me withal !

Luc. Ne'er may I look on day nor sleep on
night,

Eut she tells to your highness simple truth !

A/i^. O perjur'd woman ! they are both
forsworn.

In this the madman justly diargeth them.
A/t/. E. My liege, I am advised what I sa)'

;

Neither disturb'd with the effect of wine.

Nor, heady-rash, provok'd with raging ire.

Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
This woman lock'd me out this da)- from dinne-r

:

That goldsmith there, were he not pack'd wiU)
her,

Ci'Uld witness it, for he was with me Ihci; .

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain.

I'romising to bring it to the Porcupine,
Where Balthazar and I did dine together.

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

I went to seek him. In the street I met him,
And in his company that gentleman. [down,
Tiicre did this perjur'd goldsmith swear me
That I this day of him received the chain,
W'liich, God lie knows, I saw not : fur the which
He did arrest me with an ofticer.

I did obey, and sent my peasant home
Fur certain ducats: he with none rclurn'd.

Then fairly I bespoke the oflker

To go in person with me to my house.

By the way we met
My wife, her sister, and a rabble more
Of vile confederates : along with them
They brought one Pinch ; a hungry lean-faced

villain,

A mere anatomy, a mountebank,
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller

;

h needy, hollow-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch ;

.•\ living dead man : this pernicious slave,

J 'rsooth, took on him as a conjvner ;

.\ii;l gazing in mine eyes, feeling i-iv pulse,

.\ii(l with no face, as 'twere outfaciisg me,
< I ies out, I was possessed : then altogether
'1 i:cy fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence ;

/ .id in a dark and dankish vault at home
1 !;ere left me and my man both bound together

;

1 ill, gnawing wiih my teeth my bonds in sunder,
I gain'd my freedom, and immediately
1

:
til hither to your grace ; whom I beseetch

Ti.> give me ample satisfaction

lt\x these deep shames and great indignities.

Aug. My lord, in truth, thus far 1 witness
with him,

Thit he dined not at home, but was iockVl out.

Duke. But had he such a chain of ihee, or no?
Aug. He had, my lord : and when he ran ip

here
These people saw the chain about his neck.

Mer. Besides, I will be sworn these ears cf
mine

Heard you confess you had tlse chain of him.
After you first forswore it on the mart.
And thereupon I drew my sword on you ;

And then you fled into this abbey here,
From whence, I think, you are come by miracle.

A)tt. E. I iiever came \siil:in these abbey
walls,

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me

:

I never saw the chain, so help me heaven !

And this is false you burden me withal.

Duke. What an intricate impeach is this !

I think you all have drank of Circe's cup.
If here you hous"d him, here he would have Ixcn:
If he were mad he would not jilead so coldly :

—

^'ou say he dined at home ; the goldsmitli here
Denies that saying :—Sirrah, whal say you !'

i'ro. E. Sir, he dined with hei there at ihe
Porcupine. (that rii.g.

Cour. He did ; and from my finger snateh'd
.-Inl. E. 'Tis true, my liege, this ring I had

ofhet. [h,!e?
Duke. Saw'st thou him enter at the al.bey

Cour. As sure, my liege, as I do see yoiirgrace.

Duke. Why, this is strange :—Co call the

abbess hither :

I think you are all mated, or sUuk r.iad.

[E.\!/ an Attendant.
.-7-'.gc. ^lost mighty duke, vouchsafe me spea!;

a word
;

Haply, I see a friend will save my life.

And pay the sum that may deliver me. [wilt.

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan, what thou
^Ege. Is not your name, sir, callVl Antipholus?

And is not that your bondman Dromio ?

Dro. E. Within lids hour I was his bond-
man, sir,

I'>ut he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two lu)' coids:

Now am I Dromio and his man, uiifjound.

yl^.ge. I am sure you both i if }()ii remember me.
Dro. E. Ourselves v.e do remember, sir, by

you;
For lately we were bound as )'ou arc now.
Vou are not Pinch's patient, are

//•;

) ou, sir ?

on me ? youWhy look you stran:

know me well.

A ill. E. I never saw you in my life, til! now.
yilge. Oh ! grief hath chang'd me since you

saw me last

;

And careful hours, with Time's deformed hand,
Have written strange defeatures in my lace :

But tell me yet, dost thou not knov/ my vu:c_?
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Ant. E. Neither.

yh'ge. Dromio, nor ihou ?

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I.

yEge. I am sure thou dost.

Dro. E. Ay, sir; but I am sure I do not ; and
whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound
to beheve him. [tremity !

yEge. Not know my voice ! O, time's ex-

I last thou socrack'd and splitted my poor tongue.

In seven sliort years, that here my only son
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ?

Though now this grained face of mine be hid

In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow,
And all the conduits of my blood froze up, '

Vet hath my night of life some memorj',
]\Iy wasting lamps some fading glimmer left.

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear :

All tliese old witnesses,— I cannot err,

—

Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus.

Ant. E. I never saw my father in my life.

jEge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy.

Thou know'st we parted; but perhaps, my son,

Thou sham'st to acknowledge me in misei'y.

Ant. E. The duke, and all that know me in

the city,

Can witness with me that it is not so

:

I ne'er saw Syracusa in my life.

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years

Have I been patron to Antipholus,
During which time he ne'er saw Syracusa :

I see, thy age and dangers make thee dote.

Enter the Abbess, with Antipholus Syra-
cusan aitd Dromio Syracusan.

Abb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much
wrong'd. \^AII gather to see him.

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive
me.

Duke. One of these men isgenius to the other
;

And so of these. Which is the natural man.
And which the spirit ? Who deciphers them ?

Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio ; command him
away.

Dro. E. I, sir, am Dromio ; pray let me stay.

Ant. S. ALgson, art thou not ? or else his

ghost ?

Dro. S. O, my old master, who hath bound
him here ?

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his

bonds.
And gain a husband by his liberty.

—

Speak, old /Egeon, if thou be'st the man
That hadst a wife once called .Emilia,
That bore thee at a burden two fair sons :

O, if thou be'st the same /Egeon, speak,
And speak unto the same /Emilia !

^^e. If I dream not, thou art yilmilia :

If thou art she, tell me where is that son
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ?

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he and I,

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up

:

But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth
By force took Dromio and my son from them,
.•Xnd me they left with those of Epidamnum : ;

What then became of them I cannot tell

;

I to this fortune that you see me in. [right
:

'

Dtihe. Why, here begins his morning story

These two Antipholus's, these two so like.

And these two Dromios, one in semblance,— '

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea,

—

These are the parents to these children,

WTiich accidentally are met together.

Antipholus, thou cam'st from Corinth first?

A/tt. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse.
DnJ^e. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which

is which. [ous lord.

Ant. E. I came frorr Corinth, my mostgraci-
Dro. E. And I wiih him.
Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most

famous warrior,

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle.

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me
to-day ?

Aut. S. I, gentle mistress.

Adr. And are not you my husband ?

Ant. E. No ; I say nay to that.

Ant. S. And so do I, yet she did call me so

;

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here.

Did call me brother.—What I told you then,

I hope I shall have leisure to make good ;

If this be not a dream I see and hear. [me.
Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had of

Ant. S. I think it be, sir : I deny it not.

Atit. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested

mo.
Ang. I ihink I did, sir : I deny it not.

Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail.

By Dromio ; but I think he brought it not.

Dro. E. No, none by me. [you.

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv'd from
And Dromio my man did bring them me :

I see we still did meet each other's m.an,

And I was ta'en for him, and he for me,
And thereupon these errors are arose. [here.

Ant. E. These ducats pav/n I for my father

Dtike. It shall not need ; thy father hath his

life. [you,

Co2tr. Sir, I must have that diamond from
Ant. E. There, take it ; and much thanks

for my good cheer. [pains

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the

To go with us into the abbey here,

.•\nd hear at large discoursed all our fortunes ;-"

And all that are assembled in this place,
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That by this sympathized one day's error

Have suffer'd wrong, go, keep us company,
And we shall make full satisfaction —
Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail

Of you, my sons ; nor till this present hour

My heavy burdens are delivered :

—

The duke, my husband, and my children both,

And you the calendars of their nativity.

Go to a gossip's feast, and go with me ;

After so long grief, such nativity ! [feast.

Duke. With all my heart, I '11 gossip at this

YExeunt Duke, Abb., ..4£ge., Cour.,
Mer., Ang., awa^ Attendants.

Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff from
shipboard? [embark'd?

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou
D>o. S. Your goods, that lay at host, sir, in

the Centaur.
Ant. S. He speaks to me ; I am your master,

Dromio

:

Come, go with us : we '11 look to that anon :

Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him.
\^Exeunt Kv.l. S. a7u^E., Adr., cw/ I.uc.

£>/v. S. There is a fat friend at your master's

house.

That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner

:

She now shall be my sister, not my wife.

L>ro. E. Methinks you are my glass, and not
my brother :

I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth.

Will you walk in to see their gossiping?

Dr-o. S. Not I, sir ;
you are my elder.

Dro. E. That 's a question : how shall we
try it?

Dro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior

:

till then, lead thou first.

Dro. E. Nay, then thus :

W^e came into the world like brother and brother:

And now let 's go hand in hand, not one before

another. [ExeutU.
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Sf^ENE I.

ACT I.

-Northampton. A Room of State

in the Palace.

Filler King John, Queen Elinor, Pem-
broke, Essex, Salisbury, and others, with

Chatillon.

K. John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would
France with us? [of France,

Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King
In my behaviour, to the majesty.

The borrow'd majesty of England here.

Eli. A St range beginning;—borrow'd majesty!

K. John. Silence, good mother; hear the

embassy. [behalf

Chat. Philip of France, in right and true

Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son,

Arihur Plantagenct, lays most lawful claim
To this fair island, and the territories,

—

To Ireland, Poicticrs, Anjou, Touraine, Maine;
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword
Vi'hich sways usurpingly these several titles.

And put the same into young Arthur's hand,
Thy nephew and right royal sovereign.

K.Jdm. What follows, if we disallow of

this?

Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody
|

war, ,;

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. ']

K. John. Here have we war for war, and \i

blood for blood, '

Controlment for controlmcnt: so answer France, i

Chat. Then take my king's defiance from my
\

mouth, i

The furthest limit of my embassy. i

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in \

peace

:

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France;
j

I'^or ere thou canst report I will be there, I

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard

:

>

So, hence! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath, J

And sullen presage of your own decay.

—

An honourable conduct let him have :

—

!

Pembroke, look to 't. Farewell, Chatillon. I

[Exeunt Chatillon aW Pembroke, j

Eli. What now, my son ! have I not ever said i

How that ambitious Constance would not cease i

Till she had kindled France and all the world

Upon the right and party of her son? '

Tliat might have been prevented and made whole '(

With very easy arguments of love ;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must \

With fearful bloody issue arbitrate.
|
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K. John. Our strong possession and our right

for us. [your right,

Eli. Your strong possession much more than

Or else it must go wrong with you and me

:

So much my conscience whispers in your ear,

Which none but heaven and }ou and I shall

hear.

Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, who
whispers Essex.

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest con-

troversy,

Come from the country to be judg'd by you.

That e'er I heard: shall I produce the men?
A'. John. Let them approach.

—

[Exit Sheriff.

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay
Tins expedition's charge.

A'lS-ifw/cr Sheriff, ivith Robert Fai.conbridge,
ana Philip, his bastard Brotlicr.

WTiat men are youi^

Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman
Born in Northamptonshire, and eldest son,

As I suppose, to Robert Falconbridge,

—

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field.

A'. JoJin. What art thou ?

Rob. The son and heir to that same Falcon-

bridge, [the heir?

A'. Jolin. Is that the elder, and art thou

You came not of one mother, then, it seems.

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty
king,

—

[father:

That is well known; and, as I think, one
But for the certain knowledge of that truth

I put you o'er to heaven and to my mother:

—

Of that I doubt, as all men's children may.
Eli. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost

shame thy mother.

And wound her honour with this diffidence.

Bast. I, madam? no, I have no reason for

it,

—

That is my brother's plea, and none of mine

;

The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out

At least fi-om fair five hundred pound a-year:

Heaven guard my mother's honour and my land

!

K. Johft. A good blunt fellow.—Why, being
younger born,

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance?

Bast. I know not why, except to get the land.

But once he slander'd me with bastardy:

But whe'r I be as true begot or no.

That still I lay upon my mother's head ;

But, that I am as well begot, my liege,

—

Fair fill the bones that took the pains for me !

—

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself.

If old Sir Robert did beget us both,

And were our father, and this son like him,^
old Sir Robert, father, on my knee

1 give lieaven thanks I was not like to thee !

A". John, Why, what a madcap hath heaven
lent us here

!

Eli. He hath a trick of Cceur-de-lion's face;

The accent of his tongue affecleth him

:

Do you not read some tokens of my son
In the large composition of this man? [parts,

A'. John. Mine eye hath well examined his

Andfindsthem perfect Richard.—Sirrah, speak.

What doth move you to claim your brother's

land? [father;

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my
With that half- face would he have all my land

:

A half-fac'd groat five hundred pound a-year

!

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father

liv'd.

Your brother did employ my father much,

—

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my
land:

\'iiur tale must be, how he employ'd my mother.

Rob. And once despatch'd him in an embassy
To Germany, there with the emperor
To treat of high affairs touching that time.

The advantage of his absence took the king,

And in the meantime sojourn'd at my father's;

Where how he did prevail I shame to speak.

—

But truth is truth : large lengthsofseas and shores
Between my father and my mother lay,

—

As I have heard my father speak himself,—
When this same lusty gentleman was got.

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd
II is lands to me ; and took it, on his death,
That this, my mother's son, was none of his;

And if he were, he came into the world
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time.

Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine.
My father's land, as was my father's will.

A". John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate;

Wmx father's wife did after wedlock bear him ;

And if she did play false, the fault was hers;

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother,

Wlio, as you say, took pains to get this son.

Had of your father claim'd this son for his?

In sooth, good friend, your father might have
kept

This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world ;

In sooth, he might: then, if he were my
brother's, [father.

My brother might not claim him; nor your

Being none of his, refuse him. This con-

cludes,

—

My mother's son did get your father's heir;

Your father's heir must have your father's land.
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Rob. Shall, llien, my father's vvill be of no
force

To dispossess that child which is not his?

Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir,

T'nan was his will to get me, as I think.

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather be a Falcon-

bridge,

And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land,

Or the reputed son of Coeiir-de-lion,

Lord of thy presence, and no land beside?

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape
And I had liis, Sir Robert his, like him;
And if my legs were two such riding-rods.

My aiTns such eel-skins stuffd, my face so thm
Tiiat in mine ear I durst not stick a rose

Lest men should say, Look, whei-e ihree-far-

lhiiic;s goes!

And, to his shape, were heir to all this land.

Would I might never stir from off this place,

I "d give it every foot to have this face;

I would not be Sir Nob in any case.

Eli. I like lliec well : wilt ihou forsake thy

fortune.

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me?
I am a soldier, and now bound to F'ranee.

Bast. Brother, take you my land, I 'II take

my chance

:

Your face iiath got five hundred pound a-year;

'^'ct sell your face for fivepence, and 'tis dear.

—

Ivla lam, I 'II follow you unto the death.

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me
thither. [way.

Bast. Our country manners give our betters

K. John. What is thy name ?

Bast, Philip, my liege ; so is my name begun ;

Fhilip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldest son.

K.John. From henceforth bear his name
whose form thou bear'st

:

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great,

—

Arise Sir Richard and Plantagenet.

Bast. Brother by the mother's side, give me
)'our hand:

My father gave nie honour, yours gave land.

—

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day,

Wlien I was got. Sir Robert was away

!

Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet !

—

I am thy grandam, Richard ; call me so.

Bast. Madam, by chance, but not by truth:

what though?
Something about, a little from the right.

In at the window, or else o'er the hatch

;

Who dares not stir by day must walk by night;

And have is have, however men do catch

:

Near or far off, well won is still well shot

;

And I am I, howe'er I was begot.

K.John. Go, Falcon bridge ; now hast thou

thy desire

;

A landless knight makes thee a landed squire.

—

Come, madam,—and come, Richard; we must
speed

For France, for France ; for it is more than need.
Bast. Brother, adieu : good fortune come to

Ihoe

!

For thou wast got i' the way of honesty.
[Exeunt all except the B.'VSTAKD.

A foot of honour better than I was

;

But many a many foot of land the worse.
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady :

—

Goodden, Sir Richard:— God-a-mercy
,fellow—

.A.nd if his name be George, I '11 call him Peter:

For new-made honour doth forget men's names

:

'Tis too respective and too sociable

For your conversion. Now your traveller,

—

He and his toothpick at my worship's mess;
And when my knightly stomach is sufiTic'd,

Why then I suck my teeth, and catechize

My picked man of countries : My dear sir,—
Thus, leaning on mme elbow, I begin,

—

/ shall beseech you—that is question now

;

.* nd then comes answer like an A BC-book :—
sir, says answer, at your best conunand

;

.4t yoicr eniploynient ; at your service, sir:—
A'o sir, says question, /, sweet sir, at yours

:

And so, ere answer knows what question

would,

—

Saving in dialogue of compliment,
And talking of the Alps and Apennines,

The Pyrenean and the river Po,

—

It draws towards supper in conclusion so.

But this is worshipful society.

And fits the mounting spirit like myself:

For he is but a bastard to the time.

That doth not smack of observation,

—

And so am I, wliether I smack or no;

And not alone in habit and device,

Exterior form, outv/ard accoutrement.

But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth:

Which, though I will not practise to deceive.

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn

;

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising.

—

But who comes in such haste in riding-robes?

WTiat woman -post is this? hath she no husband,

That will take pains to blow a horn before her?

Enter Lady Falcokbridge, a;:a'jA.MES

GURNEY.

O me ! it is my mother.—How now, good lady

!

Wliat brings you here to court so hastily?

Lady F. \Vhere is that slave, thy brother?

where is he
That holds in chase mine honour up and down?

Bast. My brother Robert? old Sir Robert's

son?
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Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man?
Is it Sir Robert's son that you seek so?

Lady F. Sir Robert's son ! Ay, thou un-
reverend boy, [Robert?

Sir Robert's son: why scom'st thou at Sir

He is Sir Robert's son ; and so art thou.

Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave

.Tvvhile?

Gur. Good leave, good Philip.

Bast. Philip?—sparrow!—^James,

There 's toys abroad : anon I '11 tell thee more.
\^Exii Gurney.

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's son

;

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me
Upon Good- Friday, and ne'er broke his fast:

Sir Robert could do well : marry, to confess,

Could not get me ; Sir Robert could not do it,

—

We know his handiwork :—therefore, good
mother,

To whom am I beholding for these limbs?

Sir Robert never help to make this leg.

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy

brother too, [honour?

That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine
What means this scorn, thou most untoward

knave? [isco-like:

Bast. Knight, knight, good mother,— Basil-

What ! I am dubb'd ; I have it on my shoulder.

But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's son

;

I have disclaim'd Sir Robert and my land

;

Legitimation, name, and all is gone:
Then, good my mother, let me knowmyfather,

—

Some proper man, I hope : who was it, mother?
Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Falcon

-

bridge?

Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil.

Lady F. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was
thy father

:

By long and vehement suit I was seduc'd

To make room for him in my husband's bed :

—

Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge!

—

Thou art the issue of my dear offence,

Which was so strongly nrg'd, past my defence.

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get again,

Madam, I would not wish a better father.

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth,

And so doth yours ; your fault was not your
folly :

Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,

—

Subjected tribute to commanding love,

—

Against whose fury and unmatched force

The aweless lion could not wage the fight,

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand:
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts

May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother,
With all my heart I thank thee for my father!

Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well

WTien I was got, I '11 send his soul to helL
Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin;
And they shall say, when Richard me begot.

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin

:

Who says it was, he lies ; I say 'twas not.

{Exatnt,

ACT H.

Scene I.

—

France. Be/jre the Walls of
Aiigiers.

ErJer, on one side, the ARCHDUKE OF
Austria and Forces ; on the others
PiiiLiP, King of Franre, Louis, CON-
STANCE, Arthur, and Forces.

Lou. Before Anglers well met, brave Austria.

—

Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood,
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart,

.\nd fought the lioly wars in Palestine,

By this brave duke came early to his grave:
And, for amends to his posterity.

At our importance huher is he come
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf;

And to rebuke the usurpation

Ot thy unnatural uncle, English John

:

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome
hither. [death

Arth. God shall forgive you Cceur-de-lion's

The rather that you give his olTspring life,

-Shadowing their right under your wings of war:
I give you welcome with a powerless hand,
But with a heart full of unstained love,

—

Welcome before the gates of Anglers, duke.
Lou. A noble boy I Who would not do

thee right? [kiss,

Ausf. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous
As seal to this indenture of my love,^
That to my home I will no more return,

Till Anglers, and the right thou hast in France,
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd shore,

Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides,

And coops from other lands her islanders,

—

Even till that England, hedg'd in with tlie main,
That water-walled bulwark still secure

And confident from foreign purposes,

—

Even till that utmost corner of the west
Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy,

Will I not think of home, but follow arms.

Const. O, take his mother's thanks, a
widow's thanks,

Till your strong hand shall help to give hiiii

strength

To make a more requital to your love !

Aust. The peace of heaven is theirs that ILt

their swords
In such a just and charitable war.
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A'. I'hi. Well, then, to work: our cannon
shall be bent

Against the brows of this resisting town.

—

Call for our chiefest men of discipline,

To cull the plots of best advantages:

We '11 lay before this town our royal bones,

Wade to the market-place in i-'renchman's blood,

But we will make it subject to this boy.

Const. Slay for an answer to your embassy.

Lest unadvis'd you stain your swords with

blood

:

My Lord Chatillon may from England bring

That right in peace, which here we urge in

war

;

And then we shall repent each drop of blood

That hot rash haste so indirectly shed.

K. Phi. A wonder, lady !—!o, upon thy

wish.

Cur messenger Chatillon is arriv'd !

Enter Chatii.lon.

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord

;

We coldly pause for thee ; Chatillon, speak.

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry

siege,

And stir them up against a mightier task.

England, impatient of your just demands,
I lath put himself in arms: llie adverse winds,

Whose leisure I have slay'd, have given him
time

To land his legions all as soon as I

;

His marches are expedient to this town.
His forces strong, his soldiers confident.

With him along is come the molher-queen,
An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife

;

With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain;
W' ith them a bastard of the king deceas'd

:

And all the unsettled humours of the land,

—

]\ash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries,

With ladies' f;ices, and fi&rce dragons' spleens,

—

Have sold their t'ortunes at their native homes,
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs,

To make a hazard of new fortunes here.

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits.

Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er.

Did never float upon the swelling tide.

To do offence and scath in Christendom.
[Drums beat within.

The interruption of their churlish drums
Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand.
To parley or to fight : therefore prepare.

IC. Phi. How much unlook'd-for is this ex-

pedition !

A'dst. By how much unexpected, by so much
Wc must awake endeavour for defence

;

For courage mounteth with occasion:

Lei them be welcome, then ; we are prepjar'd.

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, tht

Bastard, Lords, and Forces.

K. John. Peace be to France, if France in

peace permit
Our just and lineal entrance to our own !

If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to

heaven

!

Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct

Their proud contempt that beat his peace to

heaven. [return

K. Phi. Peace be to England, if that war
From France to England, there to live in peace I

England we love; and for that England's sake
With burden of our armour here we sweat.

This toil of ours should be a work of thine ;

But thou from loving England art so far,

That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king,

Cut off the sequence of posterity.

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face ;

—

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of

his:

This little abstract doth contain that large

Which died in Geffrey ; and the hand of time
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume.
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born,

And tliis his son ; England was Geffrey's right,

And this is Gefirey's : in the name of God,
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a king,

When living blood doth in these temples beat.

Which owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest?

K.John. From whom hast thou this great

commission, France,

To draw my answer from thy articles?

K. Phi. From that supernal judge that stirs

good thoughts

In any breast of strong authority,

To look into the blots and stains of right.

That judge hath made meguaidian to this boy:
Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong

;

And by whose help I mean to chastise it.

K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority.

K. Phi. Excuse,—itis to beat usurping down.
Eli. Who is it thou dost call usurper, France?
Const. Let me make answer;— thy usurping

son.

Eli. Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king.

That thou mayst be a queen, and check the

world !

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true

As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy
IJker in feature to his father Geffrey [like

Than thou and John in manners,—being as

As rain to water, or devil to his dam.
My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think
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Hii father never was so true begot

:

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.

Eli. There 's a good inotlier, boy, that blots

thy father.

Const. There 's a good grandam, boy, that

would blot thee.

Aitst. Peace

!

Ddsl. Hear the cner.

A II St. What the devil art thou?
Bast. One that will play the devil, sir, with

you

,

An 'a man catch your hide and you alone.

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes,

Whose valour plucKs dead lions by the beard

:

I '11 smoke your skin-coat an I catch you right

;

Sirrah, look to 't ; i' faith, I will, i' faith.

Blanch. O, well did he become that lion's

robe

That did disrobe the lion of that robe !

Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him
As great Abides' shoes upon an ass:

—

But, ass, I '11 take that burden from your back.

Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack.

A list. What cracker is this same that deafs

our ears

With this abundance of superfluous breath?
K. Phi. Louis, determine what we shall do

straight. [ference.

—

Lo7i. Women and fools, break off your con-
Xing John, this is the very sum of all,

—

'•"ngland and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,
In right of Arthur, do I claim of thee:

'\'ilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms?
A'. John. My life as soon :—I do defy thee,

France.

Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand

;

And out of my dear love, I '11 give thee more
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win :

Submit thee, boy.

Eli. Come to thy grandam, child.

Const. Do, child, go to it' grandam, child;
I'iive grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will

< iive it a plum, a cherry, and a fig:

There 's a good grandam.
Arth. Good my mother, peace!

I Would that I were low laid in my grave:
1 am not worth this coil that 's made for me.

Ell. I lis mother shames him so, poor boy,
he weeps. [does or no !

Const. Now, shame upon you, whe'r she
His grandam's wrongs, and not his mother's

shames, [poor eyes,
Dmw those heaven-moving pearls from his
Wliich heaven shall take in nature of a fee:

A\-, with these cr)-stal beads heaven shall he
brib'd

To do him justice, and revenge on you.

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven
and earth ! [and earth !

Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven
Call not me slanderer ; thou and thine usurp
The dominations, royalties, and rights [son,

Of this oppressed boy : this is thy eldest son's

Inforiunate in nothing but in thee:

Thy sins are visited in this poor child;

The canon of the law is laid on him,

Being but the second generation

Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb.
K.John. Bedlam, have done.

Const. I have but this to say,

—

That he is not only plagued for her sin,

fiut God hath made her sin and her the plague

On this removed issue, plagu'd for her.

And with her plague, her sin ; his injury

Her injury,—the beadle 10 her sin ;

All punish'd in the person of this child,

And all for her: a plague upon her!

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce
.\ \s ill that bars the title of thy son. [will

;

Const. Ay, who doubts that? a will ! a wicked
A woman's will ; a canker'd grandam's will

!

A'. Phi. Peace, lady! pause, or be more
temjierate

:

It ill beseems this presence to cry aim
To these ill-tuned repetitions.—

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls

These men of Angiers: let us hear them speak
Whose title they admit, /Vrihur's or John's.

Trumpet sounds. Z'/.'.'V;- Citizens iipon the

'Wd.tS.

I Cit. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the

walls?

A'. Phi. 'Tis P'rance, for England.
A'. John. England, for itself:

—

Von men of Angiers, and my loving subjects,

—

A'. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's
subjects,

Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle.

A'. John. For our advantage ; therefore hear
us first.

These flags of France, that are advanced here

Before the eye and prospect of your town,
Have hither march'd to your endamagement:
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath.

And ready mounted are they to sj)it forth

Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls:

All preparation for a bloody siege

And merciless proceeding by these French
Confronts your city's eyes, your winking gates;

And, but for our approach, those sleeping stones.

That as a waist do girdle you about

By the compulsion of their ordinance

By this time from their fi.xed beds of liuie
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Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made
I'or bloody power to rush upon your peace.

But, on the sij^ht of us, your lawful king,

—

\Vho painfully, with much expedient march,
1 lave brou<^ht a counterclieck before your gates.

To save unscratch'd your city's ihreaten'd

clieeks,

—

Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchsafe a parle;

And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire,

To make a shaking fever in your walls,

They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke.
To make a faithless error in your ears :

Wliich trust accordingly, kind citizens,

And let us in, your king ; whose labourM spirits,

Forwearied in this action of swift speed,
Crave harbourage within your city-walls.

K. Phi. When I have said, make answer to

us both.

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection
1-5 most divinely vow'd upon the right

Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet,
Son to the elder brother of this man,
And king o'er him and all that he enjoys :

P"or this down-trodden equity we tread

In war-like march these greens before your town

;

Being no further enemy to you
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal

In the relief of this oppressed ciiikl

Religiously provokes. Be pleased, then.

To pay that duly which you truly owe
To him that owes it, namely, this young prince :

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear,

Save in aspect, have all offence seal'd up

;

Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven

;

And with a blessed and unvex'd retire,

With unhack'd swords and helmets all unbruis'd,

We will bear home that lusty blood again
Which here we came to spout against your town,
And leave j'our children, wives, and you in

peace.

But if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer,

'Tis not the rondure of your old-fac'd walls

Can hide you from our messengers of w-ar,

Though all these English, and their discipline,

Were harbour'd in their rude circumference.

Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord

In that behalf which we have challengd it?

Or shall we give the signal to our rage,

And stalk in blood to our possession ?

I Cit. In brief, we are the King of England's
subjects

:

For him, and in his right, we hold this town.
K.John. Acknowledge then the king, and

let me in.

I Cit. That can we not ; but he that proves
the king,

To him will we prove loyal : till that time
1 lave we ramm'd up our gates against the world.

K.John. Doth not the crown of Englar.d
prove the king ?

And, if not that, I bring you witnesses,

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's
breed,

—

Bast. Bastards, and else.

K. John, To verify our title with their lives.

K. Phi. As many and as well born bloods
as those,

—

Bast. Some bastards too.

K. Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his

claim.

I Cit. Till you compound whose right is

worthiest,

We for the worthiest hold the right from both.

K.John. I'hen God forgive the sin of all

those souls

That to their everlasting residence.

Before the dew of evening fall, sliall fleet.

In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king

!

A'. Phi. Amen, Amen !—Mount, chevaliers !

to arms

!

Bast. St. George, that swinged the draeon,
and e er smce

Sits on his horse' back at mine hostess' door.
Teach us some fence !—Sirrah [/<? Austria],

were I at home,
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness,

I would set an ox-head to your lion's hide,

And make a monster of you.

Aust. Peace ! no more.
Bast. O, tremble, for you hear the lion roar.

A'. John. Up higher to the plain ; where
we '11 set forth

In best appointment all our regiments.

Bast. Speed, then, to take advantage of the

field.

K. Phi. It shall be so ;

—

\to Louis] and at

the other hill

Command the rest to stand.—God and our
right

!

\Exeunt severally.

After Excursions, enter a French Herald, wiih
tntnipets, to the gates.

F. Her. You men of Anglers, open wide
your gates.

And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in.

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made
Much work for tears in many an English motl":er,

Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground

:

Many a widow's husband grovelling lies.

Coldly embracing the discolour'd eartli

;

And victory, with little loss, doth play

Upon the dancing banners of the P'rench,

Who are at hand, triumphantly display'd.



SCENE 1.1 KING JOHN. 407

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim

Arthur of Bretagne England's king and yours.

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets.

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring

your bells; [proach,

King John, your king and England's, doth ap-

Coaimander of this h.j> malicious day:

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-

bright.

Hither return all gilt with Fr3nchmen's blood

;

There stuck no plume in any English crest

That is removed by a staff of France ,

Our colours do return in those same hands
That did display them when we first march'd

forth

;

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands,

Dy'd in the dying slaughter ot their foes:

Open your gates, and give the victors way.

I Cit. Heralds, from off our towers, we
might behold,

From first to last, the onset and retire

Of both your armies ; whose equality

By our best eyes cannot be censured :

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have an-

swer'd blows;

Strength match'd with strength, and power con-

fronted power :

Both are alike ; and lx)th alike we like.

One must prove greatest : while they weigh so

even
We hold our town for neither ; yet for both.

Re-etiter, on one side. King John, Elinor,
Blanch, the Bastard, and Forces ; at the

other. King Philip, Louis, Austria, and
Forces.

K. John. France, hast t'nou yet more blood
to cast away ?

Say, shall the current of our right run on?
Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment,
Shall leave his native channel, and o'erswell

With course disturb'd even thy confining shores,

Unless thou let his silver water keep
, A peaceful progress to the ocean.

K. Phi. England, thou hast not sav'd one
drop of blood,

In this hot trial, more than we of France;
Rather, lost more : and by this hand I swear.

That sways the earth this climate overlooks.

Before we will lay down our just-borne arms.

We '11 put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms
we bear.

Or add a royal number to the dead,
Gracing the scroll that tells of this war's loss

With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.

Bast. Ha, majesty! how high thy gloiy
towers

When the rich blooi of kings is set on fire!

O, now doth Death line his dead chaps v/ith

steel ;

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs

;

And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men,
In undetermin'd differences of kings.

—

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus?
Cr}', havoc, kings ! back to the stained field,

You equal potentates, fierj'-kindled spirits !

Then let confusion of one part confirm
The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, ard

death ! [admil ?

A". John. Whose party do the townsmen yet

K. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England; who's
your king? [the king.

I Cit. The King of England, when we know
A'. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up

his right.

A'. John. In us, that are our own great deputy.

And bear possession of our person here ;

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.

I Cit. A greater power than we denies all

this

;

And till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates

;

King'd of our fear, until our fears, resolv'd,

Be by some certain king purg'd and depos'd.

Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers
ilout you, kings,

And stand securely on their battlements

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your industrious scenes and acts of death.

Your royal presences be nil'd by me :

—

Do like the mutiues of Jerusalem,

Be friends awhile, and bolh conjointly bend
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town

:

By east and west let France and England moimt
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths,
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawFd

do\sn
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city:

I 'd play incessantly upon these jades.

Even till unfenced desolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengths,

And part your mingled colours once again:

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point

;

Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth

Out of one side her happy minion.

To whom in favour she shall give the day,

And kiss him with a glorious victory.

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states?

Smacks it not something of the policy?

A". John. Now, by the sky that hangs above
our heads.
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1 like it well.—France, shall we knit our

powers,

And lay tliis Anglers even with the ground

;

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it?

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king,

—

Being wrong'd, as we are, by this peevish

town,

—

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery,

As we will ours, against these saucy walls

;

And when that we have dash'd them to the ground.

Why, then defy each other, and, pell-mell.

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell

!

K. Phi. Let it be so.—Say, where will you
assault? [struction

K.John. We from the west will send de-

Into this city's bosom.
Aust. I from the north.

K. Phi. Our thunder from the south

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.

Basl. O prudent discipline! From north to

south,

—

Austria and trance shoot in each other's mouth:

I '11 stir thei" to it. \_Aside.'[—Come, away,
away

!

I Cit. Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe awhile

to stay.

And I shall show you peace and fair-fac'd league;

Win you this city without stro'tce or wound

;

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds,

That here come sacrifices for the field

:

PciN^ver not, but hear me, mighty kings.

K. John. Speak on, with favour; we are bent

to hear. [Dianch,

I Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady
Is niece to England:—look upon the years

Of Louis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid:
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty.

Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch?
If zealous love should go in search of virtue.

Where should he find it purer than in Blanch?
If love ambitious sought a match of birth,

W^iiose veins bound richer blood than Lady
Blanch?

Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth,

Is the young Dauphin every way complete,

—

If not complete of, say he is not she ;

y\nd she again wants nothing, to name want.
If want it be rvot, that she is not he

:

I le is the half part of a blessed man.
Left to be finished by such a she

;

And she a fair divided excellence,

^Vhose fulness of perfection lies in him.

O, two such silver currents, when they join

Do glorify the hanks that bound them in

;

And two such shores to two such streams made
one,

Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings.

To these two princes, if you marry them.
This union shall do more than battery can
To our fast-closed gates ; for, at this match.
With swifter spleen than powder can enforce,

The mouth of passage shall we ding wide ope,
And give you entrance ; but without this match,
The sea enraged is not half so deaf,

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks
More free from motion ; no, not Death himselt

In mortal fury half so peremptory,
As we to keep this city.

Bast. Here 's a stay,

That shakes the rotten carcase of old Death
Out of his rags ! Here 's a large mouth, indeed.

That spits forth death and mountains, rocks

and seas ;

Talks as familiarly of roaring lions

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs !

What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ?

He speaks plain cannon,—fire and smoke anu
bounce ;

He gives the bastinado with his tongue ;

Ou"- cars are cudgell'd ; not a word of his

But buffets better than a fist of France

:

Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with words
Since I first called my brother's father dad.

Eli. Son, li^t to this conjunction, make tliis

match ;

Give with our niece a dowry large enough :

For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie

Thy now unsur'd assurance to the crown.

That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe

The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit.

I see a yielding in the looks of France

;

Mark how they whisper : urge them while their

souls

Are capable of this ambition,

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath

Of soft petitions, pity, and remurse.

Cool and congeal again to what it was.

I Cit. Why answer not the double majesties

This friendly treaty of our threatened town?
K. Phi. Speak England first, that hath been

forward first

To speak unto this city : what say you ?

K.John. If that the Dauphin there, thy

princely son.

Can in this book of beauty read, " I love,"

Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen:
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Poictiers,

And all that we upon this side the sea,

—

Except this city now by us besieg'd,

—

Find liable to our crown and dignity.

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich

In titles, honours, and promotions,

As she in beauty, education, blood,

Holds hand with any princess of tlie world.
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h. Fki. What say'st tho'.i, boy? look in ihe

lady's face.

Lou. 1 do, my lord, and in her eye I find

A wonder, or a wondrous miracle,

The shadow of myseli form'd in her eye;
Which, being but the shadow of your son,

]:icconies a sun, and makes your son a shadow:
I do protest I never lov'd myself
Till now infixed I beheld myself
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye.

yWkispers with Blanch.
Bast. \^As!de.\ Drawn in the llattering table

of her eye !

—

llang'd in the frowningwrmkleof herbrowl

—

And quarter'd in her heart !—he doth espy
Himself love's traitor ! This is pity now,

: :iat, hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there

should be
1 : . such a love so vile a lout as he.

Blanck. My uncle's will in this respect is mine.
i. he see aught in you that makes him like,

1:1 at anything he sees, which moves his liking,

1 can with ease translate it to my will

;

' H if you will, to speak more properly,

1 ivill enforce it easily to my love.

i .:rther, I will not flatter you, my lord,

i iidt all I see in you is worthy love,

'i iian this,—that nothing do I see in you.
Though churlish thoughts themselves should be

your judge,

—

That I can find should merit any hate.

K. Jdm. What say these young ones?—What
say you, my niece? [do

Blanch. That she is bound in honour si ill to
'"• iiat you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say.

K.John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin; can
you love this lady?

Loti. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love

;

r I do love her most unfeignedly.

K.John. Then do I give Volquessen, Tou-
raine, Maine,

f'jicliers, and Anjou, these five provinces.
With her to thee ; and this addition more,
l-"ull thirty thousand marks of English coin.

—

Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal.

Command thy son and daughter to join hands.
K. Phi. It likes us well.—Young princes,

close your hands.
Atist. And your lips too ; for I am well assur'd

That I did so when I wa.s first assur'd.

K. Phi. Now, citizens of Anglers, ope your
gates.

Let m that amity which you have made;
Fo! at Saint Mary's chapel presently
The rites of marriage shall be solemniz'd.

—

Is not the Lady Constance in this troop?
I know she is not; lor thi-i match made \v^

Her presence would have interrupted much:
^^here is she and her son? tell me, who knows.

Lou. She is sad and passionate at your high-
ness' tent.

K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league that
we have made

Will give her sadnes> very little cure.

—

Brother of England, how may we content
This widow lady? In her right we came ;

i Which we, God knows, have U-rn'd another way,
To our own vantage.

K. John. We will lieal up a!!

;

For we '11 create )-cung Arthur Duke of Bretagnc
And Ear! of Richmond ; and this rich fair town
We make hun lord of.— Call the Lady Ccn-

siance

:

Some speedy messenger bid her repair

To our solemnity:— I trust we shall,

II" not fill up the measure of her \\\.\,

Vet in some measure satisfy' her so

That we shall stop her exclamation.
(io we, as well as haste will suffer us,

To this unlookd-for. unprepared pomp.
[Exeunt a/1 but tin Bast.\rd. I'hc Citizens

retirefrom the Walls.

Bast. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composi-
tion !

John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole,
Hath willingly departed with a part

;

[on,

.And France,—whosearmourconscience buckled
Whom, zeal and charity brought to the field

As God's ov.'n soldier,—rounded in the ear
With tliat same purpcse-changer, that sly devil

;

That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith

;

That daily break-vow; he that wins of all.

Of kings, of beggars, old men, )oung men,
maids,.

—

Who having no external thing to lose

But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that

;

That smooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling com-
modity,

—

Commodity, the bias of the world;
The world, who of itself is peised well,

.Made to run even upon even ground.
Till this advantage, this vile-drov. ing bia.s,

This sway of motion, this connuodity.
Makes it take head from all indifftrency.

From all direction, purpose, course, intent :

And this same bias, this commodity,
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,
Ciapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France,
Hai'h drawn him fnirn his own determin'd aid.

From a resolv'd and honourable war,
To a most base and vile-concluded peace.

—

And why rail I on t!iis commodity?
P>ut for because he lintli nnt woo'd me yet

:

A^t that I have ttie ptnvcr to clutch my hand
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When hii fair angels would salute my palm ;

But for my hand, as unatlempted yet,

Like a poor l^cggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail.

And say. There is no sin but to be rich

;

And, being rich, my virtue then shall be,

To say. There is no vice but beggary

:

Since kings brealc faith upon commodity,
Gain, be my lord !— for I will worship ilice.

IExit.

ACT III.

Scene I —France. 7'/ie French King's Teni.

Enter CONSTANCE, ARTHUR, and SALISBURY.

Const. Gone to be married ! gone to swear a

peace

!

False bluod to false blood join'd ! gone to

be frionds

!

Sliall Louis have Blanch? and Blanch those

provinces?

It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard

;

Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again:

It cannot be; thou dost but say 'tis so:

I trust I may not trust thee; for thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man

:

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man

;

I have a king's oath to the contrary.

Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me,
For I am sick, and capable of fears

;

Oppress'd wiih wrongs, and therefore full of fears;

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears;

A woman, naturally born to fears;

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest.

With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce,

But they will quake and tremble all this day.
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head ?

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son?
What means that hand upon that breast of thine?
Why holds thine eye that lamentalile rheum,
Lilce a proud river peering e'er its bounds?
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words?
Then speak again,—not all thy former tale,

But this one word, whether thy tale be true.

Sal. As true as I believe you think them false

That give you cause to prove my saying true.

Const. O, if thou teach nie to believe this

sorrow,

Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die
;

And let belief and life encounter so

As doth the fury of two desj^crate men,
Which in the very meeting fall and die!

—

Louis marry Blanch ! O boy, then where art

thou? [me?

—

France friend with England ! what becomes of

Fellow, be gone : I cannot brook thy sight

;

This news hath made thee a most ugly man.

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done,
But sjwke the harm that is by others done ?

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is,

As it makes harmful all that speak of it.

Arth. I do beseech you, madam, be content.

Const. If thou, that bid'st me be content, weit
grim.

Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother's womb,
Full Oi unpleasing blots and sightless stains.

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,

Patch (i with tbul molesand eye-otiendmg marks,
I would not care, I then would be content;

For then I should not love thee; no, nor thou

become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown.

But thou art lair; and at thy birth, dear boy.

Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great:

Of nature's gifts thou mayst with lilies boast,

.A.nd with the half-blown rose : but Fortune, O

!

She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee;

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John;
And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on

France
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty,

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs.

France is a liawd to Fortune, and king John

—

That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John!

—

Tell me. thou fellow, is not France forsworn?
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone,
And leave those woes alone, which I alone
Am b'.^id to under-bear.

Sat. Pardon me, madam,
I may no go without you to the kings.

Const. Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will not go
with thee-

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud

;

For grief is proud, and makes his honour stout.

To me, and to the state of my great grief.

Let kings assemble; for my grief's so great

That no supporter but the huge firm earth

Can hold it up: here I and sorrows sit;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it.

[.S^aA herself on the ground.

Enter King John, King Philip, Louis,
Blanch, Elinor, Bastard, Austria, and
Attendants.

K. Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter; and this

blessed day
Ever in France shall be kept festival

:

To solemnize this day the glorious sun

Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist,

Turning, with splendour of his precious eye,

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold

:

The yearly course that brings this day about
Shall never see it hut a holiday.

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day

!

[Ristng.
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What halh this day deserv'd ? what hath it done,
That it in golden letters should be set

Among the high tides in the calendar?

Xay, rather turn this day out of the week.
This day of shame, oppression, perjury:

Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child

Pray that tlieir burdens may not fall this day,

Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd

:

But on this day let seamen fear no wreck

;

No bargains break that are not this day made

:

This day, all things begun come to ill end,

—

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change !

K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no
cause

To curse the fair proceedings of this day.
Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty?

Const. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit

Resembling majesty ; which, being touch'd and
tried,

Proves valueless: you are forsworn, forsworn:
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood,
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours:
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war
Is cold in amity and painted peace.

And our oppression hath made up this league.

—

Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur'd

kings

!

A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens

!

Let not the hours of this ungodly day
V\'ear out the day in peace; but, ere sunset.

Set armed discord 'twixt these perjur'd kings

!

Hear me, O, hear me !

Aust. Lady Constance, peace.

Const. War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me
a v.ar.

O Lymoges ! O Austria ; thou dost shame
That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou

coward

!

Thou little valiant, great in villany!

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side !

Thou Fortune's champion that dost never fight

But when her humorous ladyship is by
To teach thee safety!—thou art perjur'd too,

And sooth'st up greatness. Whatafoo! art thou,

A ramping fool, to brag, and stamp, and swear
Upon thy party! Thou cold-biooded slave.

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side?
Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength?
And dost thou now fall over to my foes?

Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame,
A.nd hang a calPs-skin on those recreant limbs !

Aust. O, that a man should speak those words
to me

!

[limbs.

Bast. And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant
Aust. Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy

IL'e.

Bast. And hang a calf's-skin on those recreant
limbs.

K. John. We like not this ; thou dost forget
thyself. [pope,

K. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the

Enter Pandulph.

Patid. Hail, you anointed deputies of
heaven !

—

To thee, King John, my holy errand is.

I F'andulph, of fair Milan cardinal,

And from Pope Innocent the legate here.

Do in his name religiously demand.
Why thou against the church, our holy mother,
So wilfully dost spurn; and, force perforce,

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop
Of Canterbui-y, from that holy see?
This, in our foresaid holy father's name,
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.

K.John. WTrat earthly name to interroga-

tories

Can task the free breath of a sacred king?
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous.

To charge me to an answer, as the pope.
Tell him this tale; and from the mouth cf

England
Add thus much more,—That no Italian priest

Shall tithe or toll in our dominions :

But as we under heaven are supreme head.
So, under him, that great supremacy,
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold.
Without the assistance of a mortal hand :

So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart
To him and his usurp'd authority.

A'. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme
in this. [Christendoiii,

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest.

Dreading the curse that money may buy out

;

And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust,

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man.
Who in that sale sells pardon from himself;
Though you and all the rest, so grossly led,

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish ;

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose
Against the pope, and count his friends my foes,

Pa7id. Then, by the lawful power that I have.
Thou shall stand curs'd and excommunicate:
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt

From his allegiance to an heretic;

And meritorious shall that hand he call'd,

Canonized, and worshipp'd as a saint.

That takes away by any secret course
Thy hateful life.

Const. O, lawful let it be
That I have room with Rome to curse awhile!
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Good father cardinal, cry thou amen
To my keen curses: for without my wrong
There is no tongue hath power to curse him

right. [curse.

Pand. There 's law and warrant, lady, for my
Const. And for mine too : when law can do

no right.

Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong:
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here;

For he that holds his kingdom holds the law

:

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong,
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse?

Pami. Philip of France, on peril of a curse,

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic;

And raise the power of France upon his head,
Unless he do submit himself to Rome.

Eli. Look'st thou pale, France ; do not let

go thy hand. [repent

Const. Look to that, devil ; lest that France
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul.

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal.

Bast. And hang a calf's-skin on his recreant

limbs. [wrongs,
Aust. Well, rufhan, I must pocket up these

Because

—

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them.
K. John. Philip, what say'st thou to the

cardinal? [cardinal?

Const. What should he say, but as the

LoH. Bethink you, father ; for the difference

Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome,
Or the light loss of England for a friend

:

Forego the easier.

Blanch. That 's the curse of Rome.
Const. O Louis, stand fast I the devil tempts

thee here

In likeness of a new uptrimmed bride.

Blanch. The Lady Constance speaks not

from her faith,

Dut from her need.

Const. O, if thou grant my need,

Which only lives but by the death of faith,

That need must needs infer this principle,

—

That faith would live again by death of need !

O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts
up;

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down!
K.John. The king is mov'd, and answers

not to this. [well

!

Const. O, be remov'd from him, and answer
Anst. Do so. King Philip; hang no more in

doubt. [sweet lout.

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf's-skin, most
K. JVii. I am perplexed, and know not what

to say. [thee more,
Pand. What canst thou say, but will perplex

If ihou stand excommunicate and curs'd?

A'. Phi. Good reverend father, make my
person yours,

.\nd tell me how you would bestow yourselfl

This royal hand and mine are newly knit,

And the conjunction of our inward souls

Married in league, coupled and link'd together

With all religious strength of sacred vows;
The latest breath that gave the sound of words
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love.

Between our kingdoms and our royal selves;

.•\nd even before this truce, but new before,

—

No longer than we well could wash our hands,
To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

—

Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and over
stain'd

With slaughter's pencil, where revenge did paint

The fearful ditiierence of incensed kings:

And shall these hands, so lately purg'd of blood,

So newly joined in love, so strong in both.

Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet?

Play fast and loose with faith? so jest witli

heaven,
.Make such unconstant children of ourselves,

As now again to snatch our palm from palm

;

Uiiswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage-bed
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host.

And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of true sincerity? O, holy sir.

My reverend father, let it not be so

!

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose
Some gentle order; and then we shall be bless'd

To do your pleasure, and continue friends.

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless,

Save what is opposite to England's love.

Therefore, to arms! be champion of our church!

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her

curse,

—

A mother's curse,—on her revolting son.

France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue,

A chafed lion by the mortal paw,
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, [hold.

Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost

A'. Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not my
feilh. [faith ;

Pand. So mak'st thou faith an enemy to

And, like a civil war, sett'st oath to oath.

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow
First made to heaven, first be to heaven per-

form"d,

—

That is, to be the champion of our church !

What since thou swor'st is sworn against thyself.

And may not be performed by thyself:

For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss

Is not amiss when it is truly done

;

And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then most done not doing it

:

The belter act of purposes mistook
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Is 10 mistake again ; though indirect,

Yet indirection thereby grows direct,

And falsehood falsehood cures; as fire cools

fire

Within the scorched veins of one new burn'd.

It is religion that doth make vows kept;

Br.t thou hast sworn against religion.

By what thou swear'st against the thing thou

swear'st

;

And mak'st an oath the surety for thy truth

Against an oath : the truth thou art unsure

To swear, swears only not to be forsworn

;

Else what a m.ockery should it be to swear

!

But ihou dost swear only to be forsworn ;

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost

swear.

Therefore thy latter vows against ib.y first

1= in thyself rebellion to thyself;

And better conquest never canst thou make
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts

Against these giddy li5ose suggestions :

Upon which belter part our prayers come in,

If thou vouchsafe them ; but if not, tlien know
The peril of our curses light on thee,

So heavy as thou shalt not shalce them off,

But in despair die under their black weight.

Atist. Rebellion, flat rebellion !

Bast. Will't not be?
Will not a calfs-skin step 'hat mouth of thine?

Loti. Father, to arms !

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ?

Against the blood that thou hast married?
\'. hat, shall our feast bs kept with slaughter'd

men?
:-- 11 braying trumpets and loud churlish

drums,

—

! iiiours of hell,—be measures to our pomp?
< ' rjsband, hear me !—ay, alack, how new
i i.usband in my mouth !—even for that name,
W iiich til! this time my tongue did ne'er pro-

nounce,
'

' n my knee I beg, go not to arms
inst mine uncle.

\nst. O, upon my knee,
.

' !e hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee,
';

, u virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
-thought by heaven.

1 'anck. Now shall I see thy love : what
motive may

I -tronger with thee than the name of wife ?

Const. That which uphokieth him that thee

upholds.

His honour :—O, tliine honour, Louis, thine

honour

!

Lou. I muse your majesty doth seem so cold,

V\ !;cn such profound respects do pull you on.

J'and. I will denounce a curse up'jn his head.

A'. Phi. Thou shalt nut ticcu. — England, I

will fall from ihec.

Const. O fair return of banisli'd majesty !

Eli. Q foul revolt of French inconstancy 1

a'. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour
within this hour.

Bast. Old Time the clock -setter, that bale

sexton Time,
Is it as he will? well, then, France shall rue.

Blanch. The sun 's o'ercast w iih blood : fair-

day, adieu !

WHiich is the side that I must go withal?

I am with both : each army hath a hand
;

And in tlieir rage, I having hold of both.

They whirl asunder and dismember me.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win;
Uncle, I needs must pray lliat thou mayst lose;

Father, I may not wish the lorlune thine ;

Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive:

Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose
;

Assured loss before the match be play'd.

Loxi. Lady, w^ith me ; with me thy fortune lies.

Blanch. There v. here my fortune lives, there

my life dies.

K. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance to-

gether.

—

\^Exit B.^STAP.n.

France, I am burn'd up with inrkming wrath
;

A rage whose heat hath this condition.

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood,

—

The blood, and dearest-valu'd blood of France.

A'. Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and
thou shalt turn

To aslies, ere our blood shall quench that fire :

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.
K. John. No more than he that threats.—To

arms let 's hie I [Exeunt severally.

Scene II.— The same. Plains near Angiers.

Alarums. Excursions. Enter the Bastard,
with Au.stria's head.

Bast. Now, by my life, this day grows won-
drous hot;

Some aiiy devil hovers in the sky, [there,

And pours down mischief.—Austria's head lie

While Philip breathes.

Enter KiNG JoiiN, ARTHUR, and llVY.V.V.T.

K.John. Hubert, keep this boy.^— Philip,

make up

:

My mother is assailed in our tent.

And ta'cn, I fear.

Bast. My lord, 1 rcicu'd her

;

Tier highness is in safety, fear you not :

But on, my liege ; for very little pains

Will bring this labour to an happy end.

\_Exeitnt.
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Scene III.— The same.

Ai'arttms, Excursions, Retreat. Enter King
John, Elinor, Arthur, t/ie Bastard,
Hubert, and Lords.

IC. John. So shall it be ; your grace shall stay

behiiul, [Jo Klinok.
So strongly guarded.—Cousin, look not sad :

\_To Arthur.
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will

As dear be to thee as thy father was. [grief!

Arth. O, tliis will make my mother die with

K. John. Cousin [to the Bastard], away for

England ; haste before

:

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags

Of hoarding al>bols ; imprison'd angels

Set at liberty : the fat ribs of peace

Must by the hungry now be fed upon:
Use our commission in his utmost force.

Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive

me back.

When gold and silver becks me to come on.

I leave your highness.—Grandam, Iwill pray,

—

II ever I remember to be holy,

—

For your fair safety ; so, I kiss your hand.
Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin.

K. John. Coz, farewell. [Exit Bastard.
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman; hark a

word. [She takes Arthur aside.

K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my
gentle Hubert,

We owe thee much ! within this wall of flesh

There is a soul counts thee her creditor,

And with advantage means to pay thy love:

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath

Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished.

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,

—

But I will fit it with some better time.

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham'd
To say what good respect I have of thee.

Jlitb. I am mucli bounden to your majesty.

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to

say so yet: [slow.

But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so

Yet it shall come for me to do thee good.

I had a thing to say,—but let it go

:

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day,

Attended with the pleasures of the world.

Is all too wanton and too full of gawds
To give me audience :—if the midnight bell

Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth,
Sound one unto the drowsy ear of night

;

If this same were a churchyard where we stand,

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs

;

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, [thick,

—

Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavj",
i

Which else runs tickling up and down the veins,
iViaking that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes,

.\nd strain their cheeks to idle merriment

—

A passion hateful to my purposes;

—

Or if tliat thou couldst see me without eyes.

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply

Without a tongue, using conceit alone,

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of

words,

—

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts:
But, ah, I will not !—yet I love thee well

;

.Vnd, by my troth, I think thou lov'st me we!').

Hub. So well that what you bid me undertake,
Though that my death were adjunct to my act,

By heaven, I would do it.

K. Johti. Do not I know thou wouldsi?
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine

eye [friend,

On yon young boy: I'll tell thee what, my
He is a very serpent in my way

;

And wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread.

He lies before me:—dost thou understand me?
Thou art his keeper.

Hub. And I '11 keep him so

That he shall not offend your majesty.

K. John. Death.
Hub. My lord?

K. John. A grave.

Hub. He shall not live.

A'. John. Enough.—
I couid be merry now. Hubert, I love thee:

Well, I '11 not say what I intend for thee

:

Remember.—Madam, fare you well:

I 'il send those powers o'er to your majesty.

Eli. My blessing go with thee

!

K. John. For England, cousin, go:
Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true duty.—On toward Calais, ho'

[Exeurit.

Scene IV.- -The same. The French Kim
Tent.

Enter King Phimp, Louis, Pandulph, and
Attendants.

K. Phi. So. by a roaring tempest on the

Hood,'

A whole armado of convicted sail

Is scatter'd and disjoin'd from fellowship.

Pand. Courage and comfort! all shall yet

go well. [run so ill.

K. Phi. What can go well, when we nave

Are we not beaten? Is not Anglers lost?

Arthur ta'en prisoner? divers dear friends slain'

And bloody JEngland into England gone,

O'erbearing interruption, spite of France?
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Lou. What he hath won, that hath he forti-

fied:

So hot a speed with such advice disposed,

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause,

Doth want example : who hath read or heard
Or any kindred action hke to this?

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England
had this praise.

So we could find some pattern of our shame.

—

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul

;

Holding the eternal spirit, against her will,

In the vile prison of afflicted breathi.

Enter Constance.

I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. [peace

!

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your
A'. Phi. Patience, good lady! comfort,

gentle Constance

!

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress.

But that which ends all counsel, true redress.

Death, death :—O amiable lovely death !

Tiiou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness !

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night,

Thou hate and terror to prosperity.

And I will kiss thy detestable bones

;

And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty brows;
And ring these fingers with thy household worms;
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust,

And be a carrion monster like thyself:

Come, grin on me ; and 1 will think thou
smiFst,

And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love,

O, come to me !

A'. Phi. O fair affliction, peace!
Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to

ciy :

—

O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth !

Then with a passion would I shake the world;
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice.

Which scorns a modern invocation.

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not
sorrow.

Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so;
I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine

;

My name is Constance; I was Geffrey's wife;
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost

:

I am not mad ;— I would to heaven I were

!

For then, 'tis Hke I should forget myself:
O, if I could, what grief should I forget !

—

Preach some philosophy to make me mad.
And thou shalt be canoniz'd, cardinal

;

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief.

My reasonable part produces reason
How I may be deliver'd of these woes,
And teaches me to kill or hang myself:
If I were mad I should forget my son.

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he:

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel

The different plague of each calamity.

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses.—O, whr.t

love I note

In the fair muhilude of those her hairs

!

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen.

Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends

Do glue themselves in sociable grief;

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves,

Sticking together in calamity.

Const. To England, if you will.

K. Phi. Bind up your liairs.

Const. Yes, that I will; and wherelore will

I do it?

I tore them from their bonds, and cried alcr.d,

that these hands could so redeem my son,

As they have given these hairs their liberty!

But now I env}' at their liberty.

And will again commit them to their bonds,

Because my poor child is a prisoner.

—

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say

That we shall see and know our friends in

heaven

:

If that be true, I shall see m.y boy again;
For since the birth of Cain, the first male child,

To him that did but yesterday suspire,

There was not such a gracious creature born.

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud.
And chase the native beauty from his cheek,
And he will look as hollow as a ghost,

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit

;

And so he'll die; and, rising so again.

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven
1 shall not know him : therefore never, never
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more !

Paiid. Vou hold too heinous a respect of grief.

Const. He talks to me that never had a son.

A". Phi. You are as fond of grief as of your
child. [child.

Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me.
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words.
Remembers me of all his gracious parts.

Stuffs out his vacant garments witii his form

;

Then have I reason to be fond of grief.

Fare you well : had you such a loss as I,

I could give better comfort than you do.

—

I will not keep this form upon my head,

[ Tearing off her head-dress.

WTien there is such disorder in my wit.

O Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son !

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world

!

My widow-comfort, and my sorrow's cure !

lE.rit.

K. Phi. I fear some outrage, and I'll follow

her. 'lExit.
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Lou. There 's nothing in this world can
make me joy

:

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale

Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; [taste,

And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world's

That it yields naught but shame and bitterness.

Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease,

Even in the instant of repair and health,

The fit is strongest ; evils that take leave,

On their departure most of all show evil

:

What have you lost by losing of this day ?

Loti. All days of glory, joy, and happiness.

Pand. If you had won it, certainly you Had.

No, no; when Fortune means to men mostgood.
She looks -upon them wiili a threatening eye.

'Tis strange to think how much King John
hath lost

In this which he accounts so clearly won :

Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his prisoner?

Lou. As heartily as he is glad he hath him.

Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your
blood.

N(nv hear me speak with a prophetic spirit

;

For even the breath of what I mean to speak

Sliall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub,

Out of the patli which shall directly lead

Thy foot to England's throne ; and therefore

mark.
Jo'.m iiath seiz'd Arthur ; and it cannot be
That, vvhil^ warm life plays in that infant's

veins.

The misplac'd John should entertain an hour.

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest:

A sceptre snatch'd with an unruly hand
]\Iust be as boisterously maintain'd as gain'd ;

And he that stands upon a slippery place

Makes nice of no vile hole to stay him wp:

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must
fall ;

So be it, for it cannot be Init so. [fall ?

Z.oti. But what shall I gain by young Arthur's

Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch
your wife,

!^.Iay then make all the ckiim that Arthur did.

Lo2t. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.

Pand. Flow green you are, and fresh in this

old world ! [you
;

John lays you plots ; the times conspire with

Yox he that steeps his safety in true blood

Shall find but bloody safety and untrue.

This act, so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts

Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal.

That none so small advantage shall step forth

To check his reign, but they will cherish it

;

No natural exhalation in the sky,

No scape of nature, no distemper'd day,

No common wind, no customed event.

But they will pluck away his natural cause,

.\nd call them meteors, prodigies, ana signs.

Abortives, presages, and tongUL-s of heaven.
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.

Loic. May be he will not touch young Ar-

thur's life,

But hold himself safe in his prisonment.
Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your ap-

proach.

If that young Arthur be nul gone already.

Even at that news he dies; and then the hear'.:

Of all his people shall revolt from him,
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change;
And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John.
Mcthinks I see this hurly all on foot:

And, O, what better matter breeds for you
Than I havenam'd !—The bastard Falconbridge
Is now in England, ransacking the church,
Offending charity : if but a dozen French
Were there in arms, they would be as a call

To train ten thousand English to their side

;

Or as a little snow, tumbled about
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin,
Go with me to the king :

—
'tis wonderful

What may be wrought out of their discontent,

Now that their souls are lopful of offence :

For England go :— I will whet on the king.

Lou. Strong reasons make strong actions : let

us go :

If you say ay, the king will not say no.

[Exetint.

Scene I.-

ACT IV.

-XOKTII.\MrTOX.
Cas/le.

A Room in the

Enter Hubert and tivo Attendants.

Hul/. Heat me these irons hot ; and look

thou stand

Within the arras : when I strike my toot

Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth,

And bind the boy which you shall find with me
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch.

I Attend. I hope your warrant will bear out

the deed.

ILiil). Uncleanly scruples ! Fear not you :

look to 't.— [j5'x«<«/ Attendants.

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you.

Enter Arthur.

Art/i. Cr'~id-morrow, Hubert.

IJuh. Good-morrow., little prince.

Artk. As little prince, having so gre&t a title

To be more prince, as may be.—You are sad.

Iinb. indeed, I have been merrier.
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Arih. Mercy on me !

Methinks no body should be sad but I

:

Yet, I remember, wlien I was in PVance,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night,

Only lor wantonness. By my Christendom,

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep,

I should be as merry as the day is long;

And so I would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle practices more harm to me

:

lie is afraid of me, and I of him :

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's son?
No, indeed, is 't not ; and I would to heaven
I were your son, so you would love nie, Hubert.
Hub. \_Aside.\ If I talk to him, with his in-

nocent prate

He will awake my mercy, which lies dead:
Therefore I will be sudden and despatch.

Aith. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale

to-day

:

In sooth, I would you were a little sick.

That I might sit all night and watch with you

:

I warrant I love you more than you do me.
Hub. \_Aside.\ His words do take possession

of my bosom.

—

Read here, young Arthur. {^Showivg a papei

.

\^Aside.\ How now, foolish rheum 1

Tmning dispiteous torture out of door!
I must be brief, lest resolution drop
(Jut at mine eyes in tender womanish tears.—
Can you rot read it? is it not fair writ?

Aiih. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect.

Must you with hot irons burn out both mine
eyes?

Hub. \ uimg boy, I must.
Arlh. And will you?
/////'. And I will.

Arih. I Live you I I.e heart? When your head
did but ache

I knit my handkerchief about your brows,

—

The best I had, a princess wrought it me,

—

And I did never ask it you again

;

And with my hand at midnight held your head
;

And, like the watchful minutes to the hour.
Still and anon cheerVl up the heavy time,

Saying, What lack you? 2i\-\<\, Where lies your

^
grief?

Or, Wltat good love inay 7performfor you ?

Many a poor man's son would have lien still.

And ne'er have spoke a loving word to )-ou ;

Rut you at your sick service had a prince.

Nay, yciu may think my love was crafty love,

And call it cunning:—do, an if you will:

If heaven be pleas'd that )ou must use me ill,

WTiy, then you must.—Will you put i.ut mine
eyes?

These eyes that never did nor never shall

So much as frown on you?

Hub. I have sworn to do it

!

And with hot irons must I burn them out.

Arth. Ah, none but in this iron age would
do it!

The iron of itself, though heat red hot.

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my
tears,

And quench his fiery indignation.
Even in the matter of mine innocence

;

Nay, after that, consume away in rust.

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more stubborn-hard than iiammer'd
iron?

An if an angel should have come to me
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes,
I would not have believ'd him,—no tongue but

Hubert's.
I/ub. C\>nie forth. [.Slaii/f'S.

Re-enter Attendants, with cords, irons, &^r.

Do as I bid you.
Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes

are out

Even with the fierce Iool<s of these bloody men.
J/ub. CJive me the iron, I say, and bind Imn

here. [nni^li?
Arth. Alas, what need you be so boist'rous-

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still,

for heaven's .sake, Hubert, let me not be bound!
Nay, hear me, Hubert !—drive these men away,
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb;
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,
Nor look upon the iron angerly:

Thrust but these men away, and I 'II forgive you.
Whatever torment you do put me to. [him.
Hub. Go, stand within; let nie alonev. iih

I Attend. I am best pleas'd to be from such
a deed. [i?jr^//«/ Attendants.

Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend

!

He hath a stern look but a gentle heart:

—

Let him come back, that his compassion may
Give life to yours.

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself.

Arlh. Is there no remedy ?

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes.

.Arth. O heaven 1— that there were but a
mote in yours,

.A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair.

Any annoyance in that precious sense!
Then, feeling what small things are boisterous

there,

\o\.\x vile intent nuist needs seem horrible.

Hub. Is this your promise? go to, hold your
tongue.

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of
tongues

Must needs want pleading fur a pair of eyes:



4i8 KING JOHN. [act TV.

Let nie not hold my tongue,—let nie not,

Hubert I

Or, Hubert, it you will, cut out my tongue,

To I miy keep mine eyes : O, spare mine eyes,

Though to no use but still to look on you I—
I.O, by my troth, the instrument is cold,

An\ would no' harm n-.e.

//ti5. I can heat it, boy.

^r/A. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with

grief,

Teing create for comfort, to be us'd

In undeserv'd extremes : see else yourself;

There is no malice in this burning coal ; ^
'

Tlie breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out.

And strew'd repentant ashes on his head.

I/n5, But with my breath I can revive it, bo\-.

j4ri/i. And if you do, you will but make it

blush, [Hubert :

And glow with shame of your proceedings,

Kay, it, percliance, will sparkle in your eyes ;

And, like a dog that is compell'd to fight.

Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on.

All things that you should use to do me wrong,

Deny their office : only you do lack

That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends,

Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses.

Hud. Well, see to live ; I will not touch thine

eyes

For all the treasure that thine uncle owes

:

"\'et am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy.

With this same very iron to burn them out.

Ari/i. O, now you look like Hubert ! all this

while

Vou were disguised.

I/ud. Peace ; no more. Adieu !

Your uncle must not know but you are dead ;

I '11 fill these dogged spies with false reports :

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure,

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,

Vrill not offend thee.

Ar/.h. O heaven ! I thank you, Hubert.

jFItii. Silence; no more: go closely in with me:
LIuch danger do I undergo for thee. [Exetin!.

Scene II.— The same. A Room of State in

the Palace.

Enter King John, crowned; Pembroke,
Salisbury, and other Lords. The King
takes his State.

IC. John. Here once again we sit, once again
crown'd.

And look'd upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes.

Pern. This once again, but that your highness

pleas'd,

Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before.

And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off;

The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt

;

Fresh expectation troubled not the land

With any long'd-for change or bettor state.

Sal. Therelore, to be possess'd with double
pomp.

To guard a title that was rich before,

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,

To throw a perlume on the violet,

To smooth the ice, or add another hue

Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light

To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,

Is wa.steful and ridiculous excess. [done.

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be

This act is as an ancient tale new told

;

And in the last repeating troublesome.

Being urged at a time unseasonable.

Sal. In this, the antique and well-noted face

Of plain old form is much disfigured
;

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail.

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about

;

Startles and flights consideration ;

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected,

F'or putting on so new a fashion'd robe.

Pern. When workmen strive to do better

than well.

They do confound their skill in covetousness ;

And oftentimes excusing of a fault

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse,

—

As patches set upon a little breach
Discredit more in hiding of the fault

Than did the fault before it was so patch'd.

Sal. To this effect, before you were new-
crown'd, [highness

We breath'd our counsel : but it pleas'd your
To overbear it ; and we are all well pleas'd,

_,

Since all and every part of what we would
Doth make a stand at what your highness will.

K. John. Some reasons of this double corona-

tion [strong

;

I have possess'd you with, and think them
And more, more strong, when lesser is my fear,

I shall indue you with : meantime bat ask
What you would have reform'd that is not well,

And well shall you perceive how willingly

I will both hear and grant you your requests.

Pern. Then I,—as one that am the tongue
of these.

To sound the purposes of all their hearts,

—

Both for myself and them,—but, chief of all,

Your safety, for the which myself and them
Bend their best studies,—heartily request
The enfranchisement of Arthur ; Avhose restraint

Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent
To break into this dangerous argument,

—

If what in rest you have in right you hold.

Why, then, your fears,—which, as they say,

attend
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The steps ct wrong,—should move you to mew
up

Your tendei kinsman, and to choke his days

With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth

The rich advantage of good exercise?

That the lime's enemies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our suit

That you have bid us ask his liberty

;

Which for our goods we do no further ask

Than whereupon our weal, on you depending,
Counts it your weal he have liis liberty.

K. John. Let it be so : I do commit his youth
To your direction.

Enter Hubert.

Huljcrt, what news with you ? [deed

;

rem. This L=; the man should do the bloody
He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine

:

The image of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his

Doth show the mood of a much-troubled breast

;

And I do fearfully believe 'tis done
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do. [go

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and
Between his purpose and his conscience,

Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set:

His passion is so ripe it needs must break.

Pein. And when it breaks, I fear will issue

thence
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death.

K. John. We cannot hold mortality's strong
hand :

—

Good lords, although my will to give is living.

The suit which you demano is g ine and dead:
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to-night.

Sal, Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past

cure. [he was.
Pern. Indeed, we heard how near his death

Before the child himself felt he was sick

:

This must be answer 'd either here or hence.

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn
brows on me?

Think you I bear the shears of destiny?

Have I commandment on the pi.lse of life?

Sal. It is apparent foul play ; and 'tis shame
That greatness should so grossly offer it:

So thrive it in your game ! and so, farewell.

Pem. Stay yet. Lord Salisbury ; I '11 go with

thee.

And find the inheritance of this poor child,

His little kingdom of a forced grave. [isle,

That blood v/hich ow'd the breadth of all this

Three foot of it doth hold:—bad world the

while

!

[out

This must not be thus borne : this will break
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt.

\_Exeunt Lords.

K, John. They burn in indignation. I re-

pent
There is no sure foundation set on blood

;

Mo certain life achiev'd by other's death.—

Enter a Messenger.

A fearful eye thou hast : where is that blood
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks?
So foul a sky clears not without a .'torm

:

Toui down thy weather:—how goes all in

Fiance? [a power
Me^'., Prorr France to England.—Never sui.a

For any foreign preparation
Was levied in the body of a land.

The copy of your speed is Icarn'd by them

;

I'or when you should be told they do prepare,
The tidings come that they are all arriv'd.

A'. John. O, where hath our intelligence

been drunk? [caic,

^^'here hath it slept? Where is my mother's
That such an army could be drawn in Fiance,
And she not hear of it ?

l^fess. My liege, her ear

Is stopp'd with dust ; the first of A.pril died
Your noble mother': and, as I hear, my lord,

The Lady Constance in a frenzy died [tongue
Three days before; but this from rumour's
I idly heard,— if true or false I know not,

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful

occasion

!

O, make a league with me, till I have pleas'd

?>Iy discontented peers !—Wliat ! mother dead !

I low wildly, then, walks my estate in France 1—
Under whose conduct came those powers of

France
That thou for truth giv'st out are landed here?

Mess. Under the Dauphin,
K. John. Thou hast made me giddy

With these ill tidings.

Enter the Bastard and Peter oJ Poynfret.

Now, what says the world
To your proceedings? do not seek to stuff

My head with more ill news, for it is full.

Bast. But if you be afeared to hear the worst,

Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head.

K. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was
amaz'd

Under the tide: but now I breathe again
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience
To any tongue, speak it of what it will.

Bast, How I have sped among the clergyTnen,

The sums I have collected shall express.

But as I travell'd hither through the land,

I find the people strangely fantasied ;

Possess'd with rumours, full of idle dreams,

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear:
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And here's a prophet that I brought with mc
] lom forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found

With many hundreds treading on his heels;

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding

rhymes,
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon,
Voiir liighness should deliver up your crown.

K. John. Thou idle drecV.ner, wherefore

didst thou so? [out so.

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall

K.John. Hubert, away wiih him ; imprison
him ;

And on that day at noon, whereon he says

I shall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd.

l>jliver him to safety; and return,

I'or I must use thee.

'lExit Hubf.r: witk Peteu.
O my gtmle cousin,

Ilear'st thou the news aljroad, who are arriv'd?

Bast. The French, my lord ; men's mouths
are full of il

:

Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury,

—

AViih eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,

—

And others more, going to seek the grave
Of Arthur, whom they say is kill'd to-night

On your suggestion.

K. John. Gentle kinsman, go
And thrust thyself into their companies:
1 liave a way to win their loves again:
Dring them before me.

Bast. I will seek them out.

K.John. Nay, but make haste; the better

foot before.

O, let me have no subject enemies
"\Vlien adverse foreigners affright my towns
AVith dreadful pomp of stout invasion !

lie Mercury, set feathers to thy heels,

And fly like thought from them to me again.

Bast. The spirit of the time shall leach me
speed.

K. John. Spoke like a spritefid noble gentle-

man. {Exit Bastard.
Co after him ; for he perhaps shall need
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers;

i\nd be thou he.

Jllcss. With all my heart, my liege. [Exit.

K. John. My mother dead !

Ke-enter Hubert.

Hub. My lord, they say five moons were
seen to-night

;

Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about
The other four in wondrous motion.

K. John. Five moons

!

Hub. Old men and beldams in the streets

iX>o prophesy upon it dangerously: [mouths:
^'oung Arthur's death is common in their

And when they talk of him, they shake their
heads,

And whisper one another in the car;

And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's wrist

;

Whilst he that hears makes fearful action.
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling

eyes.

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus.
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool,

With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news;
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand,
Standing on slippers,—which his nimble haste

Had falsely thrust upon contrarj- feet,

—

Told of a many thousand warlike I'rench

That were embattailed and rank'd in Kent-.

Another lean unwash'd artificer

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death?
A'. John. Why seek'st thou to possess me

with these fears?

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death?
Thy liand hath murder'd him: I had a mighty

cause [kill him.
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to

Hub. No hand, my lord ! why, did you not
provoke me? [tended

K. John. Il is the curse of kings to be at-

By slaves that take their humours for a warrant
To break within the bloody house of life;

And, on the winking of authority.

To understand a law ; to know the meaning
Of dangerous majesty, when percliance it frowns
More upon humour than advis'd respect.

Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I

did.

A'. John. O, when the last account 'twixt

heaven and earth

Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal

Wellness against us to damnation !

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds
Make ill deeds done ! Hadst not thou been by,

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd.
Quoted, and sign'd, to do a deed of shame,
This murder had not come into my mind:
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect.

Finding thee fit for bloody villany.

Apt, liable to be employ'd in danger,

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death

;

And thou, to he endeared to a king,

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.

Hub. My lord,—
K.John. Hadst thou but shook thy head,

or made a pause,

When I spake darkly what I purpos'd.

Or tum'd an eye of doubt upon my face,

.'Vs bid me tell my tale in express words.
Deep shame had struck rae dumb, made m2

break off.
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ArA those thy fears might have wrought fears

in me :

But thou didst understand nie by my sio-ns,

And didst in signs again parley with sin;

Yea, willwut stop, didst let tliy heart consent,
And consequently thy rude hand to act
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to

name.---

Out of my sight, and never see me more!
My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav'd.
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers

:

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land.

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath,
Hostility and civil tumult reigns

Between my conscience and my cousin's death.
Hud. Arm you against your other enemies,

I 'II make a peace between your soul and you.
Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand.
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood.
Within this bosom never enter'd yet

The dreadful motion of a murderous thouglii

;

And you have slander'd nature in my lorm,—
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly,

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind
Than to be butcher of an innocent child.

K.John. Do! h Arthur live? O, haste thee
to the peers,

Throw this report on their incensed rage.

And make ihem tame to their obedience

!

Forgive the conunent that my passion made
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind.

And foul imaginary eyes of blood
Presented ihee more hideous llian thou art.

O, answer not ; but to my closet bring
The angry lords uiih all expedient haste:
I conjure thee but slowly; run more fast.

\_E.xei(i!t.

Scene III.— The same. Before the Castle.

Enter Arthur, o>i the 1 1 'uc'/s.

Ar:/i. The wall is high, and yet will I leap
di)\\ n :

—

Good grounil, be pitiful, and hurt me not !

—

There 's few or none do know me: if they did.

This ship-bo)-'s semblance hath disguis'd me
quite.

I am afraid ; and yet I '11 venture it.

If I get down, and do not break my limbs,

I 'II lind a tliousand shifts to get away

:

As good to die and go, as die and stay.

[Leaps do7vn.

me! my uncle's spirit is in these stones:

—

1 leaven lake my soul, and England keep my
bones

!

YDies.

Enter PicMBROKE, Salisbury, and Bii;(it.

Sal. Lords, I will meet liim at baint
Edmund's-Bury:

It is our safety, and we must embrace
This gentle offer of the perilous time.

J'e»!. Who brought that letter from the
cardinal.'

SaL The Count Melun,a noble lord of k'rance;

Whose private with me of the Dauphin's love

Is much more general than these lines import.
B/'^. To-morrow iiKirning let us meet him,

then.

SaL Oi rather then set forward ; for 'twill be
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we mccL.

Enter the BasT;\rd.

Fast. Once more to-day well met, distem-
per'd lords

!

1 !k- king by nic requests your presence str.iigl.t.

Sa/. I'he king hath dispusscss'd himself of u.>:

We wiU not line liis thin besiaiiied cloak
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot

That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks.
Return and tell him so: we know ihe worst.

Bast. Wliate'er you think, good woids, I

think, were best. [now.
Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, rea.son

Bast. But there is little reason in your grief;

I'herefore 'twere reason you had manners now.
/'/«. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege.

Bast. 'Tis true,— to hurt his master, no vacx
else.

SaL This is the prison:—what is he lies here.'*

[.S'tv///;^ .ArTHU!'.
Be>n. O death, made proud with pure ani

princely i)eauty 1

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.
Sat. ^lurder, as liating what himself hat'.i

done.
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. [grave.

Big. Or, when he doom'd tliis beauty to a
Eoimd it loo precious-princely for a gra\'c.

SaL Sir Richard, what think )ou? Have
you behekl.

Or have you read or heard? or could you think?
Or d(j )ou almost thinlc, aliht)Ugh you see,

That you do see? could tliought, without thi.5

object,

korm such anotlier? This is the very top,

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest

Of murder's arms: this is the bloodiest shame,
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke.

That ever wall-ey'd wrath or staring rage
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. [this:

Bent. All murders past do stand excus'd ia

And this, so sole and so unmatchable,
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Shall give a holiness, a purity,

Tn the yet unbcgotten sin of times;

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest,

Exampled by this heinous spectacle.

8asi. It is a damned and a bloody work;

The graceless action of a heavy hand,

—

If that it be the work of any hand.

Sa/. If that it be the work of any hand?

—

We had a kind of light what would ensue:

It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand
;

The practice and the purpose of the king:—
P'rom whose obedience I forbid my soul,

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life.

And i)reathing to his breathless excellence

The incense of a vow, a holy vow,

Never to taste the pleasures of the world,

>'.'ver to be infected with delight,

• Nor conversant with ease and idleness,

Till I have set a glory to this hand,

hy giving it the worship of revenge. [words.

/'c'w. Bi'^. Oar souls religiousiy confirm ihy

£/!fer Hubert.

I/ub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking

you :

Aitlnir doth live; the king hath sent for you.

S.i/. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death :
—

Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone

!

/Iiti. I am no villain.

Sa/. Must I rob the law?
[DraTi'/nj^ his sword.

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up
again.

Sa!. Not till I sheathe it in anuirderer's skin.

Hub. Stand back. Lord Salisbury,—stand

back, I say; [yours:

Trf heaven, I think my sword 's as sharp as

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself.

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ;

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget

Your worth, your greatness, and nobility,

/)/f. Out, dunghill ! dar'st thou brave a

nobleman?
Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend

I.Iy innocent life against an emperor.
Sal. Thou art a murderer.
Hub. Do not prove me so ;

Yet I am none : whose tongue soe'er speaks false,

2."ot truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies.

Pent. Cut him to piec-s.

Basl. Keep the peace. I say.

Sal. Stand by, or I .shall gall you. Falcon-
bridge, [bury:

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salis-

Tf thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot.

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame.
1 11 strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betinie

;

Or I '11 so maul you and your toasting-iron

That you shall think the devil is come from hell.

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Falcon-
bridge?

Second a villain and a murderer?
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none.

Big. Who kill'd this prince?
Htib. 'Tis not an hour since I left him well

:

I honour'd him, I lov'd him; and will weep
My date of life out for his sweet life's loss.

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his

ej'es.

For villany is not without such rheum ;

.Vnd he, long traded in it, makes i; stem
Like rivers of remorse and innocenc)

.

Away with me, all you whose souls abhor
The uncleanly savours of a slaughterhouse;
For I am stifled with this smell of sin.

Big. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin
there

!

[out.

Pern. There, tell the king, he may inquire us

[£xr-!i/t/ Lords.
Bast. Here 's a good world !—Knew you of

this fair work?
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach

Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death,

Art thou damn'd, Hubert.
Hub. Do but hear mc, s'r.

Bast. Ha ! I Ml tell thee what

;

[black ;

Thou 'rt damn'd as black—nay, nothing is so

Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince
Lucifer

:

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell

As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child.

Hub. Upon my soul,

—

Bast. If thou didst but consent
To this most ciuel act, do but despair

;

And if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread
That ever spider twisted from her womb
Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be
A beam to hang thee on ; or wouldst thou

drown thyself,

Put but a little water in a spoon,
And it shall be as all the ocean.

Enough to stifle such a villain up.

I do suspect thee ver) grievously.

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought,

Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath

Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,

Let hell want pains enough to torture me

!

I left him well.

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms.

—

I am amaz'd, methinks, and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.—
ITow easy dost thou take all England up I

From forth this morsel of dead royalty.

The li.^e, the right, and truth of all this realm.



SCENE III.] KING JOHN. 4^2

Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left

To tug and scamble, and to part by the teeth

The unow'd interest of proud-sweiling state.

Now for the bare-pick 'd bone of majesty
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest,

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace:
Now powers from home and discontents at home
Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits,

As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,

The imminent decay of wrested pomp.
Now happy he whose cloak and cincture can
Hold out this temjJcsL—Bear away that child,

And follow me with speed : I '11 to the king

:

A thousand businesses are brief in hand.
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land.

[E.vciaif

Scene I.

ACT V.

-Northampton.
Palace.

A Room in fke.

Enter King John, Pandulph with the croivn.

and Attendants.

K. John. Thus have I yielded iip into youi
hand

The circle of my glory.

/'and. Take again
{Giving King John the crown.

From this my hand, as holding of the pope.

Your sovereign greatness and authority.

K.John. Now keep your holy word: go
meet the French

;

And from his holiness use all your power
To stop their marches 'fore we are inflam'd.

Our discontented counties do revolt

;

Our people quarrel with obedience

;

Swearing allegiance and the love of soul

To stranger blood, to foreign royalty.

This inundation of mistemper'd humour
Rests by you only to be qualified.

Then pause not; for the present time's so sick

That present medicine must be miuister'd.

Or overthrow incurable ensues.

Pand. It was my breath th blew this

tempest up,

Upon your stubborn usage of the pope:
lint since you are a gentle converliie.

My tongue shall hush again tin.- ^torm of war,

And make fair weather in your blustering land.

On this Ascension-day, remember well.

Up n your oath of service to the pope,
Go I to make the French lay down their arms.

{Exit.

K.John. Is this Ascension-day? Did not

the prophet
Say that before Ascension-day at noon

My crown I should give off? Even so I have:
I did suppose it sliould be on constraint;

Buit, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast, All Kent hatli yielded ; nothing there

holds out
But Dover Castle: London hath receiv'd,

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers :

Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To offer service to your enemy

;

And wild amazement hurries up and down
The little number of your doubtful friends.

K. John. Would not my lords return to me
again.

After they heard young Arthur was alive?

Jr>ast. They found liim dead, and cast into the

streets;

An empty caskel, where the jewel of life

l;y some damn'd hand was robb'd and (n'en

away. [live.

A'. John. Tliat villain Hubert told me he did
Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he

knew.
But wherefore do you droop? why look you sad ?

Be great in act, as you have been in thought;

Let not the world see fear and sad distrust

liovern the motion of a kingly eye:

Be stirring as the time; be Ihe with fire;

I'hrcaten the ihreatener, and outface the bro^7

Of bragging horror: so shall inferior eyes,

That borrow their behaviours from the great,

( Irow great by your example, and put on
The dauntless spirit of resolution.

Away, and glister like the god of war
When he intendeth to become the field:

Show boldness and aspiring confidence.

What, shall they seek the lion in his den,

And fright him there? and make him tremLls

there?

O, let it not be said !—Forage, and nm
To meet displeasure further from the door:5,

.\nd grapple with him ere he come so nigh.

A'. John. The legate of the pope hath been

with me.
And I have made a happy peace with him;
And he hath promis'd to dismiss the powers
Led by the Dauphin.

Bast. O inglorious league!

Shall we, upon the footing of our land.

Send fair-play orders, and make compromise.
Insinuation, parley, and base truce,

To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy,

A cocker'd silken wanton, brave our fields,

And fiesh his spirit in a warlike soil.

Mocking the air with colours idly spread.

And find no check? Let us, my liege, t" anr.s:
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Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace;

Or, if he do, let it at least be said,

They saw we had a purpose of defence.

K.John. Have thou the ordering of this

present time. [I know,

Bast. Away, then, with good courage ! yet,

Our party may well meet a prouder foe.

\Exeunt.

Scene \\.—Near St. Edmund's-Buky.
The Frettch Camp.

Enter, in arms, Louis, Salisbury, Melun,
Pembroke, Bigot, awa? Soldiers.

Lou. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out,

And keep it safe for our remembrance:
Return the precedent to these lords again

;

That, having our fair order written down.
Both they and we, perusing o'er these notes,

May know wherefore we took the sacrament,

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken.

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear

A voluntary zeal and unurg'd faith

To your proceedings; yet, believe me, prince,

I am not glad that such a sore of time

Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt.

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound
P)y making many. O, it grieves my soul

That I must draw this metal from my side

To be a widow-maker ! O, and there

Where honourable rescue and defence

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury!

Bat such is the infection of the time,

That, for the health and physic of our right,

We cannot deal but with the very hand
Of stern injustice and confused wrong.

—

And is 't not pity, O my grieved friends

!

That we, the sons and children of this isle,

Were born to see so sad an hour as this;

Wherein we step after a stranger-march

Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up
1 ler enemies' ranks— I must withdraw and weep
Upon the spot of this enforc'd cause

—

To grace the gentry of a land remote,
And follow unacquainted colours here?
What, here?—O nation, that thou couldst re-

move !

That Neptune's arms, whoclippeth ihee about,
\Vould bear thee from the knowledge of thyself,

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore, [bine
Where these two Christian armies might com-
The Wc)od of malice in a vein of league.

And not to spend it so unneighbourly

!

Lou. A noble temper dost thou show in this;

And great affections wrestling in thy bosom
Do make an earthquake of nobility.

[act V.

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought

Between compulsion and a brave respect

!

Let me wipe off this honourable dew
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks:

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears,

Being an ordinarj' inundation ;

But this effusion of such manly drops.

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul.

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd

Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors.

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away this storm

:

Commend these waters to those baby eyes

That never saw the giant world enrag'd,

Xor met with fortune other than at feasts,

I'ull warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping.

Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as

deep
Into the purse of rich prosperity

.'\s Louis himself:—so, nobles, shall you all,

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine.

—

And even there, methinks, an angel spake:

Look, where the holy legate comes apace,

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven,

And on our actions set the name of right

With holy breath.

Enter Pandulph, attended.

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France I

The next is this,—King John hath reconcil'd

Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in.

That so stood out against the holy church,

The great metropolis and see of Rome

:

Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up,

And tame the savage spirit of wild war.

That, like a lion foster"d up at hand,

It may lie gently at the foot of peace.

And be no further harmful than in show.

Lou. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not

back

:

I am too high-born to be propertied,

To be a secondary at control,

Or useful serving-man and instrument

To any sovereign state throughout the world.

\'our breath first kindled the dead coal of wars

Between this chastis'd kingdom and myself.

And brought in matter that should feed this fire

;

And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out

With that same weak wind which enkindled it.

You taught me how to know the face of right.

Acquainted me with interest to this land,

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart

;

.^nd come ye now to tell me John hath made
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to

me?
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed,
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After young Arthur, claim this land for mine

;

And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back
Lecause that John hath made his peace with

Rome? [borne,
Am I Rome's slave? What penny hath Rome
What men provided, wliat munition sent,

To underprop this action? Is 't not I

That undergo this charge? who else but I,

And such as to my claim are liable,

Sweat in this business and maintain this war.

II»ave I not heard these islanders shout out,

Vive le rot! as I have banlc'd their towns?
Have I not here the best cards for the game.
To win this easy match play'd for a crown?
And shall I now give o'er the yielded set?

Ko, no, on my soul, it never shall be said.

Fund. You look but on the outside of this

wfork.

Lou. Outside or inside, I will not return

Till my attempt so much be glorified

As to my ample h(jpe was promised
Before I drew this gallant head of war.

And cull'd these fiery spirits from the world,

To outlook conquest, and to win renown
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.

—

[ Trumpet sounds.

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us?

Enter the Bastard, atlemhd.

Bast. According to the fair play of the world,
Let me have audience; I am sent to speak:

—

My holy lord of Milan, from the king
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him ;

And, as you answer, I do know the scope
And warrant limited unto m\ tongue

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite,

And will not temporize v.ith my entreaties;

lie flatly says he'll not lay down his arms.

Bast. By all the blood that ever fury brtath'd.

The youth says well.—Now hear our English
king;

F.jr thus his royalty doth speak in n-w:.

lie is prepar'd; and reason too he should:
This apish and unmannerly approach.
This harness'd masque and unadvised re\'cl,

This unhair'd sauciness and b<jyish troops,

T'le king doth smile at ; and is well prepar'd

To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms,
from out the circle of his territories. [door,

That hand wliich had the strength, even at your
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch;

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells;

To crouch in litter of your stable planks;

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and
trunks

;

To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out

In vaults and prisons; and to thiill and sliake

Even at the crying of your nation's crow,
Thinking his voice an aj-med Englishman;

—

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here,
That in your chambers gave vou chastisement?
No: know the gallasu monarch is in arms;
And like an eagle o"er his aery towers.
To souse annoyance liiat comes near his nest.

—

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,

Vou bloody Neroes, ripping u-p the womb
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame;
For your own ladies and palc-visag'd maids.
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums,

—

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets changed.

Their needles to lances, and their gentle heaits
To fierce and bloody inclination. [in peace;

Leu. There end thy brave, and turn thy face

We grant thou canst ouiscold us . fare thee well;
We hold our time too precious to be spent
With such a brabbler.

Pand. Give me leave to speak.
Bast. No, I will speak.

Lou. We will attend to neither.

—

Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war
Plead for our interest and our being here.

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will

cry out

;

And so shall you, being beaten : do but start

An echo with the clamour of thy drum.
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine;

Sound but another, and another shall.

As loud as thine, rattle the \\elkin's ear,

And mock the dcep-mouth'd thunder: for ct

harKl,

—

Not trusting to this halting legate here,

Whom he hath us'd rather for sport than need,

—

Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits

A bare-ribb"d death, whose office is this day
To feast upon whole thousands of the French.

Lou. Strike up our drums, to find this danger
out.

Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not

doubt. \E.\cunt.

SCEN ic 1 1 1.— The same. A Field of Battle.

A!a>-ums. Enter KiN'G JoilN and HUBERT.

A'. John. How goes the day v.ith us? O,
tell me, Hubert.

Hub. Badly, I fear. How fares your majesty?
A'. Jolin. This fever, that hath troubled me

so long,

Lies heavy on mc;—O, my heart is sick.'

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Falcon-

I
Ijridge,
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Desires your majesty to leave the field,

And send him word by me wliich way you go.

K. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the

abbey there. [supply

iMess. Be of good comfort; for liie i;reat

Tlial was expected by the Dauphin here

Are wreck'd three nightsago on Goodwin Sands.

Tills news was brought to Richard but even now:

Tiie French fight coldly, and retire themselves.

K. John. Ay me ! this tyrant fever burns me
up.

And will not let me welcome this good news.

—

S'.-t on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight

;

Weakness possesseth nie, and I am faint.

\^Exetint.

ScKNK IV.— The same. Another part of Ihi

same.

ii'«/^r Salisbury, Pembroke, and others.

Sal. I did not think the king so stor'd v.iih

friends.

Pern. Uponceagain; pr.t spirit in the French:

If ihey miscarry we miscarry loo.

Sal. That misbegotten devil, Falconbridge,

In sprte of spite, alone upholds the day.

Fern. They say King John, sore sick, hath

left the field.

Enter Melun wounded, and led by Soldiers.

Rlel. l>ead me to the revolts of England here.

Sill. When we were happy we had other

names.
Pern. It is the Count Mclnn.
Sal. Wounded to death.
J\lel. Fly, noble English, yob arc bought and

sold

;

iJnlhread the nide eye of rr bellion,

And welcome home again (iisf^rdcd faith.

Seek out King John, and lali liffore his feel;

For if the French be lords of this loud day,
He means to recompense the pains you lake
By cutting off your heads: thus hath he sworn,
Aiid I wiih him, and many more v/ith me,
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund's- Bury

;

Even on that altar where we swore to you
Dear amiiy and everlasting love.

Sal. May this be possible? may this be true?

Mel. Have I not hideous death within my
view.

Retaining but a quantity of life,

Which bleeds away even as a form ot wax
Rcsolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire?

What in the world should make me now deceive,
Since I must lose the use of all deceit?
Why should I then be false, since it is true

That I must die here, and live hence by truth ?

I say again, if Louis do win the day,
lie is forsworn if e'er those eyes of yours
Behold another day break in the east

:

But even this night,—whose black contagious
breath

Already smokes about the burning crest

Of the old, feeble, and day-wc-aried sun,

—

l'2ven this ill night, your breathing shall e.xpire;

Paying the fine of rated treachery

I%ven with a Ireacheroiis fine of all your lives.

If Louis by your assistance win the day.

Commend me to one Hubert, with your king;
The love of him,—and this respect besides.

For that my grandsire was an Englishman,

—

.Awakes my conscience to confess all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence
From forth the noise and rumour of ihe field,

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts

In [)eace, and part this body and my soul

With contemplation and devout desires, [soul

Sal. We do believe thee:—and beshrew my
lUit I do love the favour and the form
Of this most fair occa.sion, by th.e which
We will entread the steps of damned flight;

And, like a bated and retired flood,

Leaving our rankness and irregular course.

Sloop low within those bounds we have o'er-

look'd,

.And calmly run on in obedience,

Fven to our ocean, to our great King John.

—

Myr.rni shall give thee help to bear thee hence;
I'or I do see the cruel pangs of death

Right in thine eye.—Away, my friencis ! New
flight.

And happy newness, that intends old right.

lExtuiit, leading off Melux.

Scene V.

—

The same. The French Camp.

Enter Louis and kis train.

Ion. The sun of heaven melliought was loth

to set.

Hut stay'd, and made the western welkin blush.

When the English measur'd backward their ov.n

ground
In faint retire. O, bravely came we oflF,

When with a volley of our needless shot,

After such bloody toil, we bid good-nighf;

.And wound our tattering colours clearly up,

Last in the field, and almost lords of it

!

Enter a Messenger.

AIcss. WHicre is my prince, the Dauphin?
Loii. Here:—what news?
i^less. The Count Melun is slain ; the Enghsii

lords.

By his persuasion are again fallen off;
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And your supply, which you have wish'd so long,

Are cast away and sunk on Goodwin Sands.

Lou. Ah, foul shrewd news!—beshrew thy

very heart !

—

I did not think to be so sad to-night

As this hath made me.—Who was he that said

King John did fly an hour or two before

The stumbling night did part our weary powers?

Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.

L021. Well ; keep good quarter and good care

to-night

;

The day shall not be up so soon as I,

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow.
\E:xeunt.

Scene VI.

—

An open Place in the neighbotir-

hood of Swiiisiead Abbey.

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, meetir .

Hub. WTio 's there? speak, ho! speak (juickly,

or I shoot.

Bast, A friend.—What art thou?
Hub. Of the part of England.
Bast. Whither dost thou go?

Hub. WTiat 's that to thee ? WTiy may I not

demand
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine?

Bast. Hubert, I tlunk.

Hub, Thou hast a perfect thought :

I will, upon all hazards, well believe [well.

Thou art my friend, that know'st my tongue so

Who art thou?
Bast. Who thou wilt : an if thou please.

Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think

I come one way of the Plantagenets.

Hub. Unkind remembrance I thou and eye-

less night [me,

Have done me shame :—brave soldier, pardon
That any accent breaking from thy tongue

Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what
news abroad? [night,

Hub. ^Vhy, here walk I, in the black brow of

To find you out.

Bast. Brief, then ; and what 's the news?
Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night,

Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible.

Bast. Show me the verywound of this ill news;
I am no woman, I '11 not swoon at it.

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk

:

I left him almost speechless and broke out
To acquaint you with this evil, that you might
The better arm you to the sudden time.

Than if you had at leisure known of this.

Bast, How did he take it ; who did taste to

him?
Hub. A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain,

Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the king
Yet speaks, and peradventure may recover.

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his
majesty? [come back,

Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are -.1

And brought Prince Henry in their company

;

At whose request the king hath pardon'd them,
And they are all about his majesty. [heaven.

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, miglity
And tempt us not to bear above our power ! —
I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night.

Passing these fiats, are taken by the tide,

—

These Lincoln washes ha /e devoured them

;

Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escap'd.

Away, before! conduct me to the kiiig;

I doubt he will be dead or ere I come.
\Exeiini.

Scene VII.—The Orchard ofS-wiiislead Abbey,

Enter Pkince HE^iRY, Salisbury, and
Bigot.

P. Hen. Tt is too late : the life of all his blood
Is touch'd corruptibly; and his pure brain,

—

Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-

house,

—

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes.
Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.

Pern. Plis highness yet doth speak; and
holds belief

That, being brought into the open air,

It would allay the burning quality

Of that fell poison which assailelh him.

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard

here.

—

Doth he still rage? \_Exit Bigot.
Pern. He is more patient

Than when you left him ; even now he sung.

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness! fierce extremes

In their continuance will not feel themselves.

Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts,

Leaves them invisible ; and his siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks and

wounds
With many legions of strange fantasies,

Which, in their throng and press to that last

hold, [should sing.

—

Confound themselves. 'Tis strange that death

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan.

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death ;

And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings

His soul and body to their lasting rest, [bom
Sal. Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are

To set a form upon that indigest

\Miich he hath left so shapeless and bu luae.
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Re-enter BiooT and Attendants, who brin^ in

King John in a chair.

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul halh

elbow-room

;

It would not out at windows nor at doors.

There is so hot a summer in my bosom
That all my bowels crumble up to dust

;

I am a scribbled ("orm, drawn with a pen

Upon a parchment; and against thivfire

Do I shrink up.

P. Hen. How fares your majesty?

K.John. Poison'd,—ill fare ;—dead, forsook^

cast off:

And none of you will bid the winter come,
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw;
Nor let my kingdom's rivers lake their course

Through my buiivd bosom; nor entreat the north

To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips,

And comfort me with cold :—I do not ask you
much

;

I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait,

And so ingrateful, you deny me that.

/'. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my
tears,

That might relieve you !

K. John. The salt in them is hot.

—

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison

Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize

<Jii unreprievable condemned blood.

Enter the Bastard.

Basl. O, I am scalded with my violent motion,
And spleen of speed to see your majesty !

A'. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine
eye:

The tackle of my heart is crack'd and burn'd ;

And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should
sail,

Are turned to one thread, one little hair

:

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by,

Which holds but till ihy news be uttered

;

And then all this thou seest is but a clod,

And model of confounded royally.

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward,
WTiere heaven he knows how we shall answer

him

;

For in a night the best part of my power,
As I upon advantage did remove,
Were in the washes all unwarily
Devoured by the unexpected flood.

l^The King dies.

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead
an ear. [thus.

My liege ! my lord !—But now a king,—now
P. Hen. Even so must I run on, and even so

stop.

What surety of the world, what hope, what stay,

VVhen this was now a king, and now is clay !

Bast. Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind
To do the office for thee of revenge.

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven,
.\s it on earth hath been thy servant still.

—

Now, now, you stars that move in your right

spheres, [faiihs ;

Where be your powers? Show now yourmendcd
And instantly return with me again.

To push destruction and perpetual shame
Out of the weak door of our fainting land.

Straight let us seek , or straight we shall be sought

;

The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

Sal. It seems you know not, then, so much
as we

:

The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest.

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin,
And brings from him such offers of our peace
As we with honour and respect may take.

With purpose presently to leave this war.-

Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees

Ourselves well sinewed to our defence.

Sat. Nay, it is in a manner done already

;

For many carriages he hath despatch'd

To the sea-side, amd put his cause and quarrel

To the disposing of the cardinal

:

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords.

If you think meet, this afternoon will post

To consummate this business happily.

Bast. Letitbeso:—And you, my noble prince,

With other princes that may best be spar'd.

Shall wait irpon your father's funeral.

P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be in-

terred
;

For so he will'd it.

Bast. Thilher shall it, then :

And happily may your sweet self put on
The lineal state and glory of the land !

To whom, with all submission, on my knee,

I do bequeath my faithful services

And true subjection everlastingly.

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make,
To rest without a spot for evermore.

P. Hen. I have a kind soul that would give

you thanks,

And knows not how to do it but with tears.

Bast. O, let us pay the time but needful v/oc,

Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.

—

This England never did, nor never shall.

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror.

But when it first did help to wound itself.

Now these her princes are come home again,

Come the three comers of the world in arms,
And we shall shock them : nought shall make

us rue,

If England to itself do resc but true. [Exeunt.
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ACT L

Scene I.

—

London. A Koo?n in the

Palace.

Enter King Richard, attended ; John of
Gaunt, and other Nobles.

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd

Lancaster,

Hast thou, according to thy oath and band.

Brought hillier Plenry Hereford, thy bold son,

Here to make good the boisterous late apjjeal.

Which then our leisure would not let us hear,

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow-
bray?

Gaunt. I have, my liege. [sounded him,

K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou

If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ;

Or worthily, as a good subject should.

On some known ground of treachery in him?
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that

argument,

—

On some apparent danger seen in him,

Aini'd at your highness,—no inveterate malice.

K. Rich. Then call them to our presence

:

face to face,

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will

hear
The accuser and the accused freely speak :

—

{Exeunt some Attendants.

High-stomach'd are they both, and full of ire,

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Re-enter Attendants, with Bolingbroke and
Norfolk.

Baling. Many years of happy days befall

My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege!

Nor. Each day still better other's happiness

;

Until the heavens, en\-ying earth's good hap.

Add an immortal title to your crown !

K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one but

flatters us.

As well appeareth by the cause you come

;

Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.

—

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow-
bray? [speech !—

Baling. First,—heaven be the record to my
In the devotion of a subject's love,

Tendering the precious safety of my prince,

And free from other misbegotten hate,

Come I appellant to this princely presence.—"
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Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I lurn to thee;

And mark my greeting well; for what I speak,

Jsly body shall make good upon this earth.

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant

;

Too good to be so, and too bad to live

;

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky.

The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note,

With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat;

And wish,—so please my sovereign,—ere I

move, [may prove.

What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword.

Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse my
zeal:

'Tis not the trial of a woman's war.

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain :

Tlie blood is hot that must be cool'd for this

:

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast

As to be hush'd, and naught at all to say: [me
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs

P'rom giving reins and spurs to my free speech

;

\Vhich else would post until it had rcturn'd

Tliese terms of treason doubled down his throat.

Selling aside his high blood's royalty.

And let him be no kinsman to my liege

I do defy him, and I spit at him

;

Call him a slanderous coward and a villain

:

\Miich to maintain, I would allow him odds;
And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps,

Or any other ground inhabitable,

Wlierever Englishman durst set his foot.

Meantime let this defend my loyalty,

—

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie.

Baling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw
my gage.

Disclaiming here the kindred of the king

;

And lay aside my high blood's royalty, [cept.

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to ex-

If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength

As to take up mine honour's pawn, then stoop:
By that and all the rites of knighthood else,

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm,
What I have spoke, or thou canst worst devise.

Nor. I take it up; and by that sword I

swear, [shoulder.
Which gently laid my knighthood on my
I'll answer ihee in any fair degree.
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial

:

And when I mount, alive mry I not light.

If I be traitor or unjustly fight

!

K. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to

Mowbray's charge?
It must be great, that can inherit us

So much as of a thought of ill in him.

Doling. Look, what I speak my life shall

prove it true;

—

[nobles,

That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thousand
In name of lendings for your highness' soldiers,

riie which he hath detain'd for lewd employ-
ments,

Like a false traitor and injurious villain,

ijcsides, I say, and will in baitle prove,

—

Or here, or elsewliere to the farthest verge

That ever was survey"d by English eye,

—

That all the treasons for these eighteen years

Com plotted and contrived in this land

Fetch'd from false Mowbray their first head
and spring.

Further, I say,—and further will maintain

Upon his bad life to make all this good,

—

That lie did plot the Duke of Gloster's death;

Suggest his soon-believing adversaries.

And consequently, like a traitor coward,

Skiic'd out his innocent soul through streams

of blood:
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries.

Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth,

To me for justice and rough chastisement

;

And, by the glorious worth of my descent.

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent

!

A'. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution

soars !

—

Thom.os of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this?

Nor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face,

And bid his ears a little wliile be deaf.

Till I have told this slander of his blood,

How God and good men hate so foul a liar.

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes

and ears:

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir,—
As he is but my father's brother's son,

—

Now, by my sceptre's awe, I make a vow,
Such neighbour-nearness to our sacred blood

Should nothing privilege him, nor parlialize

The unstooping firmness of my upright soul:

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou;
Free speech and fearless I to thee allow.

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy
heart, [liest

!

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais

Disburs'd I duly to his highness' soldiers;

The other part reserv'd I by consent,

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt

Upon remainder of a dear account.

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen

:

Now swallow down that lie !—For Gloster's

death,

—

I slew him not; but, to mine own disgrace,

Neglected my sworn duty in that case.

—

For vou, my noble Lord of Lancaster,
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The honourable father to my foe.

Once did I lay ar ambush lor your life,

A trespass that doth vex my grieve<l soul

:

Rut, ere I last receiv'd the sacrament,

I did confess it ; and exactly begifd

Your grace's pardon, and I hope I had it.

This is my fault : as for the rest appeal'd,

It issues from the rancour of a villain,

A recreant and most degenerate traitor:

Which in myself I boldly v.ill defend ;

And interchangeably hurl down my gage

Upon this overu-eening traitor's fcoi.

To prove myself a loyal gentlem.an

Even in tlie best blood chamber'd in his bosom.
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray

Your high.ness to assign our trial day.

A'. A'u/t. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, "be rul'd

by me

;

Let 's purge this choler without letting blood :

This we prescribe, though no physician

;

Deep malice makes too deep incision:

I'orget, forgive; conclude, and be agreed:
Our doctors say thi'-' i,-. no time to bleed.

—

Good uncle, let this eni' where it begun

;

We '11 calm the Duke c' Norfolk, you your son.

Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall beconu
my age:

—

[gagc'-

Throw down, my son the Duke of Norfolk's

A'. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his.

Gaunt. When, Harry? when I'

Obedience bids I should not bid again.

A'. A'ic/i. Norfolk, throw down; we bid;

there is nc boot.

J\^i)r. Myself I throw, dread sovereign at thy

foot:

My life thou shalt command, but not my shame

:

The one my daty owes ; but my fair name,

—

Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,

—

To dark dishonour's use thou shalt not have.

I am disgrac'd, impeach'd, and baffled here;

rierc'd to the soul with slander's venom'd spear,

The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood

Which breath'd this poison.

A". R/c/i. Kage must be withstood :

Give mc his gage :—lions make leopards tame.

A"ar. Yea, but rot change his spots: take

but my .shame.

And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord,

Tiie purest treasure mortal times afford

Is spotless reputation; that away,
I^Ien are but gilded loam or painted clay.

A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest

Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast.

Mine honour is my life; both grow in one;
lake honour from me, and my life is done:
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me tr}-

;

In that I live, and for that will I die.

A'. Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage; do
you begin. [foul siri

!

Baling. O, God defend my soul from such
Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father's s^iglx?

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach u'.y height
Before this outdar'd dastard? Ere r,:y lontrue

Shall wound minehonourwithsuchfecl 'ev.rong.

Or sound so base a parle, my teeth si. all tear

The slavish motive of recanting fear;

.Vnd spit it bleeding in his liigh disgrace,

Wiiere shame doth harbour, even in Mov/-
bray's face ! [A.v// (].-\uisT.

K. Rich. \Ve were not born to sue, but to
command ;

—

'Which since we cannot do to make you friends.

Be ready, as your lives sb.all answer it,

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day:
There shall your swords and lances .-irbilrate

The sv.elling difference of your settled hate.*

.Si:ice we can not atone you, we sliali ?ee

Justice design the victor's chivalry.

—

Lord marshal, command our ofTicers-at-arms

Be ready to direct these home-alarms.
\Exetint.

Scene II.— Th^! same. A Room in the DtJKE
or Lancaster's Palace.

Enter Gaunt aW Duchess or Gloster.

Gaunt. Alas the part I had in Gloster's blood
Doth more solici* me than your exclaims,

To stir against the butchers of his life.

But since cor>ectier lieth in those hands
Which made the faidt that we cannot corrcr'-,

Put we our quarrel to the will of h< .en ;

Vs'ho, when they see the hours ripe on eaith,

^^"i!l rain hot vengeance on offenders' head.'-.

Diich. F'inds brotherhood in thee no slia. per

spur?

Hath love in thy old blood no living ^wii'i

Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one.

Were as seven vials of his sacred Mood,
Or seven fair branches springing from one root:

Some of those seven are dried by nature's course,

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut

;

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Glos-

ter,

—

One vial full of Edward's sacred blood,

One flourishing branch of his most royal root.

Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt;

Is hack'd down, and hissummer-leaves all faded.

By envy's hand and murder's bloody axe.

All, Gaunt, his blood was thine ! that bed, that

M'omb,

That mettle, that self-mould, thatfashion'd thee,

Made him a man ; and though thou hv'st and
breath'st.
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Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent
In some large measure to thy father's dcatli,

In that thou secst thy wretched brother die,

Who was the model of thy father's life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt,— it is despair:

In sufferin;^ tluu ihy brother to be slaughter'd,

Thou show'st the naked pathway to thy life,

Teachin:.; stern murder how to butcher thee

:

That whicli in mean men we entitle patience,

Is pale colli cowardice in noble breasts.

What shall I say? to safeguard thine own life,

The best way is to venge my Gloster's death.

Gaunt. God's is the quarrel ; for God's suk-

slitute.

His deputy anointed in his sight,

I lath caus'd his death: tlie which, if wrongfully.
Let heaven revenj^e; for I may never lift

An angry arm against his minister.

Ditch. Where, then, alas, may I complain my-
self?

Gaun'. To God, the widow's champion and
defjnce. [Gaunt.

Duck. Why, then, I will. Farewell, old
Thou go'st to Coventry, there to behold
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray figlit

:

O, sit my husba:vrs wrongs on Hereford's
spear.

That it m.iy enter batcher Mowbray's breast !

Or, if misfortune miss the firs^ career,

"Bj Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom
That they m.iy break his foaming courser's back,
And throw the rider headlong in the lists,

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford!
Farewell, old Gaunt ; thy sometimes brother's

wife.

With her companion grief must end her life.

Gaunt. Sister, farewell: I must to Coventry :

As much good stay with thee as go with me !

Duck. Yet one word more:—grief boundelh
where it falls,

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight:
I take my leave before I have begun

;

For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done.
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York.
Lo, this is all :—nay, yet depart not so;
Though this be all, do not so quickly go

;

I shall remember more. Bid him—O, what?

—

With all good speed at Plashy visit me.
Alack, and what shall good old York there see,
But empty lodgings and unfurnish'd walls.
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones?
And what hear there for welcome but my groans?
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there
To seek out sorrow that dwells everywhere.
Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die:
The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye

!

[^Excttnt.

Scene HI.

—

Go^ford Greeti, near Coventry.

Lists set out, and a throne. Heralds, iSr^r.,

attending. Enter the Lord Marshal, and
AUMERLE.

^^ar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford
arm'd? [in.

Aitm. Yea, at all points; and longs to enter
Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfully antl

bold, [pet.

Stays but the summons of the appellant's tnmi-
Aiiin. Why, then, the champions are pre-

par'd, and stay

For nothing but his majesty's approach.

I-'loiirish of trumpets. Enter King Richard,
who takes his seat on his throne ; Gaunt and
several~iio\A<tn\(iVi,who take their places. A
trumpet is sounded, and answered by another
trumpet within. Then enter NORFOLK in
armour, preceded by a Herald.

h'. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder cham-
pion

The cause of his arrival here in arms:
Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed
To swear him in the justice of his cause.

Mar. In Ciod's name and the king's, say who
thou art,

.\nd why thou com'st thus knightly clad in arms;
Against what man thou com'st, and what thy

quarrel

:

Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thine oath ;

And so defend thee heaven and thy valour!
Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of

Norfolk ;

Who hither come engaged by my oath,

—

Which God defend a knight should violate!—
Both to defend my loyalty and truth

To God, my king, and his succeeding issue.

Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me
;

And, by the grace of God and this mine arm,
To prove him in defending of myself,

A traitor to my God, my king, and me:
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven

!

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bolingbroke in
armour, preceded by a Herald.

K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms.
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither

Thus plated in habiliments of war;
And formally, according to our law,

Depose him in the justice of his cause.

Mar. What is thy name? and wherefore
com'st thou hither.

Before King Richard in his royal lists?
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Against whom comest thou? and what's thy

quarrel?

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven 1

Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and
Derby,

Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms,

To prove, by God's grace and my body's valour,

In lists, on Tliomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk,

That he 's a traitor, foul and dangerous.

To God of Heaven, King Richard, and to me:
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven!
Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold

Or daring-liardy as to touch the lists.

Except the marshal and such officers

Appointed to direct these fair designs.

Boling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sove-

reign's hand.

And bow my knee before his majesty:

For Mowbray and myself are like two men
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage

;

Then let us take a ceremonious leave

And loving farewell of our several friends.

Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your
highness.

And craves to kiss your hand and take his leave.

K. Rich. We will descend and fold him in

our arms.

—

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right,

So be thy fortune in this royal fight

!

Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed,

Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.

Boliui^. O, let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if I be g<:)r"d with Mowbray's spear

:

As confident as is the falcon's flight

Against a bird, do I with Mov.bray fight.

—

My loving lord, I take my leave of you ;

—

Of you, my noble cousin. Lord .\umerle ;

Not sick, although I have to do with death.

Rut lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath.

—

Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet

Thedaintiestlast, to make the end more sweet:

—

O thou, the earthly author of my blood,

—

[r^ Gaunt.
Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate,

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up
To reach at \'ictory above my head,

—

Add proof unto mine armour wiih thy prayers ;

And with thy blessings steel my lance's point,

That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat.

And furbish new the name of John o' Gaunt,
Es-en in the lusty 'haviour of his son. [perous !

Gaunt. God in thy good cause make thee pros-

Be swift like lightning in the execution

;

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled,
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy :

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live.

Boling. Mine innocency and Saint George to

thrive !

Nor. However God or fortune cast my lot,

There lives or dies, true to King Richard's throne,
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman:
Never did captive with a freer heart
Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace
His golden uncontroll'd enfranchisement,
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate
This feast of battle with mine adversary.—
Most mighty liege,—and my companion peers.

—

Take from my mouth the wish of happy years:
/\.s gentle and as jocund as to jest

Go I to fight: truth hath a quiet breast.
K. Rich. Farewell, my lord: securely I espy

N'irtue with valour couched in thine eye.

—

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. [Derby,
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and

Receive thy lance; and God defend the right

!

Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry amen.
.Mar. Go bear this lance \^lo an Officer] to

Thomas, Duke, of Norfolk. [Derby,
1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and

Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself.
On pain to be found false and recreant.

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mow-
bray,

A traitor to his God, his ki/ig, and him;
-Vnd dares him to set forward to the fight.

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray,
Duke of Norfolk,

On pain to be foimd false and recreant.
Both to defend liimself, anci to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his sovereign, and to him disloy-.l;

Courageously, and with a free desire,

.Attending but the signal to begin.

Mar. Sound, trumpets; and set forward,
combatants. \A charge sounded.

Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down.
A'. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and

their spears,

.\nd both return back to their chairs again :

—

Withdraw with us :—and let the trumpets sound
While we return these dukes what we decree.

—

\^A lo)ig Jlourish.

Draw near, [ To the combatants.
And list what with our council we have done.
For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd

With that dear blood which it hath fostered

;

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect
Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbours'

swords

;

.-Vnd for we think the eagle-winged pride

Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts,
With rival-hating envy, set on you
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradla
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Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep

;

Which so rous'd up with boisterous untun'd

chums,
With harsli-resounding trumpets' dreadful bray,

And grating shock of wrathful iron arms,

Mii^ht from our quiet confines fright fair peace,

Anil make us wade even in our kindred's blood;

—

Therefore, we banish you our territories :

—

^'ou, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life,

Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields

Shall not regrect our fair dominions,
liut tread the stranger paths of banishment.

Baling. Your will be done : this must, my
comfort be,

—

[me;
Tliat sun that warms you here shall shine on
And those his golden beams to you here lent

Shall point on me and gild my banishment.

A'. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier

doom,
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce:

The sly-slow hours shall not determinate

The dateless limit of thy dear exile ;

—

The hopeless word of—never to return

Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life.

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most gracious

liege, [mouth

:

And all unlook'd-for from your highness'

A dearer merit, not so deep a maim
As to be cast forth in the common air.

Have I deserved at your highness' hands.

The language I have learn'd these forty years,

My native English, now I must forego:

And now my tongue's use is to me no more
Than an unstring'd viol or a harp;

Or like a cunning instrument cas'd up.

Or, being open, put into his hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony

:

Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue,

Doubly portcullis'd with my teeth and lips;

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance

Is made my gaoler to attend on me.
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse.

Too far in years to be a pupil now:
What is thy sentence, then, but speechless death,

W^hich robs my tongue from breathing native

breath ? [sionate

:

K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compas-
Afler our sentence plaining comes too late.

Nor. Then thus I turn me from my country's

light,

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night.

\^Retiring.

K. Rich. Return again, and take an oath

with thee.

Lny on our royal sword your banish'd hands

;

Swear bv the duty that you owe to God,

—

Oui part therein we banish with yourselves,

—

To keep the oath that we administer :

—

You never shall—so help you truth and God !—
Embrace each other's love in banishment;
Nor never look upon each other's face

;

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile

This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate;

Nor never by advised purpose meet
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill

'Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land.

Baling. I swear.

Nor. And I, to keep all this.

Baling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy ;—

-

By this time, had the king permitted us.

One of our souls had wander'd in the air,

Banish'd this frail sepulchre of our fiesh,

As now our flesh is banish'd from this land:

Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm;

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along

The clogging burden of a guilty soul.

Nor. No, Bolingbroke: if ever I were traitor.

My name be blotted from the book of life.

And I from heaven banish'd, as from hence

!

But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know;
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.

—

Farewell, my liege.—Now no way can I stray:

Save back to England, all the world 's my way.

lE.xit.

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine

eyes

I see thy grieved heart : thy sad aspect

Hath from the number of his banLsh'd years

Pluck'd four away.—[7<? BOLING.] Six frozen

winters spent.

Return with welcome home from banishment.

Baling. How long a time lies in one little

word 1

Four lagging winters and four wanton springs

End in a word: such is the breath of kings.

Gaunt. I thank my liege that in regard of me
He shortens four years of my son's exile

:

But little: vantage shall I reap thereby;

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend
Can change their moons and bring their times

about.

My oil-dried lamp and time bevvasted light

Shall be extinct with age and endless night

;

My inch of taper will be burnt and done.

And blindfold death not let me see my son.

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years

to live.

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou

canst give

:

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow.

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a.

morrow

;

Thou canst help time to furrow me with age,

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage

;
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Thy word is current with him for my death.

But dead, tliy kingdom cannot buy my breath.

K. Rich. Thy son is banish'd upon gooti

advice.

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave

:

Why at our justice seem'st thou, then, to lower?

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in diges-

tion sour.

You urg'd me as a judge ; but I had rather

\'ou would have bid me argue like a father.

O, had it been a stranger, not my child,

To smooth his fault I should have been more
mild:

A partial slander sought I to avoid,

And in the sentence my own life destroy'd.

Alas, I look'd when some of you should say,

I was too strict to make mine own away

;

But you gave leave to mine unwilling tongue
Against my will to do myself this wrong.

K. Rich. Cousin, farewell;—and, uncle, bid

him so

:

Six years we banish him, and he shall go.

[Flourish. Exeunt K. Ricit. aw^ Train.

Aum. Cousin, farewell : wliat presence must
not know,

From where you do remain let paper show.
Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride

As far as land will let me by your side.

Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard
thy words,

That thou return'st no greeting to thy friends ?

BoUng. I have too few to take my leave of
you,

When the tongue's office should be prodigal
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart.

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time.
Baling. Joy absent, grief is present fur that

lime. [gone.
Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly
Baling. To men in joy ; but grief makes one

hour ten. [pleasure.
Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak'st for

Baling. My heart will sigh when I miscall

it so.

Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage.
Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps

Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set
The precious jewel of thy home-return.

Baling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I

make
Will but remember me what a deal of world
I wander from the jewels that I love.

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood
To foreign passages ; and in the end,
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else
But that I was a journeyman to grief? [visits

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven

Are to a wise man ports and happy havens.
Teach tliy necessity to reason thus

;

There is no virtue like necessity.

Think not the king did banish thee.

But thou the king : woe doth the hea\ner sit

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne.
Co, say I sent thee forth to purchase honouri
And not the king exil'd thee; or suppose
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air,

And thou art flying to a fresher clime:
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it

To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou
com'st:

Suppose the singing-birds musicians, [strew'd.
The grass whereon thou tread'st the presence
The llowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more
Than a delightful measure or a dance;
I'"or gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite

The man that mocks at it and sets it light.

Baling. O, who can hold a fire in his hand
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus?
(Jr cloy the hungry edge of appetite

By bare imagination of a feast?

Or wallow naked in December snow
By thinking on fantastic summer's heat?
<J, no ! the apprehension of the good
(Jives but the greater feeling to the worse:
I'^ell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore.

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I '11 bring thee
on thy way

:

Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay.

Baling. Then, England's ground, farewell

;

sweet soil, adieu

;

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet

!

Where'er I wander, boast of this I can,

—

Though banish'd, yet a true-born Englishman.
\_£xeuiit.

Scene l\\—Tke Court.

Enter Ki>.'G Richard, Bagot, and Green;
AuMLRLE following.

K. Rich. We did observe.—Cousin Aumerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on liis

way? [him so,

Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call

But to tlie next highway, and there I left him.
A'. Rich. And say, what store of parting

tears were shed? [east wind,
Aum. Faith, none for me ; except the north-

Wliich then blew bitterly against our faces,

Awak'd the sleeping rheum, and so by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.

K. Rich. What said our cousin when you
parted with him?

Aum. " farewell:"
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Ami, for my heart disdained liiat my tongue

Sliould so profane the word, that taught me craft

To counterfeit oppression of such grief,

Tliat words seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave.

Ahirry, would the word "farewell" have
lenglhen'd hours,

And added years to his short banishment,

He should have had a volume of farewells;

But since it would not, he had none of me.

K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin; but 'lis

doubt,

When time shall call him home from banishment,

\\'heiher our kinsman come to see his friends,

(^iirself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green,
Observ'd his courtship to the common people

;

How he did seem to dive into their hearts

With humble and familiar courtesy;

What reverence he did throw away on slaves;

\\'ooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles.

And patient underbearing of his fortune,

As 'twere to banish their affects with him.

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ;

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well,

And had the tribute of his supple knee,

Vi'iih Tkauks, my countryDteii, fny loving

friends ;

As were our England in reversion his.

And he our subjects' next degree in hope.

Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go
these thoughts.

Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland,

—

ICxpedient manage must be made, my liege,

Ere further leisure yield them further means
For their advantage and your highness' loss.

A'. Rich. We will ourself in person to this

war

:

And, for our coffers,—with too great a court

And liberal largess,—are grown somewhat light.

We are enforc'd to farm our royal realm

;

The revenue whereof shall furnish us

Tor our affairs in hand. If that come short,

Our substitutes at home shall have blank

charters; [rich.

Whereto, when they shall know what men are

They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold,

And send them after to supply our wants

;

For we will make for Ireland presently.

Enter BusHY.

Bu.shy, what news?
Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick,

my lord.

Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post-haste

To entreat your majesty to visit him.

JC. Rich. Where lies he?
Bushy. At Ely House. [mind

A'. Rich. Now put it, God, in his physician's

To help him to his grave immediately!
The lining of his coffers shall make coats

To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.

—

Come, gentlemen, let 's all go visit him:
Pray God we may make haste, aiul come too

late! [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

London. A Room in Ei.v I

House.

Gaunt o)i a couch; the Duke ov York and
others standing by him.

Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may
breathe my last

In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth?
Yor/;. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with

your breath

;

For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. [men
Gaunt. O, but they .say the tongues of dying

Enforce attention like deep harmony :

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent

in vain; [in pain.

For they breathe truth that breathe their words
He that no more must say is li,sten'd more
Than they whom youth and ea.se have taught

to glose ;
[fore

:

More are men's ends mark'd than their lives be-

The setting sun, and music at the close,

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last,

Writ in remembrance more than things long

past

:

[hear,

Though Richard my life's counsel would not

My death's .sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

York. No ; it is stopp'd with other flattering

sounds,

As, praises of his state : then there are found

Lascivious metres, to whose venom-sound
The open ear of youth doth always listen ;

Report of fashions in proud Italy,

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation

Limps after, in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity,

—

So it be new, there 's no respect how vile,

—

That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears?

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard,

W^here will doth mutiny with wit's regard.

Direct not him, whose w.ay himselt will choose:

"Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt

thou lose. [inspir'd,

Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new
And thus, expiring, do foretell of him :

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last,

For violent fires .soon burn out themselves;

Small showers last long, but sudden storms arc

short

;
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He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes;
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder:

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant,

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself

This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise;
This fortress built by Nature for herself

Against infeciion and the hand of v/ar;

This happy breed of men, this little world;
This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall,

Or as a moat defensive to a house.

Against the envy of less happier lands;

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this

England,
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,

Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their birth,

Renowned for their deeds as far from home,

—

For Christian service and true chivalry,

-

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's Son;

—

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land,

Dear for her reputation through the world,
Is now leas'd out,—I die pronouncing it,

—

Like to a tenement or pelting farm

:

England, bound in with the triumphant sea,

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame,
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds:
That England, that was wont to conquer others,

flath made a shameful conquest of itself

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life.

How happy then weie my ensuing death !

E]iter King Richard and Queen, Aumerle,
Bushy, Green, Bagot, Ross, and Wil-
LOUGIIBV.

York. The king is come : deal mildly with
his youth

;

[more.
For young hot colts, being rag'd. do rage the

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster?
K. Rich. What comfort, man? How is 't

with aged Gaunt? [position !

Gaunt. O, how that name befits my com-
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt in being old :

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast

;

And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt?
For sleeping England long time have I watch'd;
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt

:

The pleasure that some fathers feeds upon
Is my strict fast,—I mean my children's looks;
And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt

:

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a giave,

Whose hollow womb inherits naught but bones.
K, Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with

their names?

Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock
itself:

Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me,
I mock my name, great king, to (latter thee.

K. Rich. Should dying men flatter with
those that live? [die.

Gaunt. No, no ; men living flatter those that
A'. Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say'st thou

flatter'st me.
Gaunt. O, no ! thou diest, though I the

sicker be. [thee ill.

A'. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see
Gaunt. Now, He that made me knov/s I

see thee ill

;

111 in myself to see, and in tliee seeing ill.

Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land
wherein thou liest in reputation sick

;

And thou, too careless patient as thou art,

Committ'st thy anointed body to the cure
Of those physicians that first wounded thee:

A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown,
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head;
And yet, encaged in so small a verge.

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land.

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet's eye.

Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons,

I'rom forth thy reach he would have laid thy

shame.
Deposing thee before thou wert possess'd,

Which art possess'd now to depose thyself.

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world,
It were a shame to let this land by lease;

But for thy world enjoying but this land,

Is it not more than shame to shame it so?

r,andlord of England art thou now, not king

:

Thy stat2 of law is bondslave to the law

;

And—
A". Rich. And thou a lunatic lean-witted fool,

Presuming on an ague's privilege,

Dar'st with thy frozen admonition
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood
With fury from his native residence.

Now by my seat's right royal majesty,

Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son.

This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head
Should run thy head from thy unreverend

shoulders. [son,

Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward's
For that I was his father Edward's son ;

—

That blood already, like the pelican.

Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkenly carous'd:

My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul

—

Whom fair befall in heaven 'mongst happy
souls !

—

May be a precedent and witness good [blood

:

That thou respect'st not spilling Edward's
Join with th? present sickness that I have

;
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And thy unkindness be like crooked age,

To crop at once a too-long wither'd flower.

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with

thee !—
These words hereafter thy tormentors be !

—

Convey me to my bed, tlien to my grave.

Love they to live that love and honour have.

[Exi^, borne out by his Attendants.

K. Rich. And let them die that age and
sullens have;

For both hast thou, and both become the grave.

York. I do beseech your majesty, impute

his words
To wayward sickliness and age in him

:

lie loves you, on my life, and holds you dear

x\s Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here.

K. Rich. Right, you say true: as Hereford's

love, so his

;

As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is.

Enter Northumberland.

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him
to your majesty.

K. Rich. What says he?
North. Nay, nothing ; all is said :

His tongue is now a stringless instrument;

Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent.

York. Be York the next that must be bank-
rupt so

!

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.

K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so

doth he;
His time is spent, our pilgiimage must be:

So much for that.—Now for our Irish wars:

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns.

Which live like venom, where no venom else,

But only they, hath privilege to live.

And for these great affaus do ask some charge

:

Towards our assistance we do seize to us

The plate, coin, revenues, and movables.

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess'd.

York. How long shall I be patient? ah, how
long

Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong?
Not Gloster's death, nor Hereford's banishment.

Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's private

wrongs,
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace,

Have ever made me sour my patient cheek,

Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face.

I am the last of noble Edward's sons.

Ofwhom thy father. Prince of Wales, was first

:

In war was never lion rag'd more fierce,

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild,

Than was that young and princely gentleman.
His face thou hast, for even so look'd he.

Accomplish'd with the number of thy hours;

Biit when he frown'd, it was against the French,
And not against his friends: his noble hand
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that

Which his triumphant father's hand had won:
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood,

But bloody with the enemies of his kin.

O Richard ! York is too far gone vviih grief.

Or else he never would compare between.
K. Rich. Why, uncle, what 's the matter?
York. O my liege,

Pardon me, if you please; if not, I, pleus'd

Not to be pardon'd, am content withal.

Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands,

The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford?
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford live?

Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true?

Did not the one deserve to have an heir?

Is not his heir a well-deserving son? [Time
Take Hereford's rights away, and take from
His charters and his customary righls;

Let not to-morrow, then, ensue to-day

;

Be not thyself,—for how art thou a king
But by fair sequence and succession?

Now, afore God—God forbid I say trui-I—
If you do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights.

Call in the letters-patents that he halli

By his attorneys-general to sue
His livery, and deny his offer'd homage.
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head,

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts.

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts

Which honour and allegiance cannot think.

K. Rich. Think what you will, we seize into

our hands
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.

York. I'll not be by the while: my liege,

farewell

:

What will ensue hereof, there 's none can tell '-

But by bad courses may be understood
That their events can never fall out good.

{Exit.

K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wilt-

shire straight

:

Bid him repair to us to Ely House
To see this business. To-morrow next

We will for Ireland; and 'tis time, I trow:

And we create, in absence of ourself,

Our uncle York lord governor of England

;

For he is just, and always lov'd us well.

—

Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part;

Be merry, for our time of stay is short.

\_Flourish. Exeunt King, Queen, Bushy,
AuMERLE, Green, and Bagot.

North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster

is dead. [duke.

Ross. And living too; for now liis son is
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Wifto. Barely in title, not in revenue.

North. Richlyin both, if justice had her rii;ht.

Ross. My heart is great ; but it must break

with silence,

Ere't be disburden'd with a liberal tongue.

North. Nay, speak thy mind; and let him
ne'er speak more

That speaks thy words again to do thee harm

!

Willo. Tends that thou wouldst speak to the

Duke of Hereford?

If ii be s<i, o;it with it boldly, man

;

{,)u!ck is mine ear to hear of good towards him.

Ross. No good at all, that I can do for him

;

Unless you call it good to pity him,
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony.

North. Now, afore God, 'tis sliame such
wrongs are borne

In him, a royal prince, and many more
Of noble bloud in this declining lanti.

The king is not himself, but basely led

Dy flatterers; and what they will inform,

Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all,

That will the king severely prosecute

'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.

Ross. The commons hath he pill'd with
grievous taxes,

And quite lost their hearts: the nobles hath he
fm'd

For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.

Willo. .'Viid daily new exactions are devis'd,—
As blanl:s, benevolences, and I wot not what:
But what, o' God's name, doth become of this?

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd
he hath not,

But basely yielded upon compromise
That which his ancestors achiev'd with blows:
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars.

Ross. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm
in farm.

Willo. The king's grown bankrupt, like a
broken man. [him.

North. Reproach and dissolution hangethover
Ross. 1 le hath not money for these Irish wars.

His burdenous taxations notwithstanding,
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke.

North. His noble kinsman:—most degener-
ate king

!

But, lords, we hear this fearful tTnpesi sing,

Vet seek no shelter to avoid the storm ;

We see the wind set sore upon our sails,

And yet we strike not, but securely perish.

Ross. We see the very wreck that we must
suffer

;

And imavoided is the danger now,
For suffering so the causes of our wreck.
North. Not so; even through the hollov/

eyes of death

I spy life peering ; but I dare not say
How near the tidings of our comfort is.

IVillo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as
thou dost ours.

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland:
We three are but thyself; and, speaking so,

Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be
bold.

North. Then thus:—I have from Port le

Blanc, a bay
In Brittany, receiv'd intelligence [Cobham,
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rcnald Lord
that late broke from the Duke of Exeter,
His brother, Archbishop late of Canterburj',
.Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston,
Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton, and

Francis Quoint,

—

[tagne,
.\I1 these, well furnish'd by the Duke of Bre-
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war,
Are making hither with all due expedience,
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore

:

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay

The lirst departing of the king for Ireland,

if, then, we shall shake oft" our slavish yoke,
Imp out our drooping countr}'s broken wing,
Redeem from liroking pawn the blemish'd crow n

,

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt,

And make high majesty look like itself,

Away with me in post to Ravenspurg;
But if you faint, as fearing to do so,

Stay and be secret, and myself w'ill go.

Ross. To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to

them that fear.

Willo. Hold out my horse, and I will first

be there. \_Excitut.

ScE.NE II.— The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot.

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad:
\o\\ promis'd, when you parted with the king.
To lay aside life-harming heaviness,

And entertain a cheerful disposition, [myself,

Qjiccn. To please the king, I did; to please
I cannot do it

;
yet I know no cause

Why I should welcome such a guest as grief,

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest

:\s my sweet Richard : yet, again, niethinks
Si.ime unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb.
Is coming towards me ; and my inward soul

With nothing trembles: at some thing it grieves,

More than with parting from my lord the king.

Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty
shadows,

WTiich show like grief itself, but are not so;

For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears,

Divides one thing entire to many objects;
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Like perspectives, which, righlly gaz'd upon,
Sliow nolhin.j bill confusion,—ey'd awry,

IJislingiiish form: so your sweet majesty,

Looking awry upon your lord's departure,

J-"inds shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail;

Which, look'd on as it is, is naught but shadows
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen,
More than your lord's departure weep not,

—

more 's not seen ;

Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye,

Wliich for things true weeps things imaginary.
Queen. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul

I'cr.iuades me it is otherwise: howe'er it be,

I cannot but be sad; so heavy sad, [think,

—

As,—though, on thinking, on no thought I

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink.

Bushy. 'Tis nolliing but conceit, my gracious

lady. [deriv'd

Queen. 'Tis nothing less : conceit is still

Fiom some forefather grief; mine is not so,

J'or nothing haili begot my something grief;

Or something hath the nothing that I grieve:
' ris in reversion tliat I do possess

;

liul what it is, that is not yet known; what
I cannot name; 'tis nameless woe, I wot.

Enter Green.

Green. God save your majesty!—and well

met, gentlemen :

—

I hope the king is not yet shipp'd for Ireland.

Queen. Why hop'st thou so? 'tis better hope
he is;

For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope:
Then wherefore dost thou hopche is not shipp'd?

Green. That he, our hope, might have relir'd

his power,
And driven into despair an enemy's hope.
Who strongly hath set footing in this land:
I'hc banish'd Bolingbroke repeals himself,

And with uplifted arms is safe arriv'd

At Ravenspurg.
Queen. Now God in heaven forbid !

Green. O madam, 'tis too true : and that is

worse, [Percy,

The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry
The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him.

Bushy. Why have you not proclaim'd
Northumberland,

And all the rest of the revolted faction,

Traitors? [Worcester
Green. We have: whereupon the Earl of

Il.itli broke his staff, resign'd his stewardship,
And all the household servants fled with him
To Bolingbroke. [woe,

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my
Ana Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir :

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy
;

And I, a gasping new-deliver'd mother,
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd.

Bushy. Despair not, madam.
Queen. Who shall hinder me?

I will despair, and be at enmity
With cozening hope,—he is a flatterer,

A parasite, a keeper-back of death,
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life,

Which false hope lingers in extremity.

Green. Here comes the Duke of York.
Queen. With signs ofwar about his aged neck:

O, full of careful business are his looks !

EnLr York.

Uncle, for God's sake, speak comfortable words.
York. Should I do so, I should belie my

thoughts :

Comfort 's in heav-en; and we are on the earth.

Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief.

Your ijusband, he is gone to save far off.

Whilst others come to make him lose at home:
Here am I left to underprop his land.

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself:

Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made;
Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I

came.
York. He was?—Why, so I—go all whicli way

it will !—
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are

cold.

And will, 1 fear, revolt on Hereford's siiie.

—

Sirrah, get thee to Flashy, to my sister Glosler;
Bid her send me presently a thousand pound :

—
Hold, take my ring. [^hip,

Se>~v. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lord-

To-day, as I came by, I called there ;

—

But I shall grieve you to report the rest.

York. What is't, knave?
Se)~v. An hour before I came, the duchessdied.

York. God for his mercy! what a tide of woes
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once 1

I know not what to do :— I would to God,—
\

So my untruth had not provok"d him to it,

—

The king had cut offmy head with my brother's.

What, are there no posts despatch'd for

Ireland?—
IIow shall we do for money for these wars?

—

Come, sister,—cousin, I would say,—pray,

pardon me.
Go, fellow \_to the Servant], get thee home,

provide some carts.

And bring away the armour that is there. —
\_Exit Servant.
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Gentlemen, will you go musler men? If I

know
How or which way to order these affairs,

Thus thrust disorderly into my hands,

Never believe me. iioth are my kinsmen :

—

The one 's my .sovereign, whom both my oath

And duty bids defen.l; the other, again.

Is my kinsman, whom tlie king hath wrong'd,

Whom conscience and my kindred bii > right.

Well, somewhat we must do.—Come, cousin,

I '11 [men.
Dispose of you.—Gentlemen, go, muster up your
y\iid meet me presently at Berkley Castle.

1 >hould to Flashy too ;

—

I'lit time will not permit:—all is uneven.
And everything is left at six and seven.

YExeunt YoRK and Queen.
Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to

Ireland,

But none returns. For us to levy power
Proportionable to the enemy
Is all impossible. [Io\'e

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in

Is near the hate of those love not the king.

Bagot. And that 's the wavering commons

:

for their love

Lies in their purses; and whoso empties them.
By so niuch fdls their hearts with deadly hate.

Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally

condeinn'd.

Fagot. Ifjudgment lie in them, then so do we.
Because we ever have been near the king.

Gftcn. Well, I will for refuge straight to

Bristol Castle:

The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. [oflSce

Bushy. Thither will I with you : for little

Tile hateful commons will perform for us,

Except like curs to tear us all to pieces.—

•

W lii you go along with us?
Bagot. No ; I will to Ireland to his majesty.

I^uewell : if heart's presages be not vain.

We three here part that ne'er shall meet again.

Bushy. That 's as York thrives to beat back
Bolingbroke. [takes

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he under-
I- numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry:
\\ l;ere one on his side fights, thousands will fl)'.

I'.iiewell at once,—for once, for all, and ever.

Bushy. Well, we may meet again.

Bagot. I fear me, never. [Exeunt.

Scene III.— The Wilds in Glostershire.

Enter BOLINGBROKE and NOIiTHUMEER-
LAND, with Forces.

Baling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley
now?

North. Believe me, noble lord,

I am a stranger here in Glostershire:

These high wild hills and rough uneven ways
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome;
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar,
Making the hard way sweet and delectable.

But I bethink me what a weary way
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold will be found
In Rossand Willoughby, wanting yourcompany,
Which, I protest, hath very much beguil'd
The tediousness and process of my travel

:

But theirs is sweeten'd with the hope to have
The present benefit which I possess;
And hope to joy is little less in joy
Than hope enjoy'ti: by this the weary lords
Shall make their way seem short ; as mine hath

done
By sight of what I have, your noble company.

Baling. Of nuich less value is my company
Than your good words.—But who comes here?

i\orth. It is my son, young Harry Percy,
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever.

Enter Harry Percy.

Harry, how fares your uncle?
Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have

learned his health of you.
North. Why, is he not with the queen?
Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook

the court.

Broken his staff of office, and dispers'd
The household of the king.

North. What was his reason ?

He was not so resolv'd when last we spake to-

gether.

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed
traitor.

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg,
To offer service to the Duke of Hereford;
And sent me o'er by Berkley, to discover
What power the Duke of York had levied there

;

Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg.
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Here-

ford, boy? [forgot
Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is not

\\liich ne'er I did remember : to my knowledge,
I never in my life did look on him.
North. Then learn to know him now; this

is the duke. [service,

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young;
Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm
To more approved service and desert. [sure

Baling. I thank thee, gentle Percy; and be
I count myself in nothing else so happy
As in a soul remembering my go<5d friends;

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love.

\

Mi
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Il sh.ill be still thy true love's recompence:
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus

seals it.

Norlh. 1 low far is it to Berkley ? and what stir

Keeps good old York there with his men of war?
Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft

of trees, [heard

:

Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have
And in it are the Lords of Vork, Berkley, and

Seymour,—
None else of name and noble estimate.

Norlli. Here come tlie Lxjrds of Ross and
Willoughby,

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste.

Enter Ross and WiLLOUGHBy.

Baling. Welcome, my lords. I wot your
love pursues

A banish'd traitor: all my treasury

Is yet but unfclt thanks, which, more enrich'd.

Shall be your love and labour's recompence.
Ross. Your presence makes us rich, most

noble lord. [attain it.

IVillo. And far surmounts our labour to

BoHng. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of

the poor

;

Wiich, till my infant fortune comes to years,

Siands for my bouni)'.—But, who comes here?
North. It is my Lord of Berkley, as I guess.

Enter Berkley.

Bc7-k. My Lord of Hereford, my message is

to 5'ou.

Baling. My lord, my answer is—to Lancaster;
And I am come to seek tliat name in England

;

And I must find that title in your tongue,
Before I make reply to aught you say.

Bcr/c. Mistake me not, my lord; 'tis not my
meaning

To raze one title of your honour out:

—

To you, my lord, I come,—what lord you will,

—

From the most gracious regent of this land.

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on
To take advantage of the absent time,

And fright our native peace with self-born arms.
Baling. I shall not need transport my words

by you

;

Here comes his grace in person.

Enter York, attended.

My noble uncle ! [A'lieels.

York. Show me thy humble heart, and not
thy knee,

Whose duty is deceivable and false.

Baling. My gracious uncle !

—

York. Tut, tut

!

Grace me no grace, nor uncie me no uncle

:

I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word—grace,

In an ungracious mouth is but profane.

Why have those banish'd and forbidden legs

Dar'd once to touch a dust of England's ground ?

But, then, more why,—why have they dar'd to

march
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom.
Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war
And os,t=ntation of despised arms?
Com'st thou because the anointed king is hence?
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind,

And in my loyal bosom lies his power.
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth

As when brave Gaunt thy father, and myself,

Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of

men.
From forth the ranks of many thousand French,

O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine,

Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee.

And minister correction to thy fault! [fault;

Baling. My gracious uncle, let me know my
On what condition stands it and wherein?

York. Even in condition of the worst degree,—
In gross rebellion and detested treason:

Thou art a banish'd man ; and here art come
Before the expiration of thy time,

In braving arms against th)' sovereign.

Baling. As I was banish'd, I was banish'd

Hereford ;

But as I come, I come for LaTicaster.

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye:

You are my father, for methinks in you
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father.

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn'd
A wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties

riuck'd from my arms perforce, and given away
To upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born?
If that my cousin king be kiiig of England,
It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster.

\'ou have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman

;

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down.
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a fathei.

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay.

I am denied to sue my livery here.

And yet my letters-patents give me leave

:

My father's goods are all distrain'd and sold;

And these and all are all amiss employ'd.

\Yhat would you have me do? I am a subject,

.-\nd challenge law: attorneys are denied me;
And therefore personally I lay my claim

To my inheritance of free descent. [abus'd.

A^orth. The noble duke hath been too much
Ross. It stands your grace upon to do him

right.

VVillo. Base men by his endowments ara

made great.
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\o>k. My lords of England, let me tell you
this:—

I have had feeling of my cousin's wrongs,

And labour'd ail I could to do him right:

But in this kind to come, in braving arms,

Be his own carver, and cut out his way.
To find out right with wrong,— it may not be;

And you that do abet him in this kind

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all.

North. The noble duke hath sworn his

coming is

But for his own ; and for the right of that

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid

;

And let him ne'er see joy that breaks that oath !

York. Well, well, I see the issue of these

arms;

—

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess.

Because my power is weak and all ill left

:

But if I could, by him that gave me life,

I would attach you all, and make you stoop
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king

;

But since I cannot, be it known to you
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ;

—

Unless you please to enter in the castle.

And there repose you for this night.

Bjling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept

:

But we must win your grace to go with us

To Bristol Castle, which they say is held

By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices.

The caterpillars of the commonwealth.
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away.

York. It may be I will go with you :—but

yet I '11 pause

;

For I am loth to break our countr)''s laws.

Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you arc

:

Things past redress are now with me past care.

\_Exeu7ii.

Scene IV.

—

A Camp in Wales,

Enler Salisbury and a Captain.

Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay'd

ten days,

And hardly kept our countrymen together,

And yet we hear no tidings from the king

;

Therefore we will disperse ourselves: farewell.

Sal. Stay yet another day, tliou trusty

Welshman

:

The king reposeth all his confidence
In thee. [not stay.

Cap. 'Tis thought the king is dead ; we will

The bay trees in our country all are wither'd,

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ;

The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth,

And lean-look'd prophets whisper fearful

change; [leap,

—

Rich men look sad, and rufiians dance and

The one in fear to lose what they enjoy.
The other to enjoy by rage and war

:

These signs forerun the death or [a\\ of kings.

—

I'arewell : our countrymen are gone and fled,

As well assur'd Richard their king is dead.

{Exit.
Sal. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy

mind,
I see thy glor)', like a shooting star,

I'^all to the base earth from the firmament

!

The sun sets v.'eeping in the lowly west,
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest;
Tliy friends are Hed, to wait upon thy foes;

And crossly to thy good ail fortune goes.

\_E.xil.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Bolingbroke's Cavip al Brislo!.

Enter BoLiNGBROKE, York, Northumber-
land, Percy, Willoughby, Ross: Officers

behind, with BuSHY and Green, prisc?/u'?-s.

Baling. Bring forth these men.

—

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls,

—

Since presently your souls must part yuur
bodies,

—

With too much urging your pernicious lives.

For 'twere no charity ; yet, to wash your blood
From off my hands, here, in the view of men,
I \\\\\ unfold Some causes of your deaths.

Vou have misled a prince, a royal king,

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments,

By you unhappied and disfigur'd clean

:

You have in manner with your sinful hours
Made a divorce betwi.xt his queen and him

;

Broke the possession of a royal bed.

And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's checks
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul

wrongs.
Myself,—a prince by fortune of my birth,

Near to the king in blood, and near in love

Till you did make him misinterpret mc,

—

Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries.

And sigh'd my English breath in foreign clouds,
Eating the bitter bread of banishment

;

Whilst you have fed upon my signories,

Dispark'd my parks, and fell'd my forest-woods.

From my own windows torn my household
coat,

Raz'd out my impress, leaving me no sign,

Save men's opinions and my living blood.

To show the world I am a gentleman.
This and much more, much more than twice

all this.

Condemns you to the death.-—See them de-

liver'd over

To execution and the hand of death.
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Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death

to me [well.

Than Bolinijbroke to England.—Lords, fare-

Gr,:en. Aly comfort is, that heaven will take

our souls,

And plague injustice with the pains of hell.

Boluig. My Lord Northumberland, see them
dcspatch'd.

\Exeunt North, and olhers, with Prisoners.

Uncle, you say the queen is at your house;

Fcr God's sake, fairly let her be entreated

:

Tell her I send to her my kind commends;
Take special care my i;reetings be deliver'd.

York. A gentleman of mine I Lave despatch'd

With letters of your love to her at large.

Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle.—Come, lords,

away,
To fight with Glendower and his complices:

Awhile to work, and after holiday. S^Exeiiiit.

SctCNE \\.— The Coast of WALE'S. A Castle

in view.

Flourish; drums and trwnpets. Enter King
Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle,
Al'MERLE, a«(/ Soldiers.

K. Rich. Barkloughly Castle call they this

at hand?
Audi. Yea, my lord. How brooks your

grace the air.

After your late tossing on the breaking seas?

K. Rich. Needs must 1 like it well: I weep
for joy

To stand upon my kingdom once again.

—

Dear earth, I do salute tbee with my hand.

Though rebels wound thee with their horses'

hoofs

:

As a long-parted mother with her child

Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in

meeting,

So, weeping-smiling, greet I thee, my earth.

And do thee favour with my royal hands.

I'eed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth,

Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav'nous sense ;

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom.

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way,

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet

Which with usurping steps do trample thee:

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies

;

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower,

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder.

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch

Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies.—

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords:

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones

Prove armed .soldiers, ere her native king

Shall falter under foul rebellion's arms

!

Car. Fear not, my lord; that Power that

made you king

Hath power to keep you king in spite of all.

The means that heaven yields must be embrac'd
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would,

And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse.

The proffer'd means of succour and redress.

Aiim. He means, my lord, that we are too

remiss;

Vliilst Bolingbrojce, through our security.

Grows strong and great in substance and in

friends. [thou not

K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin ! know'st

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid

Behind the globe that lights the lower world.

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen.

In murders and in outrage, boldly here;

But when, from under this terrestrial ball.

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines,

And darts his light through every guilty hole,

Then murders, treasons, and detested sins.

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their

backs,

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves?

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,

—

Who all this while hath revell'd in the night.

Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes,—

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east.

His treasons will sit blushing in his face,

\ot able to endure the sight of day.

But self-affrighted tremble at his sin.

Not all the water in the rough rude sea

Can wash the balm from an anointed king

;

The breath of worldly men cannot depose

The deputy elected by the Lord ;

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press'd

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown,

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay

A glorious angel : then, if angels fight, [right

Weak man must fall ; for heaven still guards the

Enter Salisbury.

Welcome, my lord : how far off lies your power?
.$12/. Nor near nor further ofi", my gracious

lord, [tongue,

Than this weak arm : discomfort guides my
.\nd bids me speak of nothing but despair.

One day too late, I fear, my noble lord.

Hath clouded all thy happ)' days on earth:

O, call back yesterday, bid time return.

And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting

men

!

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late,

O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy

state

;

For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead,

Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersd, and lied.
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Aiiin. Comfort, my liege : why iooks your
grace so f ile? [sand men

K. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thou-

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled

;

And, till so iiiuch blood thither come again.

Have I not reason to look pale and dead?

All souls that will be safe fly from my side

;

For time hath set a blot upon my pride, [are.

Audi. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you

K. Rich. I liad forgot myself: am I not king?

Awake, thou sluggard majesty! thou sleep'st.

Is not the king's name forty thousand names?
Arm, arm, ni)- name! a puny subject strikes

At thy great glory.—Look not to the ground,
Ye favourites of a king: are we not high?
High be our thoughts: I know my uncle York
Hath power enough to serve our turn.—But

who comes here?

Enter ScROOP.

Scroop. More health and happiness betide

my liege

Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him.
K. Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart

prepar'd

:

The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold.

Say, is my kingdom lost? why, 'twas my care;
And what loss is it to be rid of care?

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we?
(greater he shall not be; if he serve Clod,

We'll serve him too, and be his fellow so:

Revolt our subjects? that we cannot mend;
They break their faith to God, as well as us:

Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay;
The worst is death, and death will have his day!

Scroop. Glad am I that your highness is so

arm'd
To bear the tidings of calamity.

Like an unseasonable stormy day.
Which makes the silverriversdrown their shores.

As if the world were ail dissolv'd to tears;

So high above his limits swells the rage
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than

steel.

White-beards have arm'd their thin and hair-

less scalps [voices.

Against thy majesty; and boys, with women's
Siiive to speak big, and clap their female joints
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown:
Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows
Of double-fatal yew against thy state ;

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills

Against thy seat : both old and young rebel,

And all goes worse than I have power to tell.

J^. Rich. Too well, loo well thou tellst a

tale so ill.

Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is

Bagol

?

W^hat is become of Bushy, where is Green?
That they have let the dangerous enemy
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps?

If we jirevail, their heads shall pay for it:

I warrant they have made peace with Boling-

broke.

Scroop. Peace have they made with him,
indeed, my lord. [redemption I

A'. Rick. O villains, vipers, damn'd without
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man

!

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting

my lieart ! [Judas!
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war
Upon their spotted souls for this offence

!

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his

properly.

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate:

—

Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands: those whom

you curse

Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound.
And lie full low, grav'd in the hollow ground.

Auin. Is Bushy, Green, and the Elarl of

Wiltshire dead? [heads.

Scroop. Y'ea, all of them at Bristol lost their

Aitm. Where is the duke my father with his

power?
A'. Rich. No matter where;—of comfort, no

man speak

:

Let 's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs;

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.

Let's choose executors, and talk of wills:

.^nd yet not so,—for what can we bequeath,
Save our deposed bodies to the ground?
Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's,
And nothing can we call our own but death,
And that small model of the barren earth
W'hich serves as paste and cover to our bones.
For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground,
And tell sad stories of the death of kings :

—

How some have Vjeen depos'd ; some slain in

war;
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd ;

Some poison'd by their wives; some sleeping
kill'd;

All murder'd :—for w ithin the hollow crown
That rounds the mortal temples of a king
Keeps Death his court ; and there the antic sits.

Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp

;

Allowing him a breath, a little scene.
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks;
Infusing him with self and vain conceit,—
As if this flesh, which walls about our life.
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Were brass impregnable; and humour'd thus,

Comes at the last, and with a little pin

Bores ihrouyh his castle-wall, and—farewell,

king

!

[blood

Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and
With solemn reverence; throw away respect,

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty ;

For you have but mistook me all this while:

I live with bread like you, feel v/ant, taste grief,

Need friends:—subjected thus,

llow can you say to me, I am a king?

Car, My lord, wise men ne'er sit and wail

their woes.

But presently prevent the ways to wail.

To fear the foe, since fear oppresselh strength,

Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe.

And so your follies fight against yourself.

Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come to fight

:

And fight and die is death destroying death
;

\Vhere fearing dying pays death servile breath.

Ai(//i. My father hath a power; inquire of

him

;

And learn to make a body of a limb.

A', /^i'l/i. Thou chid'st me well:—proud

Bolingbroke, I come [doom.

To change blows with thee for our day of

This ague-fit of fear is over-blown ;

An easy task it is to win our own.— [power?

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his

Speak sweetly, man, although Ihy looks be

sour. [sky

Stroop. Men judge by the complexion of the

The state .and inclination of the day:

So may you by my dull and heavy eye.

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say.

I play the torturer, by small and small

To lengthen out the worst that must be

spoken :

—

Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke;

And all your northern castles yielded up,

And all your southern gentlemen in arms
Upon his party.

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough.

—

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth

[7b AU.MERLE.
Of that sweet way I was in to despair

!

What say you now? what comfort have we now?
By heaven, I '11 hate him everlastingly

That bids me be of comfort any more.

Go to Flint Castle: there I '11 pine away;
A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey.

That power I have, discharge ; and let them go
To ear the land that hath some hope to grow.

For I have none :— let no man speak again

To alter this, for counsel is but vain.

Aum. My liege, one word.

K. Rick. He does me double wrong

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.
Discharge my followers: let them hence awa)-.

From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day.

Scene III.—Wales. Before Flint Castle.

Enter, with driivt and colours, Bolingbroki':
atid Forces; YoRK, Northumberla.nd,
and others.

Baling. So that by this intelligence we learn

The Welshmen are dispers'd ; and Salisbury

Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed
With some few private friends upon this coast.

N'orth. The news is very fair and good, my
lord

:

liichard not far from hence hath hid his head.
)'()//'. It would beseem the Lord Northumber-

land

To .say, King Richard:—alack the heav)' day
When such a sacred king should hide his head.

N'orth. Your grace mistakes ; only to be brief.

Left I his title out.

York. The lime hath been,

Would you have been so brief with him, he
would

Have been so brief with you, to shorten you.

For taking so the head, your whole head';

length. [should.

Baling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you
York. Take not, good cousin, further than

you should, [head.s.

Lest you mistake: the heavens are o'er our

Baling. I know it, uncle; and oppose not

myself
Against their will.—But who comes here?

Enter Percy.

Well, Harry: what, will not this castle yield?

Percy. The castle royally is mann'd, my lord,

Against thy entrance.

Baling. Royally

!

Why, it contains no king?
Percy. Yes, my good lord.

It doth contain a king; King Richard lies

Within the limits of yond lime and stone:

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord
Salisbury,

Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergjTnan

Of holy reverence, who I cannot learn.

N'orth. O, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle.

Baling. Noble lord,

[To Northumberland.
Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ;

Through brazen tnnnpet send the breatli of parle

Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver:

—

Harry Bolingbroke
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On both his knees doth kiss King Richard's
hand,

And sends allegiance and true faith of heart

To his most royal person ; hither come
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power,
Provided that, my banishment repeal d,

And lands restored again, be freely granted :

If not, I '11 use the advantage of my power.

And lay tiie summer's dust with showers of blood
Rain'd from the wounds of slaughter'd English-

men;
The which, how far off from the mind of

Boiingbroke

It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench
The fresh green lap of fair King Richard's land,

My stooping duty tenderly shall show.
Go, signify as much, while here we march
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain.

—

[KoRTH.adz'ances to the Castle, with a
trumpet.

Let's march without the noise of threat'ning

drum,
That from the caotles tatter'd battlements
Our fair appointments may be well perus'd.

Methinks King Richard and myself should meet
With no less terror than the elements
Of fire and water, when their thund'ring shock
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.
Be he the fire, I '11 be the yielding water

:

The rage be his, wliile on the earth I rain

Wy waters,—on the earth, and not on him.
March on, and mark King Ricliard how he looks.

A park sounded, and answered by another
tninipet within. Flourish. Enter on the

walls King Rich.ard, the Bishop of Car-
lisle, AuMERLE, Scroop, aW Salisbury.

See, see. King Richard doth himself appear.
As doth the blushing discontented sun
From out the fiery portal of the east.

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent
To dim his glory, and to stain the track
Of his bright passage to Ine Occident. [eye.

York. Yet looks he like a king: behold, his

As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth

Controlling majesty:—alack, alack, for woe,
That any harm should stain so fair a show

!

K. Rich. We are amaz'd ; and thus long have
we stood

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,
\_To Northumberland.

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king :

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget

To pay their awful duty to our presence?
If we be not, show us the hand of God
That hath dismissed us from our stewardship

;

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone

Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre,

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp.

And though you think that all, as you have done.
Have torn their souls by turning them from us,

And we are barren and bereft ot friends;

Yet know,—my master, God omnipotent.
Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf,

.-Vrmies of pestilence ; and they shall strike

Your children yet imborn and unbcgot,
That lift your vassal hands against my head.
And threat the glory of my precious crown.
Tell Boiingbroke,-—for yond melhinks he is,

—

That every stride he makes upon my land
Is dangerous treason : he is come to ope
The purple testament of bleeding war

;

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace.

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers' sons
Shall ill become the flower of England's face,

Change the complexion of nor maid-pale peace
To scarlet indignation, and bedew
Her pastures' grass with faithful English blood.

North. The king of heaven forbid our lord the

king
Should so with civil and uncivil arms
Be rush'd upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin,

I iarry Boiingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand

;

And by the honourable tomb he swears.

That stands upon your royal grandsire's bones,
And by the royalties of botli your bloods,

—

Currents that spring from one most gracious

head,

—

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt,
.\nd by the worth and honour of himself.

Comprising all that may be sworn or said,

—

His coming hither hath no further scope
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees:
\Vhich on thy royal party granted once.

His glittering arms he will commend to rust.

His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart

To faithful service of your majesty.

This swears he, as he is a prince, is just

;

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him.
K. Rich. Northumberland, say thus the king

returns :

—

His noble cousin is right welcome hither;

-And all the number of his fair demands
Shall be accomplish'd without contradiction;

With all the gracious utterance thou hast

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.

—

We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not,

[7<? AU MERLE.
To look so poorly, and to speak so fair?

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send
Defiance to the traitor, and so die?

Aum. No, good my lord ; let 's fight with
gentle words
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rill lime lend friends, and friends iheir helpful

swords.

K. Kick. O God, O God ! that e'er this tongue
of mine,

That laid the sentence of dread banishment
Kiw yond proud man, should take it off again

With words of sooth ! O t!iat I were as great

As is my grief, or lesser t'naii my name

!

Or that I could forget what I have been

!

Or not remember wha*: I must be now!
Swell'st thou, proud r.tart? I "11 give thee scope

to beat.

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and'me.

Aiiin. Northumberland comes back from
H(jlingbroke.

K. Rich. What must the king do now? must
he submit?

The king shall do it: must he be depos'd?

The king shall be contented : must he lose

The name of king? o' God's name, let it go:

I '11 give my jewels for a set of beads,

My gorgeous palace for a hermitage.

My gay apparel for an alms-man's gown,
My ligur'd goblets for a dish of wood,
My sceptre for a palmer's walking staff,

My subjects for a pair of carved saints,

And my large kingdom for a little grave,

A little little grave, an obscure grave;

—

Or I '11 be buried in the king's highway,

Some way of common trade, where subjects' feet

May hourly trample on their sovereign's head ;

For on my heart they tread now whilst I live;

And buried once, why not upon my head?

—

Aumerle, thou weep'st,—my tender-hearted

cousin !

—

We '11 make foul weather with despised tears

;

Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer corn,

And make a dearth in this revolting land.

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes.

And make some pretty match with shedding

tears?

As thus;—to drop them still upon one place.

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves

Within tlie earth; and, therein laid,—there lies

Two kinsmen digg'd their graves with weeping

eyes.

Would not this ill do well?—Well, well, I see

I talk but idly, and you mock at me.

—

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland,

What says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty

Give Richard lea\'e to live till Richard die?

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay.

North. My lord, in the base court he doth

attend [down ?

To speak with you ;—may it please you to come

K. Rich. Down, down I come; like glister-

ing Phaeton,

Wanting the manage of unruly jades.

LNORTt£. retires to BoLlNG.
In the base court? Base court, where kings

grow base.

To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace.

In the base court? Comedown? Down, court

!

down, king

!

For night-owls shriek where mounting larks

should sing. [Exetnitfrom aboz<e.

Boling. What says his majesty?
Nort',. Sorrow and grief of heart

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man:
Yet he is come.

Enter KiiNG Richard, and his Attendants,
be/ozv.

Boling. Sland all apart.

And show fair duty to his majesty.

—

My gracious lord,

—

[K'neeling.

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debaseyour princely

knee
To make the base earth proud with kissing it:

Me rather had my heart might feel your love

Than my unpleas'd eye see your courtesy.

Up, cousin, up;—your heart is up, I know.
Thus high at least {touching his own hecui], al-

though your knee be low. [own.

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine
A'. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours,

and all. [lord,

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted

As my true service shall deserve your love.

A'. Rich. Well you deserve:—they well de-

serve to have

That know the strong'st and surest; way to get.

—

Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ;

Tears show their love, but vs'anl their remedies.—
Cousin, I am too young to be your father.

Though you are old enough to be my heir.

What you will have, I '11 give, and willing too;

For do we must what force will have us do.

—

Set on towards London :—cousin, is it so?

Boling. Yea, my good lord.

A'. Rich. Then I must not say no.

{Floiin'sh. Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Langley. The Duke of York's
Garden.

Enter the Queen and tzvo Ladies.

Queen. \Miat sport shall we devise here in

this garden,

To drive away the heavy thought of care?

I Lady. Madam, we '11 play at bowls.

Queen. 'Twill make me think

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune

Runs against the bias.

• ^
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I Lady. Madam, we'll dance.

I Queen. My legs can keep no measure in de-

I

"t^ht,
' AMicn my poor heart no measure keeps in grief:

Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport.

I Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales.

Queen. Of sorrow or of joy?

I Lady. Of either, madam.

I

Queen. Of neither, girl

:

I

For if of joy, being altogether wanting,

i
It doth remember me the more of sorrow

;

! Or if of grief, being altogether had,

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy:

For what I have, I need not to repeat

;

And what I want, it boots not to complain.

1 Lady. Madam, I '11 sing.

Queen. 'Tis well that thou hast cause;

But thou shouldst please me better wouldst thou

wc'jp. [you good.

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do
Queen. And I could weep, would weeping do

Tne good.

And never borrow any tear of thee.

—

But st-ay, here come the gardeners:
' Let's step into the shadow of these trees.

; My wretchedness unto a row of pins,
' They'll talk of state; for every one doth so

Against a change : woe is forerun with woe.

[Queen and Ladies retire.

Enter a Gardener and tiijo Servants.

Card. Go, bind thou up yond dangling apri-

cock'..

Which, like \inruly children, make their sire

Sloop with oppression of their prodigal weight :

Give some supportance to the ben(Hng twigs.

—

Go thou, and hke an executioner

I Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays,

i That look too lofty in our commonwealth

:

I All must be even in our government.

—

j

Vou thus employ'd, I will go root away
! The noisome weeds, that without profit suck

I

The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers.

I Serv. Why j^hould we, in the compass of a

pale.

Keep law and form and due proportion,

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate.

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land.

Is full of weeds; her fairest flowers chok'd up,

Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges niin'd,

I

Her knots disorder'd, and her ^\'holesome herbs

Swarming with caterpillars?

)
Card. Hold thy peace:

—

He that hath suffer'd this disorder'd spring
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf:

The weeds that his broad-spreading leaves did

shelter.

That seem'd in eating him to hold him up.
Are pluck'd up root and all by Bolingbrokc,

—

I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green.
I Se?-v. What, are they dead?
Gard. They are; and Bolingbroke

Hath seiz'd tlie wasteful king.—Oh! what piiy

is it

That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his laid
As we this garden ! We at time of year
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fniit-tiees,

Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood.
With too much richness it confound itself:

Had he done so to great and growing men,
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taste
Their fruits of duty. Superfluous branches
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live:

Had he done so, himself had borne tlie crown,
Wliich waste of idle hours hath quite thrown

down.
1 Sen'. What, think you, then, the king shall

be depos'd?
Card. Depress'd he is already ; and depos'd

Tis doubt he will be: letters came last night
To a dear friend of the good Duke of Voik's,
That tell black tidings.

Queen. O, 1 am. press'd to death ihrougli want
of speaking !

—

Thou, old Adam's likeness {comingfoy-wardzvilJi
Ladies], set to dress this garden.

How dares thy harsh-rude tongue sound thei'3

unpleasing news?
What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee
To make a second fall of cursed man?
Why dost thou say King Richard is depos'd?
Dar'st thou, thou little better thing than earth.

Divine his downfall? Say, where, when, and
how [wretcli.

Cam'st thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou
Gard. Pardon me, madam: little joy have I

To breathe these news; yet what I say is true.

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold
Of Bolingbroke: their fortunes both ars

weigh'd

:

In your lord's scale is nothing but himself.

And some few vanities that make him light;

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke,
Besides himself, are all the English peers,

And with that odds he weighs King Richard
down.

Post you to London, and you'll find it so;

I speak no more than every one doth know.
Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so liL:ht

of foot.

Doth not thy embassage belong to me.
And am I last that knows it? O, tliou i!iii.k"s»

To serve me last, that I may longest keep
Thy sorrow in my breast.—Come, ladies, go
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1\> meet at London London's king in woe.

—

\\ !iat, was I born lo this, that my sad look

Slioiild ijrace the triumph of great Bolingbroke?

(l.udciiL'r, for Iclliug nie this news of woe,

I would the plants thou grafl'sl may never grow.

{Exetitii Queen atid Ladies.

Gild. Poor queen ! so that thy state might

be no worse,

I would my skill were subject to thy curse.

—

I lore did she fall a tear; here, in this place,

I "II set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace

:

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen,

In the remembrance of a weeping queen.
[Exeiml.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

London. Westminster Nail. The

Lo7-ds spiritual on the right side of the throne ;

the Lords temporal 07i the left ; the Commons
bcloiv.

Enter BOLINGBROKE, AUMERLE, SURKEY,
Northumberland, Percy, Fitzwater,
another Lord, the Bishop of Carlisle, the

Abbot of Westminster, and Attendants.

Officers behind, with Bagot.

Poling. Call forth Bogot.—
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind;
What thou dost know of noble Gloster's death ;

W ho wrought it with the king, and who per-

form'd
Th,* bloody ofhce of his timeless end.

Bagot. Then set before my face the Lord
Aumerle. [that man.

Baling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, 1 know your

daring tongue

Scorns to unsay what once it hath dcliver'd.

In that dead time when Gioster's death was
plotted

I heard you say,

—

Is not my arm of length.

That rcachcth from the restful English Court

As far as Calais, to my uncle's head?
A:r.ongst much other talk, that very time,

I lieard you .say tliat you had rather refuse

The offer of an hundred thousand crowns
I'han Bolingbroke's return to England

;

Adding withal, how blest this land would be
In this your cousin's deatli.

Aum. Princes, and noble lords,

What answer shall I make to this base man ?

Siiall I so much dishonour my fair stars,

Oa equal terms to give him chastisement.?

Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd

V/iih the attainder of his slanderous lips.

—

1 xiere is my gage, the manual seal of death,

That marks thee out for hell: I say, thou licst

And will maintain what thou hast said is false

f

In thy heart-blood, though being all too base
\

To slain the tempei of my knightly sword. ?

Baling. Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not takf

it up. [I'ti.

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were th'

In all this presence that hath moved nie so.

Filz. If that thy valour stand on sympathy, ,1

There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage lo thine; <

By that fair sun that shows me where thoi i

stand'st, (it

I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak's

That thou werl cause of noble Gioster's <k'alh :

If thou deny'st it twenty times, thou liest;

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart,

\Vherc it was forged, with my rapier's point, ii

Aum. Thou darst not, coward, live to set

that day. [hour
Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were ihij

Aiim. Fitzv/ater, thou art damn'd to hell ('.j

this. [trutl

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is a:t

In this appetd as thou art all unjust; ;

And that thou art so, there I throw my gage,
\

To prove it on thee to the extremest point

Of mortal breathing: seize it, i( thou dar'st.

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot ofT.

And never brandish more revengeful steel

Over the glittering helmet of my fr.e!

Lord. I task the earth to the like, forsworr

Aumerle;
And spur thee on with full as many lies

.\.s may be holla'd in thy treacherous car

From sun to sun : there is my honour's pawn

;

Engage it to t'ne trial, if thou dar'st.

Aum. W'ho sets me else? by heaven, I 'II

throw at all

:

I have a thousand spirits in one breast.

To answer twenty thousand such as you. [v.x-ll

Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember
The very time .\umerle and you did talk.

Fitz. 'Tis vei7 true: you were in presenc
then

;

And you can witness with me this is true.

Surrey. As faise, by heaven, as heaven itself

is true.

Fitz. Surrey, thou liest.

Stcrrey. Dishonourable boy!
That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword
That it shall render vengeance and revenge
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie

In earth as quiet as thy father's skull

:

In proof whereof, there is mine honour's pawn ;

Engage it to t'ne trial, if thou dai-'st. [horse!

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward.

If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live
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, I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness,

And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies,

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith.

To tie thee to my strong correction.

—

As I intend to thrive in this new world,

I Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal

:

:; Besides, I heard the banish'd Norfolk say

That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men
To execute the noble duke at Calais, [a gage,

i Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with

j That Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this,

\ If he may be repeal'd, to try his honour, [gage

! Baling. These differences shall all rest under

I

Till Norfolk be ref>eal'd: repeal'd he shall be,

I

And, though mine enemy, restor'd again

I

To all his lands and signories : when he 's re-

turn'd,

Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial.

Car. That honourable day shall ne'er be
seen.—

' Many a time liath banish'd Norfolk fought

For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field.

Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross

Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens:
And toifd with works ol' war, relir'd himself

To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave
His body to that pleasant country's earth,

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ,

Under whose colours he had fought so long.

I Baling. Why, bishop, is N(M'foIk dead?

j
Car. As surely as I live, my lord.

I Baling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul

to the bosom
Of good old Abraham !— Ix)rds appellants,

Your diiTcrences shall all rest under gage
Till we assign you to your days of trial.

j

Enter York, attended.

I York. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to
' thee [soul

From plume-pluck'd Richard ; who with willing

! Adopts thee heir, and his higli sceptre yields

To the possession of thy royal hand:
Ascend his throne, descending now from him,

—

'And long live Henry, of that name the fourth!

Baling. In God's name, 1 11 ascend the regal

throne.

Car. Marry-, God forbid !-

iWorst in this royal presence may I speak,
Vet best beseeming me to speali the truth.

Would God that any in this nnl.ile presence
Were enough noble to be u]Jiight judge
'Of noble Richard ! then true nobless would
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wr<jrg.

iVVhat subject can give sentence on his king?
!And who sits here that is not Richard's subject?

Thieves are not judg'd but they are by to hear.

Although apparent guilt be seen in them

;

And shall the figure of God's majesty,
His captain, steward, deputy elect.

Anointed, crowned, [jiantcd many years.
He judg'd by suliject and inferior breath,
And he himself not present? O, forfend it, God,
That, in a Christian climate, .souls refin (i

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed I

i speak to subjects, and a subject speaks,

Stirr'd up by God, thus boldly for his king.

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king.
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king;
And if you crown him, let me prophesy,

—

The blood of English shall manure the ground,
.'Vnd future ages groan for this foul act

;

Peace shall go sleep with TurlvS and infidels.

And in this scat of peace tumultuous wars
Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound;
I>isoi-der, horror, fear, and mutiny.
Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd

The field of Golgotha and dead men's skulls.

Or, if you raise this house against this house,
It will the wocfullest division prove
That ever fell upon this cursed earth,

I'levenl, resist it, let it not be so.

Lest child, child's children, cry against you woe!
JVort/i. Well have you argu'd, sir; and, ios

your pains,

Of capital treason we arrest you here.

—

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge
To keep him safely tiU his day of trial.^
May 't please you, lords, to grant the common^

suit?

Baling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common
view

1 Fe may surrender ; so we shall proceed
Without suspicion.

York. I will be his conduct. [Exit.

Baling. Lords, you that are here under our

arrest,

Procure your sureties for your days of answer.

—

Little are we beholden to your love,

[To Carlisle.
And little look'd for at your helping hands.

Re-enter York, wiik King Richard, and
Officers hearing the crown, &'c.

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king.

Before I have shook off the regal thoughts

Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have

learn'd

To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs:

Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me
To this submission. Yet I well remember
The favours of these men : were they not mine?
Did they not sometime crj'. All hail ! to me''

So Judas did to Christ: but he, in twelve,
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Found truth in all but one; I, in twelve thou-

sand, none.

God save the king!—Will no man say amen?
Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen,

(jod save the king ! although I be not he;

And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me.

—

To do what service am I sent for hither?

K<j/-/t. To do that office of thine own good-

will

Which tired majesty did make thee offer,—

The resignation of thy state and crown
lo Henry Holingbroke.

A'. A'/r/i. Give me the crown.—Here,cotisin,

seize the crown ;

On this side my hand, and on that side yours.

Now is this golden crown like a deep well

That owes two buckets, filling one another;

The emptier ever dancing in the air.

The other down, unseen, ard full of water:

Tliat bucket down and full of tears am I,

l)i inking my griefs, whilst you mount up on

high. [resign.

Bo/i/ii;. I thought you had been willing to

A'. A'/ck. My crown I am; but still my griefs

are mine

:

You may my glories and my state depose,

liu! not my griefs; still am I king of those.

BoIiiiQ. I'art of your cares you give me with

your crown.

K. Rhh. Your cares set up do not plurk

my cares down.
My care is, loss of care, by f)Id care done;
'v'out care is, gain of c:'.re, by new care won :

The cares I give, I have, though given away ;

They tend the crown, yet still with me tl\ey

stay. [crown?

Bolint;. Are you contented to resign the

K. Rich. Ay, no ;—no, ay ; for I miist

nothing be

;

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee.

Now mark me, how I will undo myself:—
] give this heavy weight from off my head,

A;id this unwieldy sceptre from my hand.
Tile pride of kingly sway from out my heart

;

With mine own tears I wash away my balm.

With mine own hands I give away my crown.
With mine own tongue deny my sacred it:ite,

^Vith mine own breath release all duty's rites:

All pomp and majesty I do forswear

;

My manors, rents, revenues I forego

;

My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny:
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me !

God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee

!

^lake me, that nothing have, with nothing
griev'd.

And thou with all pleas'd, that hast all achiev'd !

Lonj; mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sil.

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pii

!

God save King Henry, unking'd Richard says,

And send him many years of sunshine days !

—

What more remains?
North. No more, but that you read

[ Offering a paper.

These accusations, and these grievous crimes

Committed by your person and your followers

.\gainst the slate and profit of this land ;

That, by confessing them, the souls of men
.May deem that you are worthily depos'd.

K. Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel out

My weav'd-up follies? Gentle Northumberland,
If thy offences were upon record.

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop

To read a lecture of them? If thou wouldst.

There shouldst thou find one ln.-inous article,

—

Containing the deposing of a king.

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,

—

Murk'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of

heaven :--

Nay, all of you that stand and look upon.

Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself,

—

T\iough some of you, with Pilate, wash your

hands.

Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates

Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross,

And water cannot wash away your sin.

North. My lord, despatch ; read o'er these

articles. [see:

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot

And yet salt water blinds them not so much
P>ut they can see a sort of traitors here.

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself,

I find myself a traitor with the rest ;

For I have given here my soul's consent

To undeck the pompous body of a king ;

Make glory base, and sovereignty a slave,

Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant.

North. My lord,— [suiting man,
K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught in-

Nor no man's lord ; I have no name, no title,

—

No, not that name was given me at the font,

—

But 'tis usurp'd :—alack the heavy day.

That I have worn so many winters out,

.^nd know not now what name to call myself!

O that I were a mockery-king of snow.

Standing before the sun of Bolingljroke,

To melt myself away in water-drops!

—

Good king,—great king,—and yet not greatly

good,

—

.•\nd if my word be sterling yet in England,

Let it command a mirror hither straight,

That it may show me what a face I have,

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty.

Boling. Go some of you and fetch a looking-

glass. \_Exit an Attendant.
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Notih. Read o'er this paper while the glass

doth come. [to hell

!

K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment'stme ere I come
Holing. Urge it no more, my Lord Northum-

berland, [fied.

North. The commons will not, then, be satis-

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied: I'll read
enough,

VATien I do see the very book indeed
Wliere all my sins are writ, and that 's myself.

l\c-cntcr Attendant with a glasi.

Give me the glass, and therem will I read. -

No deeper wrmkles yet? hath sorrow struck

So many blows upon this face of mine.
And made no deeptr-r wounds?—O flatteriiii;

glass,

Like to my followers in prosperity,

Thou dost beguile me! VV;is this face the face

Tliat every day under his household roof

Did keep ten thousand men ? Was this the face

That, like the sun, did make beholders wink?
Was this the face that-fac'd so many follies,

And was at last out-fac'd by Bolingbroke?
A brittle glory shineth in this face:

As brittle as the glory is the face;

^Dashes the glass against the ground.
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers.

—

Milk, silent king, the moral of this sport,

—

ilow soon my sorrow hath destroy'd my face.

Baling. The shadow of your sorrow hath
deslrrjy'd

The shadow of your lace.

K. Rich. Say that again.

The shadow of my sorrow? Ma! let's see:

—

'Tis very true, my grief lies all within
;

.\nd these external manners of laments
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief

That swells with silence in the tortur'd soul

;

There lies the substance: and I thank thee, king.
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'st

Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way
How to lament the cause. I '11 beg one boon,
And then be gone and trouble you no more.
Shall I obtain it?

Baling. Name it, fair cousin.

A'. Rich. Fair cousin ! \Vhy, I am greater
than a king:

For when I was a Idng, my flatterers

Were then but subjects ; being now a subject,

I have a king here to my flatterer.

Being so great, I have no need to beg.

Poling. Yet ask.

I\. Rich. And shall I have?
Baling. You shall.

/' Rich. Then give me leave to go.

Baling. Whither?

453

K. RiJi. Whither you will, so 1 v. ere iiom
your sights. [Tower.

Boling. Go, some of you convey him to tlie

K. Rich. 0,good! Convey?—conveyers are
you all.

That rise thus nimbly by a true king's fall.

YExennt K. Rich., some Lords, and a Guard.
Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly set

down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves.
[Exeunt all but the AunoT of Westminster,

Bishop ok Carlisle, «;;(/ Aumekle.
Abbot. A woehi! pageant have we here beheld.
Car. The woe 's to come ; the children yel un-

born.

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn.
.Aiiin. \'ou holy clergymen, is there no plot

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot?
Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein,

\'ou shall not only take the sacrament
To bury mine intents, but also to effect

Whatever I shall hapjien to devise.

I see your brows are full of discontent,
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears:

Come home witli me to supper; I will lay

A plot shall show us all a merry day. [LACiait.

ACT V.

Scene I.—London. A Street icading to the

Tower.

Enter (^ueen and Ladies.

Queen. This way the king will come; this i-»

the wa)'

To Julius Caesar's ill-erectcd tower.

To whose flint bosom my cinidcunied lord

Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke:
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth

Have any resting for her true king's queen.

—

But soft, but see, or rather do not see.

My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold.

That 5'ou in pity may dissolve to dew,
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears.

Enter King Richard fl;;^/ Guards.

.\h, thou, the model where old Troy did stand

;

Thou map of honour; thou King Richard's tomb.
And not King Richard; thou most beauteous

inn,

Whyshouldhard-favour'd grief be Indg'd in thee,

When triumph is become an alehouse guest?

A'. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do
not so.

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul.

To think our former slate a happ\- di-rnm :

i'"iv-i. v.luch awak'd, the truLli ol vsiiat. tvc are
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Shows us but this: I am sworn brother, sweet,

To griin Necessity; and he and 1 [France,

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to

And cloister thee in some religious house

:

Our holy lives must win a nc%v world's crown,

Wliich our profane hours here have stricUcr,

down. [and mind
Queen. What, is my Richard bo'.h in shape

Tr.uisfoiin'd and weaken'd ? I lath Bolinghroke

Dcpos'd thine intellect? Hath he been in thy

heart ?

The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw,

And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with^rage

'i\) be o'erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pupil-like,

Take thy correction nlildly, kiss the rod,

And fawn on rage with liase humility,

Wiiich art a lion and a king of beasts?

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed ; if aught

but beiLsls,

I hid been still a happy king of men.
God sometime queen, prepare thee hence for

France

:

Think I am dead; and that even here thou tak'st,

As from my death-bed, my last living leave.

\.\ winter's tedious nights sit by the fire

With good old folks, and let theni toll thee tales

Of woeful ages long ago betid ;

And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their grief

Tel! thou the lamentable tale of me.

And send the hearers weeping to their beds:

r,)r why, the senseless brands will sympathize

The heavy accent of thy moving tongue,

And in compassion weep the fire out

;

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black,

i' or the deposing of a rightful king.

Enter NORTHUMBERLA.Nn attefidcd.

North. My lord, the mind of Bolinghroke i?

ch.^ng'd

;

\'ou must to l^omfret, not unto the Tower.

—

i\\v\, madam, there is order ta'en for you;
Willi all .swift speed you must away to France,

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder

vvherewiihal

The mounting Bolinghroke ascends my throne.

The time shall not be many hours of age
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head.
Shall break into corruption: thou shalt think.

Though he divide the realm, and give thee half,

It is too li'.tle, helping him to all ; [the way
And he shall think that thou, which know'sl
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again,

Being ne'er so little urg'd, another way
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne.

Tlie love of wicked friends converts to fear

;

That fear to hate ; and hate turns one or both

To worthy danger and deserved death.

North. My guilt be on my head, and ihcre

an end. [with.

Take leave, and part; for you must part forth-

K. Rich. Doubly divorc'd!—Bad men, ye

violate

A twofold marriage,
—

'twixt my crown and me,
.And then betwixt me and my married wiie.

—

Let me unkiss tlie oath 'twixt thee and me

;

.\nd yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made.

—

Part us, Northumberland; I towards the north.

Where shivering cold and sickness pines the

clime; [pomp.
My wife to France, from whence, set forlh in

She came adorned hither like sweet May,
Sent back like Hallowmas or short'st of day,

Qiuen. And must we be divided? must we
p>art?

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and
heart from heart. [me.

Qiieen. Banish us both, and send thekingwilh
North. That were some love, but little policy.

Qtuen. Then whither he goes thither let me
go. [woe.

K. Rich. So two, together weeping, makeone
Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ;

Better far off than near, be ne'er the near.

Go, count thy way with sighs; I, mine with

groans. [moans.

Queen. So longest way shall have the longest

K. Rich. Twice for one step 1 '11 groan, the

way being short.

And piece the way out with a heav)' heart.

Come, come, in wooing sorrow let's be brief.

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief.

One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly
part ;

Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart.

[The^• kiss.

Qmen. Give me mine own j^ain; 'twere no
good part

To take on me to keep and kill thy heart.

[ Tkcy kiss again.

So, now I have mine own again, be gone.

That I may strive to kill it with a groan.

A'. Rick. We make woe wanton with this

fond delay :

Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrov,- say.

YE.xcnnt,

Scene H.— The same. A Room in the Dl'KE
OF York's Palace.

Enter YoRK and his DUCHKSS.

Duck. My lord, you told me you would tell

the rest,

When ^^•ecping made you break the slory off

Of our two cousins coming into London.
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yo>-i. Where did I leave?

Duch. At that sad stop, my lord,

Where rude misgovern'd hands from windows'
tops [head.

Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard's
York. Then, as I said, the duke, great

Bolingbroke,

—

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed.

Which his aspiring rider seem'd lo know,

—

With slow but stately pace kept on his course,

While all tongues cried, God save thee, Boling-
broke l

Yoii would have thought the very windows
spake.

So many greedy looks of young and old
Through casements darted their desiring eyes

Upon his visage; and that all the walls

With painted imagery had said at once,

Jesu preserve thee! ivekoine, Bolingbroke

!

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning.

Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed's neck,
Bespake them ihus,

—

I thank you, countrymen:
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along.

Duch. Alas, poor Richard ! where rode he

the whilst?

York. As in a theatre the eyes of men.
After a we!l-grac'd actor leaves the stage,

Are idiy bent on him that enrers next,

Thinking his prattle to be tedious

;

[eyes

Even so, or with much more contempt, men's
Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried, God save

him !

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home:
But dust was throvvn upon his sacred head

;

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,

—

His face still combating with tears and smiles,

The badges of his grief and patience,

—

That had not God, for some strong purpose,

steel'd [melted,
The hearts of men, they must perforce have
And barbarism itself have pitied him.
But heaven hath a hand in these events,

To v,fhose high will we bound our calm contents.

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now,
Whose state and honour I for aye allow.

Ditch. Here comes my son Aumerle.
York. Aumerle that was;

But that is lost for being Richard's friend,

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now:
I am in Parliament pledge for his truth

And lasting fealty to the new-made king.

Enter Aumerle,

Duch. Welcome, my son : who are the violets

now
That strew the green lap of the new-come

spring?

Aum. Madam, 1 know not, nor I greatly
care not

:

God knows I had as lief be none as one.
York. Well, bear you well in this new spring

of time.

Lest you be cropp'd before you come to prime.
What news from Oxford? hold those justs and

triumphs?
Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do.
York. Vou will be there, 1 know.
Aunt. If God prevent it not, 1 purpose so.

York. What seal is that that hangs without
thy bosom?

V'ea, look'st thou pale? let me see the writing.

A7im. My lord, 'tis nothing.

York. No matter, then, who sees it.

[ will be satisfied ; let nie see the writing.

Aum. I do beseech your grace lo pardon me:
It is a matter of small consequence,
Which for some reasons I would not have seen.

York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean
to see.

I fear, I fear,

—

Duch. What should you fear?

Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter"d

into

For gay apparel against the triumph-day.
I York. Bound to himself! what doth he with

a bond
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool.

—

Boy, let me see the writing.

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me j I may
not show it.

York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say.

{^Snatches it, and reads.

Treason! foul treason !— villain ! traitor! slavt!

Duch. What's the m.atter, my lord?

York. Ho! who's within there?-

Enter a Servant.

Saddle my tioTse,

God for his mercy, what treachery is here

!

Duch. ^^^^y, what is't, my lord?

York. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my
horse.

—

Now, by mine honour, by my life, my troth,

I will appeach the villain. [Exit ServaiU.

Duch. What's the matter?

York. Peace, foolish woman.
Duck. I will not peace.—What is the matter,

son?
Aum. Good mother, be content ; it is no move

Than my poor life must answer.
Duch. Thy life answer !

York. Bring me my boots :—I will unto the

kmg.
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Re-enier Servanl ixiith boots.

Ditch. Strike him, Aumerle.— Poor boy,

thou art amaz'd.

Hence, villain! never more come in my sight.

[ To the Servant.

York. Give me my boots, I say.

Diiih. Why, York, what wilt thou do?

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ?

li.ive we more sons? or are we like to have?

li not my teeming date drunk up with time?

.\nd wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age.

And rob me of a happy mother's name?
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own?

Yorl;. Thou fond mad woman,
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy?

A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament,

\nd interchangeably set down their hands

i o kill the king at Oxford.

Diich. He shall be none ;

We '11 keep him here : then what is that to him?

York. Away, fond woman ! were he twenty

times my son

i would appeach him.

Duch. lladst thou groan'd lor him

As I have done, thou wouldst be more pitiful.

i?at now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspect

That I have been disloyal to thy bed,

And that he is a bastard, not thy son:

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mir/J:

He is as like thee as a man may be,

Not like to me, nor any of my kin,

And yet I love him.

York. Make way, unruly woman !

{Exit.

Duck. After, Aumerle ! mount thee upon
his horse

;

Spur post, and get before him to the king,

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.

I'll not be long behind ; though I be old,

I doubt not but to ride as fast as York

;

And never will I rise up from the ground
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away,

be gone

!

\^Exeunt.

Scene HI. -Windsor.
Castle.

A Room in thi

Enter Bollngoroke as King, Percy, and
other Lords.

Baling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son ?

'Tis full three months since I did see him last :
—

If any plague hang over us, 'tis he.

J would to God, my lords, he might be found

:

Inquire at London, 'mongsl the taverns there,

For there, they say, he daily doth frecjuent,

With unrestrained loose companions,

—

Even sucii, they say, as stand in narrow lanes.

And beat our watch, and roi) our passengers;

While he, young, wanton, and etieininale boy.

Takes on the point of honour to support

So dissolute a crew. [prince,

Percy, My lord, some two days since I saw the

And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford.

Baling. And what said the gallant?

Percy. His answer was,—he would unto the

stews.

And from the common'si creature pluck a glove,

.'\nd wear it as a favour ; and with that

He would unhorse the lustiest challenger.

Baling. As dissolute as desperate: yet

through both

I see some sparkles of a better hope.

Which elder days may happily bring forth.

—

But who comes here?

Enter .^UMERI.E hastily.

Aum. Where is the king?

Baling. What means
Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly?

.Aitm. God save your grace ! I do beseech

your majesty.

To have some conference with your grace alone.

Baling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us

here alone.

{Exeunt Percy and Lords.

What is the matter with our cousin now?
Aiim. For ever may my knees grow to the

earth, \h'necls.

My tongue cleave to my roof within my miOuth,

Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak.

Baling. Intended or committed was this fault?

If but the first, how heinous e'er it be.

To win thy after-love I pardon thee.

Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn

the key,

That no man enter till my tale be done.

Baling. Have thy desire.

[AtniERi.E locks the door.

York. [IFithin.] My liege, beware; look to

thyself

;

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there.

Baling. Villain, I '11 make thee safe.

[Drawing,

Aievi. Slay thy revengeful hand;

Thou hast no cause to lear.

York. [Within.] Open the door, secure,

foolhardy king:

Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face?

Open the door, or I will break it open.

[BoLlNG. opens the door and locks it again.

Enter York.

Bohng. What is the matter, uncle? speak;
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i\c(.'u'>'^r hrcaili; tell us how near is dan<j;er,

That \vc may arm us to encounter it.

York. Peruse tliis writing here, and thou shall

know
The treason that my haste forbids me show.

Auiii. Rememhtr, as thou read'st, thy pro-

mise pass'd

:

I do repent me; read not my name there;

My heart is not confederate with my hand.
York. It was, villain, ere t!iy hand did set it

down.

—

I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king

;

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence :

P'orget to pity him, lest thy pity prove
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart.

BoUiig. O heinous, strong, and bold con-

spiracy !

—

loyal father of a treach.erotis son !

'lliou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain,

From whence this stream through muddy pas-

sages

Hath held his current and defil'd himself!

Thy overflov/ of good converts to bad

;

And thy abundant goodness shall e:<cuse

This deadly blot in thy digressing son.

Yoi-k. So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd ;

And he shall spend mine honour with his shame,
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' gold.

>I;ne honour lives when his dishonour dies,

C': my shaui'd life in his dishonour lies:

Tiinu kilTst me in his life; giving him breath.

The traitor lives, the true man 's put to death.

Diich. \_lVithin.\ What ho, my liege! for

God's sake, let me in.

Boling. What shrill-voic'd suppliant makes
t'nis eager cry? ['tis I.

DucJi. A woman, and thine aunt, great king
;

Speak with me, pity me, open the door:
A beggar l>egs that never begg'd before.

Baling. Our scene is alter'd from a serious

thing, [Alng.—
And now chang'd to The Beggar and the

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in :

1 know she's come to pray for your foul sin.

[AUMERLE unlocks the door.

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray.

Mare sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may.
Tliis feiter'd joint cut off, the rest rests sound:
This let alone will all the rest confound.

Enter DucHESS.

Duck. O king, believe not this hard-hearted
man!

Love, loving not itself, none other can.

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou

make here?
Shall thy old dugs once niore a traitor rear?

Dueh. Sweet York, be patient.—Hear me,
gentle liege. {Kneels.

Doling. Rise up, good aunt.

Diich. Nut yet, I thee beseech:
For ever will I walk iipun my knecr,

And never see day that the happy sees

Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy,

I3y pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy.
Aum. Unto my mother's prayers I bend my

knee, \Kni<''s.

Yo>-k. Against them both, my true joints

bended lie. [Kneels.

Ill mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grac:;

!

Ihuii. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his

fcce;
^

[jest;

His eyes do drop no tears, his pra)'ers are iri

His words come from his mouth, ours from oui"

breast

:

He prays l)Ut faintly, and would be denied;
We pray with fieart and soul, and all beside:

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know;
Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they

grow:
His praj'ers are full of false hypocrisy

;

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity.

Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have
That mercy which true prayers ought to have.

Boling. Good aunt, stand up.

Duck. Nay, do not say stand up :

But /ardon first, and afterwards stand up.

An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach.

Pardon should be the first word of thy speech.

I never long'd to hear a word till now;
S:\y pardon, king; let pity teach thee how:
The word is short, but not so short as sweet

;

No word \\ke pardon, for kings' mouths so meet.
York. Speak it in French, king; say par-

donnez-moi.

Duck. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to

destroy?

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord,

That sett'st the word itself against the word !—
Speak /a;v/(?« as 'tis cmrent in our land;

The chopping French we do not understand.

Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there:

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear;

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do
pierce.

Pity may move ^ccpaidou to rehearse.

Boling. Good aunt, stand up.

Duck. I do not sue to stand

;

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. [me.

Boling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon

Duck. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee 1

Yet am I sick for fear: speak it again ;

Twice saying /«;v/^« doth not pardon twain.

But makes one pardon strong.
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Baling. With all my heart

I pardon him.

Duch. A god on earth thou art.

Holing. But for our trusty brother-in-law, and
the abbot.

With all the rest of that consorted crew.

Destruction straight sh.T.11 dog them at the heels.

Good uncle, help to order several powers

To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are :

Tlu-y shall not live within this world, I swear,

Bat f will have them, if I once know where.

Uncle, farewell:—and, cousin mine, adieu:

Vour mother well haih pray'd, and prove you
true.

Duch. Come, my old son:— I pray God make
thee new. \_Exeu7tl.

ScENB IV.

—

Another Room in the Castle.

Enter SiR PiERCE OF ExTON aftd a Servant.

Exloii. Didst thou not mark the king, what
words lie spake?

—

Have I nofriend will rid me ofthis livingfear'?
Was it not so?

Serv. Those were his very words.
Exton. Have I nofriemi: (\\xoih. he : he spake

it twice,

And urg'd it twice together,—did he not?
Seiif. He did. [me,
Exton. And, speaking it, he wistly look'd on

As who should say,— I would thou wert the man
That would divorce this terror from my heart,

—

Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let 's go:
I am the lung's friend, and will rid his fee.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Pomfrft. The Dungeon of the

Castle.

Enter King Richard.

A'. Rich. I have been studying iiow I may
compare

This prison where I live unto the world :

And, for because the world is populous,
And here is not a creature but myself,

I cannot do it;—yet I '11 hammer 't out.

^^y brain [ "11 prove the female to my soul,

My soul the father: and these two beget
.\ generation of still-breeding thoughts.
And these same thoughts people this little world,
In humours like the people of this world.
For no thought is contented. The better sort,

—

As thoughts of things divine,—are intermix'd
With scruples, and do set the word itself

Against the word

:

As thus,—Come, little ones; and then again,

—

It is as hard to come as for a camel

To thread the postern of a needle's eye.

Thouphts rending to ambition, they do plot

Unlikely v\or.ders: how these vain weal< nails

May tear a passage through the llinty ribs

C;f this hard world aiy ragged prison walls;

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.

Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves
That they are not the first of fortune's slaves.

Nor shall not lie the last ; like silly beggars,

Wlio, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame.
That many have, and others must sit there

;

And in this thought they find a kind of ease,

Bearing their own misfortune on the back
Of such as have before endur'd the like.

Thus play I, in one person, many people.

And none contented: sometimes am I king;

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar,

.'Vnd so I am: then crushing penury
Persuades me I was better when a king;

Tlicn am I king'd again: and by and by
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke,

And straight am nothing:—hut whate'er I am.
Nor I, nor any man thai but man is.

With nothing shall be pleas'd till he be eas'd

With being nothing.—Music do I hear?
[Music.

\\x, ha! keep time:—how sour sweet music is

When time is broke and no propxDrtion kept

!

So is it in the music of men's lives.

And here have I the daintiness of ear

To check time broke in a disorder'd string;

But, for the concord of my state and lime.

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me

;

For now hath time made me his numbering
clock:

_ _

[jar

My thoughts are minutes ; and, svith sighs, they

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward
watch.

Whereto my finger, like a dial's point,

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tear?.

Now, sir, the sound that tells what hour it is.

Are clamorous groans that strike upon my heart,

Wliich is the bell: sosighs,and tears, and groans,

Show minutes, times, and hours:—but my time

Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy.

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o' the clock.

This music mads me; let it sound no more ;

For though it have holp madmen to their wits.

In me it seems it will make wise men mad.
\'et blessing on his heart that gives it me .'

For 'tis a sign of love ; and love to Riciiard

Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world.

Enter Groom.

Groom. Hail, royal prince!

K. Rich, Thanks, noble peer;
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Go thou, and fill another room in hell.

[lie kills another, then ExTON strikes

him down.
That hand shall huin in never-quenching fire

That staggers thus my person.—Exton, Ihy
fierce hand

Ilalh with the l;ing's blood stain'd the king's
own land.

Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high
;

vVliilsl my gross flesh sinks downward, here to

die. \_Dies.

Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood

:

Both have I spilt;—O, would the deed were
good

!

For now the devil, that told nie I did well,

Says that this deed is chronicled in hell.

This dead king to the living king I '11 bear :

—

Take hence the rest, and give them burial liere.

\_Exeiint.

Scene VI. —Windsor. A Room in the

Castle.

Flourish. Enter BoLlNGBROKE as Kin^,
York, Lords, a;/(/ Attendants.

Baling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we
hear

Is that the rebels have consum'd with fire

Our town of Cicesier in Glostershire

;

But whether they be ta'en or slain we hear not.

Enter Northumberland.
Welcome, my lord: what is the news?
North. First, to thy .sacred state wish I all

happiness.

The next news is, I have to London sent

The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and
Kent

:

The manner of their taking may appear
At large discoursed in this paper here.

[Presenting a faper.
Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy

pains ;

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains.

Enter FiTZWATER.
Eitz. My lord, I have from O.xford sent to

London
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely;
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors

That sougiit at Oxford thy dire overthrow.

Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be
forgot

;

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter Percy, with the Bishop of Carlisle.

Percy. The grand conspirator, Abbot Ot

Westminster,

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.

What art thou? and how com'st thou hither,

\Vhere no man ever comes, but that .sad dog
That brings me food to make misfortune live?

Groom. I was a poor groom ofthy stable, king,

When thou wert king ; who, travelling towards
Y'ork,

With much ado at length have gotten leave

To look upon my sometimes royal master's face.

O, how it yearn'd my heart, when I beheld,

In London streets, that coronation-day,

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary,

—

Ihat horse that thou so often hast bestrid,

That horse that I so carefully have dress 'd

!

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me,
gentle friend,

How went he under him? [ground.
Groom. So proudly as if he disdain d the

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on
his back

!

That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand

;

This hand hath made him proud with clapping
him.

Wouldhe notstumble? would he not fall down,

—

Since pride must have a fall,—and break the

neck
Of that proud man that did usurp his back ?

Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee,

Since thou, created to be aw'd by man,
Wast born to bear ? I was not made a horse

;

And yet I bear a burden like an ass,

Spur-gall'd and tir'd by jauncing Bolingbroke.

Enter Keeper with a dish.

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer
stay. [7(7 the Groom.

K. Rich. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert
away.

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my
heart shall say. [Exit.

Keep. My lord, wilt please you to fall to?

K. Rich. Taste of it first as thou art wont to

do. [ton,

Keep. My lord, I dare not. Sir Pierce of Ex-
Who lately came from the king, commands the

contrary.

K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster
and thee

!

Patience is stale, and I am wear)- of it.

[Beats the Keeper.
Keep. Help, help, help !

Enter Exton and Servants, armed.

K. Rich. How now ! what means death in

this rude assault? [strument.
Villain, thine own hand yields thy death's in-

[Snatching a weapon, ami killing one.
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^^''ith clog of conscience and sour melancholy,

I^ath yielded up his body to the grave;

x^ut here is Carlisle living, to abide

Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride.

Baling. Carlisle, this is your doom:

—

Choose out some secret place, some reverend

room,
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life

;

So, as thou liv'st in peace, die free from strife:

For thougli mine enemy thou hast ever been,

High sparks of honour in thee have -I seen.

Enter Exton, with Attendants, bearing a

coffin.

Exton. Great king, withm this coffin I pre-

sent

Thy buried fear: herein all breathless lies

The mightiest of thy greatest enemies,
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought.

Baling. Fxton, I thank thee not; for thou
hast wrought

A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand,
Upon my head and all this famous land.

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did
I this deed.

Baling. They love not poison that do poison
need.

Nor do I thee : though I did wish him dead,
I hate the murderer, love him murdered.
The guilt of con.science take thou for thy labour,

I5ut neither my good word nor princely favour

:

W'ithCaingo wander through the shadeof night.

And never show thy head by day nor light.

—

I^rds, I protest, my soul is full of woe,
That blood should sprinkle me to make ms

grow:
Come, mourn with me for that I do lament.

And put on sullen black incontinent

:

I '11 make a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand :

—

IMarch sadly after; grace my mournings here.

In weeping after this untimely bier. [Exeunt.
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Scene I.
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London. .4 Room in the Palace.

Enter KiNG PIeNRY, WESTMORELAND, SiR
Walter Blunt, and ethos.

K. Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with
care.

Find we a time for frighted peace to pant,

And breathe short-winded accents of new broils

To be commenc'd in strands afar remote.
No more the thirsty entrance of this soil

Shall daub her lips with her own children's

blood

;

No more shall trenching war channel her fields,

Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes
Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven.
All of one nature, of one substance bred,

Did lately meet in the intestine shock
And furious close of civil butchery.
Shall now, in mutual well-beseeming ranks,

March all one way, and be no more oppos'd
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies :

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife,

No more shall cut his master. Therefore,

friends,

As far as to the sepulchre of Christ,

—

Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross

We are impressed and engag'd to fight,

—

P'orthwith a p(jwer of Enghsli shall we levy;
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers'

womb
To chase these pagans in those holy fields

Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet

Which fourteen hundred years ago were naii'd

For our advantage on the bitter cross.

But this our purpose is a twelvemonth old,

And bootless 'tis to tell you we will go:
Therefore we meet not now.-— Then let me hear
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland,
What yesternight our council did decree
In forwarding this dear expedience.

West. My liege, this haste was hot in ques-

tion.

And many limits of the charge set down
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came
A post from Wales loaden with heavy news

;

Whose worst was,—that the noble Mortimer
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight

Against the irregular and wild (Hendower,
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken,

A thousand of his people butchered

;

Upon whose dead corpse there was such mis-

use,

Such beastly, shameless transformation,



462 'FIRST PART OF KING HENRY IV. [act r.

By those Welshwomen done, as may not be
Without much shame re-told or spoken of.

K. Hen. It seems, then, that the tidings of

this broil

Brake off our business for the Holy Land.
West. This, match'd with other, did, my

gracious Lord;
For more uneven and unwelcome news
Came from the north, and thus it did import:

On Iloly-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there.

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald,

That ever valiant and approved Scot,

At Holmedon met.
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour;

As by discharge of their artillery,

And shape of likelihood, the news was told

;

For he that brought them, in the very heat

And pride of their contention did take horse.

Uncertain of the issue any way.

K. Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious

friend,

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse,

Slain'd with the variation of each soil

Eet-.vixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours;

And he liath brought us smooth and welcome
news.

The Earl of Douglas is discomfited

:

Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty
knights,

Balk'd in their own blood, did Sir Walter see

On Iloimedon's plains: of prisoners, Hotspur
took

^lordake, Earl of t ife and eldest son

To beaten Douglas; and the Earls of Athol,

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith.

And is not this an honourable spoil?

A gallant prize? ha, cousin, is it not?

^i^esl. In faith.

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of

K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and
mak'st me sin.

In envy that my Lord Northumberland
Should be the father to so blest a son,

—

A son who is the theme of honour's tongue

;

Amongst a grove, the veiy straightest plant;

>Vho is sweet fortune's miuion and her pride

:

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him,
Sea riot and dishonour stain the brow
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov'd

That some night-tripping fairy had exchanged

In cradle-clothes our children where they lay,

And call'd mine Percy, his Planlagenet !

Then would I have his Harrj', and he mine

:

But let him from my thoughts.—What think

you, coz,

Of this young Percy's pride? The prisoners,

Wliich he in this adventure hath surpris'd,

To his own use he keeps ; and sends me word,
I shall have none but Slordake Earl of Fife.

West. This is his uncle's teaching, this \&

V/orcester,

Malevolent to you in all aspects;
VNTiich makes him prune himself, and bristle up
The crest of youth against your dignity.

K. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer
this;

And for this cause awhile we must neglect

Our holy purpose to Jerusalem.

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we
Will hold at Windsor,—so inform the lords:

But come yourself with speed to us again

;

I'"or more is to be said and to be done
Than out of anger can be uttered.

IVest. I will, ray liege. \^Exetint.

Scene II.— The same. Another Room in tht

Palace.

Enter Prince Henry and Falstaff.

Fat. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad?

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, wiih drink-

ing of old sack, and unbuttoning thee after

supper, and sleeping upon benches after noon,

that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly

which thou wouldst truly know. What a devil

hast thou to do with the time of the day? unlesi

hours were cups of sack, and minutes ca;:" -,

and clocks the tongues of bawds, and di.^L; ..a

signs of leaping houses, and the blessed sun

himself a fair hot v.ench in liame-coloured taf-

feta,— I see no reason why thou shouidst be so

superfluous to demand the lime of ilie day.

Fal. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal;
for we that take purses go by the moon and
the seven stars, and net by Phcebus,—he, that

-Lvaiidering knight so fair. hxA, I pr'ythee,

sweet wag, when thou art king,—as, God save

thy grace, (majesty, I should say; for grace

thou v.'ilt have none.)

—

P. Hen. WTiat, none?
Fal. No, by my troth; not so much as will

serve to be prologue to an egg and butter.

P. Hen. "Well, how then? come, roundly,

roundly.

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art

king, let not us that are squires of the night's

body be called thieves of the day's beauty: let

us be Diana's foresters, gentlemen of the shade,

minions of the m.oon ; and let men say we be

men of good government, being governed, as

the sea is, by our noble and chaste mistress the

moon, under whose countenance we steal.

P. Hen. Thou sayest well, and it holds well

too ; for the fortune of us that are the moon's
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men doth ebb and flow lilce the sea, being
governed, as the sea is, by the moon. As, for

proof, now: a purse of gold most resolutely

snatched on Monday night, and most dissolutely

spent on Tuesday morning; got witli swearing
hiy by, and spent witii crying btiiig 211; now
in as low an ebb as tiic foot of the ladder, and
by and by in as high a flow as the ridge of the
gallows.

Fal. Ey the Lord, thou sayest true, lad.

And is not my hostess of the tavern a most
sweet v/encb?

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad

cf the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most
Eweet robe of durance?

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag! what,
in thy quips and thy quiddities? what a plague
have I to do with a buff jerkin?

F. Hcii. \Miy, what a pox have I to do with
my hostess of the tavern ?

Fal. Well, thou hasl called her to a reckon-
ing many a time and oft.

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy
part?

Fal. No; I'll give thee thy due, thou hast

paid all there.

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as m.y
coin would stretch ; and where it would not, I

have used my credit.

Fal. Yea, and so used it that, were it not
here apparent that thou art heir-apparent,—but,

I p'lythee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows
standing in England when thou art king? and
resolution thus fobl;ed as it is with the rusty

curb of old father antic the law? Do not thou,

when thou art king, hang a t.hief.

P. Hen. No; thou shall.

Fal. Shall I? O rare! By the Lord, I'll

ije a brave judge.

P. Hen. Thou judgest false already: I mean,
thou shall have tht^ lianging of the thieves, and
so become a rare hangman.

Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in some sort it

jumps with my humour as well as waking in the
court, I can tell you.

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits?

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of .suits, whereof the
hangman hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sblood, I

am as melancholy as a gib-cat or a lugged bear.

P. Hen, Or an old lion, or a lover's lute.

Fal. \^ea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bag-
pipe.

P. Hen. V\Tiat sayest thou to a hare, or the
melancholy of Moor-ditch?

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavouiy similes,

and art, indeed, the most comparative, ras-

callest,—sweet young prince, — but, Hal, I

pr'ythee, trouble me no more with vanity. I

would to God thou and I knew where a com-
modity of good names were to be bought. An
old lord ol the council rated me the other day
in the street about you, sir,—but I marked him
not ; and yet he talked very wisely, —but I re-
garded him not ; and yet he talked wisely, and
in trie street too.

P. Hen. Thou didst well; for wisdom cries
out in the streets, and no man regards it.

Fal. O, thou hast damnable iteration, and
art, indeed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou iia.st

done much harm upon me, Hal,—God toroive
thee for it I Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew
nothing ; and now am I, if a nian should .speak
truly, little better than one of the wicked. I
must give over this life, and I will give it over;
by the Lord, an I do not, I am a villain : I '11

be damned for never a king's son in Christendom.
P. Hen. Wiiere shali we take a purse to-

morrow, Jack?
Fal. Where thou wilt, lad; I'll make one;

an I do not, call me villain, and baffle mc.
P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in

thee,—from praying to purse-taking.

Enter PoiNS at a distance.

Fal. Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal; 'tis

no sin for a man to labour in his vocation.

—

Poins !—Now shall we know if Gadshiii have
set a match.—O, if men were to be saved by
merit, what hole in hell were hot enough for

him? This is the most omnipotent villain that
ever cried stand to a true man,

P. Hen. Good -morrow, Ned.
Poins. Good-morrow, sweet Hal.—\ATiat says

Alonsieur Remorse? What says Sir John Sack-
and-sugar? Jack, hov.' agrees the devil and thee
about thy soul, tliat thou soldcst him on Good-
Friday last for a cup of Madeira and a cold
capon's leg?

P. Hen. Sir John .stands to his word,—the

devil shall have his bargain ; for he was never
yet a breaker of proverbs,—he will give the

devil his due.

Poins. Then art thou damned for keeping
thy word with the devil.

P. Hen. Else he had been damned for cozen-
ing the devil.

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow
morning; by four o'clock, early at Gadshiii!
there are pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich

offerings, and traders riding to London with fat

purses : I have visards for you all ; you have
horses for yourselves : Gadshiii lies to-night in

Rochester: I have bespoke supper to-morrow
night in Eastcheap : we may do it as secure as
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sleep. If you will go, I will sUiffyour purses

full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home
and be hanged.

Fa/. Hear ye, Vedward; if I tarry at home
and go not, I '11 hang you for going.

Poins. You will, chops?

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one?

P. Hen. Who, I rob? la thief? not I, by
my faith.

Fal. There 's neither honesty, manhood, nor

good fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of

the blood royal, if thou darest not stand for ten

shillings.

P. Hen. Well, then, once in my days I '11 be

a. madcap.
Fal. Why, that 's well said.

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I '11 tarry at

home.
Fal. By the Lord, I '11 be a traitor, then,

when thou art king.

P. Hen. I care not.

Poins. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the prince

and me alone : I will lay him down such reasons

for this adventure that he shall go.

F<U. Well, God give thee the spirit of persua-

sittn, and him the ears of profiling, that what
tiiou speakest may move, and what he hears

may be believed, that the true prince may, for

recreation sake, prove a false thief; for the poor

abuses of the time want countenance. Farewell:

you shall find me in Eastcheap.

P. Hen. Farewell, ihou latter spring ! Fare-

well, All-hallown summer ! YExit Falstaff.
Poins. Now, my good sweet honey-lord, ride

with us to-morrow : I have ajest to execute that

I cannot manage alone. FalstalT, Bardolph,

Peto, and Gadshill, shall rob those men that we
have already waylaid ; yourself and I will not

be there ; and when they have the booty, if you
and I do not rob them, cut this head from my
shoulders.

/'. Hen. But how shall we part with them in

selling forth?

Poins. Why, we will set forth before or after

them, and appoint ihem a place of meeting,

wherein it is at our pleasure to fail ; and then

will they adventure upon the exploit themselves;

which they shall have no sooner achieved, but

we'll set upon them.
P. Hen. Ay, but 'tis like that they will know

us by our horses, by our habits, and by every

olher appointment, to be ourselves.

Poins. Tut, our horses ihey shall not see,

—

I '11 tie them in the wood ; our visards we will

change after we leave them ; and, sirrah, I have

cases of buckram for the nonce, to immask our

noted outward >:arments.

P. Hen. But I doubt ihey will be too hard

for us.

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them
to be as true-bred cowards as ever turned back

;

and for the third, if he fight longer than he sees

reason, I 'II forswear arms. The virtue of this

jest will be the incomprehensible lies that this

same fat rogue will lell us when we meet at

supper: how thirty, at least, he fought with;

what wards, what blows, what extremities he
endured ; and in the reproof of this lies the jesL

/'. Hen. Well, I '11 go wiih thee: provide us

all things necessary, and meet me to-morrow
night in Eastcheap; ihere I'll sup. Farewell.

Poins. P'arewell, my lord. {Exit PoiNS.
/'. Hen. I know you all, and will awhile

uphold
The unyok'd humour of your idleness:

Yet herein will I imitate the sun.

Who doth permit ihe base contagious clouds

To smother up his beauty from the world.

That, when he please again to be himself,

Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at,

By !)reaking through the foul and ugly mists

Of vapours that did seem to strangle him.

If all the year were playing holidays,

To sport would be as tedious as to work

;

But when they seldom come, they wish'd-for

come.
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off,

And pay the debt I never promised.

By how much better than my word I am,
By so much shall I falsify men's hopes

;

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground,

My reformation, glittering o'er ray fault.

Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes

Than that which hath no foil to set it off.

I'll so offend, to make offence a skill;

Redeeming time when men think least I will.

{Exit.

ScEN'K \\\.— The same. Another Kooiii in

ihe Palace.

Enter King Henry, Northumberland,
Worcester, Hotspur, Sir Waltiir
Blunt, and others.

K. Hen. My blood hath been too cold and
temperate.

Unapt to stir at these indignities,

And you have found me ; for accordingly

You tre.ad upon my patience: but be sure

I will from henceforth rather be myself,

Mighty and to be fear'd, than my condition

;

Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young
down,
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And therefore lost that title of respect

Which the proud soul ne'er pays but to the

proud.

ITor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little

deserves

The scourge of greatness to be used on it

;

And that same greatness, too which our own
hands

Have holp to mal:e so portly.

JVar//i. My lord,—
A', //dv/. \Vorcester, get thee gone ; for I see

danger
And disobedience in thine eye: O, sir,

\'()ur presence is too bold and peremptory
And majesty might never yet endure
The moody frontier of a servant brow.

Vou have good leave to leave us: when we need
Vour use and counsel we shall send for you.

[Exi/ Worcester.
You were about to speak.

[To Northumberland.
North. Yea, my good lord.

Those prisoners in your highness' name de-

manded.
Which Harry Percy here at Holrnedon took,

Were, as he says, not with such strength denied
yVs is delivered to your majesty

:

I'jiher envy, therefore, or misprision

I., guilty ot this fault, and not my son.

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners.

But I remember when the fight was done,
W'hen I was dry with rage and extreme toil,

Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sw(jrd,

Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd,

Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin new reap'd
Show'd like a stubble-land at harvest-home

;

lie was perfum'd like a milliner;

And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon
I le gave his nose, and took 't away again ;—
Wlio therewith angry, when it next came there,

'i'liok it in snuff:—and still he smil'd and talk'd;

And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,
I le call'd thern untaught knaves, unmannerly,
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse
Betwixt the wind and his nobility.

With many holiday and lady terms
lie question'd me; among the rest, demanded
My prisoners in your majesty's behalf.

I, then all smarting with my wounds being cold.

To be so pester'd with a popinjay,
Out of my grief and my impatience,
Answer'd neglectingly, I know not what,

—

He should, or he should not ;—for he n.ade me
mad

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet.
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman

Of guns, and drums, and wounds,—God save
the mark !

—

.'\nd telliiig me the sovereign'st thing on earth
Was parmaceti for an inward bruise

;

And that it was great pity, so it was.
This villanous saltpetre should be digg'd
Out of the bowels of the harmless e.uih,

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd
So cowardly; and but for these vile guns
He would himself have been a soldier.

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,

I answer'd itidirectly, as I said ;

.\nd I beseech you, let not his report

Come current for an accusation
Betwixt my love and your high majesty.

lUuiit. The circumstance consider'd, good my
lord.

Whatever Harry Percy then had said

To such a person, and in such a place.

At such a time, with all the rest re-told,

May reasonably die, and never rise

To do him wrong, or any \\ay impeach
What then he said, so he unsay it now.

K. Hen. Wliy, yet he doth deny his prisoners,

But with proviso and exception,

—

That we at our own charge shall ransom stiaiglit

His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortim.er;
Who, on my soul, hath wilfully bctray'd

The lives of those that he did lead to fight

Against the great magician, damn'd Glendower,
Whose daughter, as we hear, that Earl of Maich
1 lath lately married. Shall our coffers, tlien.

Be emptied to redeem a traitor home?
Shall we buy treason? and indent with fears.

When they have lost and forfeited themselves?
No, on the barren mountains let him starve;

For I shall never hold that man my friend

Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost

To ransom home revolted Mortimer.
Hot. Revolted Mortimer

!

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege.

But by the chance of war:— to prove that true.

Needs no more but one tongue for all those

wovmds, [took,

Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly hd
WHien on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank,
In single opposition, hand to hand.
He did confound tne best part of an hour
In changing hardiment with great Glendower:
Three times the)' breath'd, and three times did

they dririk,

Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood;

Who then, affrighted with tlieir bloody looks,

Kan fearfully among the trembling reeds,

.\nd hid his crisp head in the hollow bank
lUood-stained with these valiant combatants.

Never did base and rotten policy
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Colour her working v.ilh such deadly wounds;
Nor could the noble Mortimer
K'.ceivc so many, and all willingly:

Tiiun let him not be slandcr'd with revolt.

A'. Hen. Tlioii dost belie him, Percy, thou

dost belie him

;

lie never did encounter with Glendowcr:
I tell thee,

He durst as well have met the devil alone
As Ouen Glendowcr fur an enemy.
Art ihoii not asham'd? Eul, sirrah, henceforth
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer:
Send me your prisoners with the speediest

means,
Or j-ou shall hear in such a kind from me
As will displease you.—My Lord Northumber-

land,

We license your departure with your son.

—

Send us your prisoners, or you '11 hear of it.

\Exeuiit K. IIenkv, Hi.UNT, «W Train.
Hot. And if the devil come and roar for

them,
I will not send them :—I will after strait^ht,

And tell him so; i'or I will ease my heart,

Albeit I make a haziird of my head.
North. What, drunk with cLoler? stay, and

pause awhile:
Here comes youi uncle.

Re-etiter Worcester.

Hot. Speak of Mortimer

!

Z.'nii:ds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul

V.'ant mercy, if I do not join with him :

Y<=.a, on his part I '11 empty all these veins,

And shed my dear blood drop by drop i' the
dust,

But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer
As hi'^h i' the air as this unthankful king,

As tins ingrate and canke.r'd Bolingbroke.
North. Brother, the king liath made your

nephew mad. [ To Worcester.
Wor, Who struck this heat up after I v.as

gone?
Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners

;

And when I urg'd the ransom once again
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale,
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death.
Trembling even at tlie name of Mortimer.

Wor. I cannot blame him: was he not pro-
claim'd

py Richard that dead is the next of blood?
North. He was: I heard the proclamation:

Arid then it was when the unhappy king

—

Who.se wrongs in us God pardon !—did set forth
Upon his Irish e.Npcdition;

From whence he intercepted did return
To be depos'd, and shortly murdered.

Wor. And for whose death we in the world's
wide mouth

Live scandaliz'd and foully spoken of. [then
Hot. But, soft, I pray you ; did King Richard

Proclaim my broiher Kdmund Mortimer
Heir to the crown?
North. He did ; myself did hear it.

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin

king.

That wish'd him on the barren mountains slai ve.

But shall it be that you that set the crown
Upon the head of this forgetful m:m,
And lor his sake wear the dete.sled blot

Of murderous sulx)rnation,—shall it be
That you a world of curses undergo.
Being the agents, or base second moans.
The cords, tiie ladder, or the hangman rather?

—

O, pardon me, that I descend so lov/

To show the line and the predicament

Wherein you range under this subtle king:

—

Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these d;iys.

Or fill up chronicles in lime to come.
That men of your nobility and power
Did 'gage them both in an unjust behalf,

—

As both of you, God paidon it ! have done,

—

To put down Richard, thai sweet lovely ro.sc.

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke?
And shall it, in more shame, be further spoken
That you are fooFd, di.scardcd, and shook oil

By him for whom these shames ye underwent?
No; yet time .serves, wherein you may redeem
Your banish'd honours, and restore yourselves

Into the good thoughts of the world again,

—

Revenge the jeering and disdain'd contempt
Of this proud king, who studies day and night

To answer all the debt he owes lo you
Elven with the bIoo(iy payment of your deaths:

Therefore, I say,

—

Wor. Peace, cousin; say no more:
And now I will unclasp a secret book.
And to your quick-conceiving discontents

I '11 read you matter deep and dangerous

;

As full of peril and adventurous spirit

As to o'er-walk a cinrent roaring loud

On the unsteadfast fooling of a spear.

Hot. If he fall in, good-nighl I—or sink cr

swim :

—

Send danger from the east unto the west.

So honour cros.s it from the north to south.

And lei them grapple.—O, the fjlood more stirG

To rouse a lion than to start a hare

!

North. Imagination of some great exploit

Drives him beyond tlie bounds of patience.

Hot. By heaven, melhinks it were an easy leap

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd

moon

;

Or dive into the bottom of the deep.
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Wherefathom-linecouldnevertouch the ground,

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks

;

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear
Without corrival all her dignities:

But out upon this hall'-fac'd fellowship!

I'/or. I le apprehends a world of figures here,

Rut not the form of what he should attend.

—

Good cousin, give me audience for awhile.

/A?/. I cry you mercy.

ITor. Those same noble Scots

That are your prisoners.

—

//(?/.
'

I '11 keep Ihem all

;

By heaven, lie shall not have a Scot of them

;

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not

:

I '11 keep them, by this hand.

Won You start away,
And lend no ear unto my purposes.

—

Those prisoners you shall keep.

IJot Nay, I will; that 's flat:—

He said he would not ransom Mortimer;
Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer;
But I will find him svlien he lies asleep,

And in his ear I '11 holla

—

Mortimer!
Nay,
I 'II have a starling shall be taught to speak

Nothing but Mortimer, and give it hiui,

To keep his anger still in motion.

Wor. Hear you, cousin; a word.
Hot. All studies here I solemnly dety.

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke:

And that same svvord-and-buckler Prince of

Wales,

—

B;.it that I think his father loves hum not,

And would be glad he met with some mischance,

I 'd have him poison'd with a pot of ale.

Wor. Farewell, kinsman: I will talk to you
When you are better temper d to attend.

North. Whj', what a wasp-tongue and im-

patient fool

Art thou to break into this woman's mood,
T) ing thine ear to no tongue but thine own !

Hot. Why, look j^ou, I am whipp'd and
scourg'd v.'ith rods,

N'oUied, and stung with pismires, when I hear
Of ihis vile politician, Bolingbroke.
in Richard's time,—what do ye call the place?

—

A. plague upon't—it is in Glostershire;

—

T'-vas where the madcap duke his uncle kept,

—

uncle York :—where I hrst bow'd my knee
J this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke,

I
,
ncn you and he came back from Ravenspurg.
Xorth. At Berkley Castle.

Hot. Yoti say true :

—

Vhy, what a candy deal of courtesy
i liis fawning greyhound then did proffer me!
M k, idIkii his infant fortune came to age,

\i\a, gentle Harry Percy, and, kind cousin,—

O, the devil lake such cozeners !—God forgive

me !

—

Good uncle, tell your tale ; for I have done.
ll'or. Nay, if you have not, to 't again

;

We '11 stay your leisure.

/Tot. I have done, i' faith.

IVor. Then once more to )our Scottish

prisoners.

Deliver them up without their ransom straight,

.And make the Douglas' son your only mean
P'or pow'ers in Scotland ; which, for divers

reasons

VvTaich I shall send you written, be assur'd,

Will easily be granted.—You, my lord,

[To Northumberland.
Your son in Scotland being thus employ 'd,

Shall secretly into the bosom creep

Of that same noble prelate, well belov'd,

The archbishop.

Hot. Of York, is 't not?
Wor. True; who bears hard

His brother's death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop.
I speak not this in esiimalion.

As what I think might be, bait what I know
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down.
And only slays but to bthold the face

Of that occasion that shall bring it on.

Hot. I smell it : upon my life, it will do well.

North. Before the game 's a-foot, thou still

lett'st slip. [plot :

—

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble
And then the power of Scotland and of York,

—

To join with Mortimer, ha?
Wor. And so they shalL
Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well ainvd.

Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed.
To save our heads by raising of a head

;

For, bear ourselves as even as we can,

The king will always think him in our debt,
.\rid think we think ourselves unsatisfied,

Till he hath found a time to pay us home:
-And see already how he doth begin

To make us strangers to his looks of love.

Hot. He does, he does : we '11 be reveng'd on
him.

Wor. Cousin, farewell :—no further go in this

Than I by letters shall direct your course.

When time is ripe,—which will be suddenly,

—

I '11 steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer;
^Vhere you and Douglas, and our powers at

once,—

•

.As I will fashion it,—shall happ.y.y meet.
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms,

Which now we hold at much uncertainty.

N'orth. Farewell, good brother: we shall

thrive, I trust.

Hot. Uncle, adieu :—O, let the hours be short.
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Till fields and blows and groans applaud our

sport. [Exeitnf.

ACT II.

?CENE I.— ROCUKSTER. An Itin Yard.

Enter a Carrier -ijuilh a lati(erii in his hand.

I Car. llcigh-ho ! an 't be not four by llic

day, I '11 he hanged : Charles' wain is over the

new chimney, and yet our horse noi packed.

—

Wh U, ostler

!

Oi!. [IViihin.} Anon, anon.

1 Car. I pr'ythee, Tom, beat Cut's saddle,

put a few flocks in the point ; the poor jade is

wrong in the withers out of all cess.

Enter another Carrier.

2 Car. Peas and beans are as dank here as a

dog, and that is the ne.\t way to give poor jades
the hots: this house is turned upside down since

Robin ostler died.

1 Car. Poor fellow ! never joyed since the

price of oats rose; it v/as the death of him.
2 Car. I think this be the most villanous

hoise in all London road for fleas: I am stung
like a tench.

1 Car. Like a tench ! by the mass, there is

ne'er a king in Christendom could be better bit

than I have been since the first cock.

2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er a jor-

den, and then we leak in your chimney; and
your chamber-lie breeds fleas like a loach.

1 Car. What, ostler ! come away, and be
hanged ; come away.

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon and t\vo

races of ginger, to be delivered as far as Char-
ing-cross.

I Car. 'Odsbody ! the turkeys in my pannier
are quite starved.— What, ostler !

—

h plague on
thee! hast thou never an eye in thy head?
canst not hear? An 'twere not as good a deed
as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am a very
villain.—Come, and be hanged:— hast no faith

in thee?

Enter Gadshill.

Gads. Good-morrow, carriers. \\1iat 's

o'clock?

i Car. I think it be two o'clock.

Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thy lantern, to see

my gelding in the stable.

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye ; I know a trick

worth two of that, i' faith.

Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thine.

2 Car. Ay, when ? canst tell?—Lend me thy
lantern, quoth a?—marry, I'll see thee hanged
Erst.

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean
to come to London ?

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a
candle, I warrant thee. — Come, neighbour
Mugs, we'll call up the gentlemen: they will
along with company, for they have great charge.

\Exeunt Carriers.
Cads. What, ho ! chamberlain !

Cham. [ Within.] A\. hand, quoth pick-purse.
Gads. That 'seven as fair as—at hand, quoth

the chamberlain ; for thou variest no more from
picking of purses than giving direction doth
from labouring; thou layest the plot how.

Enter Chamberlain.

Cham. Good-morrow, blaster Gadshill. It
holds current that I told you yesternight :

—

there 's a frankhn in the wild of Kent hath
brought three hundred marks with him in gold :

I heard him tell it to one of his company last

night at supper; a kind of auditor; one that
hath abundance of charge too, God knows what.
They are up already, and call for eggs and
butter; they will av.ay presently.

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with Saint
Nicholas' clerks, I '11 give thee this neck.

Cham. No, I'll none of it: I pr'ythee, keep
that for the hangman ; for I know thou wor-
shippest Saint Nicholas as truly as a man ol

falsehood may.
Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hang-

man ? If I hang, I 'II make a fat pair ofgallows

;

for if I hang, old Sir John hangs with me ; and
thou knowest he 's no starveling. Tut ! there
are other Trojans that thou dreamest not of,

the which, for sport-sake, are content to do the
profession some grace; that would, if matters
should be looked into, for their own credit-sake,
make all whole. I am joined with no foot land-
rakers, no long-staff sixpenny strikers, none of
these mad mustachio purple-hued malt-worms;
but with nobility and tranquillity ; burgomasters
and great oneyers, such as can hold in, such as
will strike sooner than speak, and speak sooner
than drink, and drink sooner than pray: and
yet I lie ; for they pray continually to their
saint, the commonwealth; or, rather, not pray
to her, but prey on her ; for they ride up and
down on her, and make her their boots.

Cham. WTiat, the commonwealth their boots?
will she hold out water in foul way?

Gads. She will, she will ; justice hath liquored

her. We steal as in a castle, cock-sure; we
have the receipt of fern-seed,—we walk invisible.

Cham. Nay, by my faith, I think you are

more beholding to the night than to fern-seed

for your walking invisible.

di
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Gads. Give me thy hand : thou shalt have a

share in our purchase, as I am a true man.

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are

a false thief.

Gads. Go to ; homo is a common name to all

men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of

the stable. Farewell, you muddy knave.

[Exctnii.

ScENii II. — The Head by Gadskill.

Enter Prince Henry atid Poins ; Bardolph
and Peto at some dislance.

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter: I have re-

moved Falstaffs horse, and he frets like a

:;ummed velvet.

P. Hen. Stand close. \_They retire.

Enter FaLSTAFF.

Fal. Poms ! Poins, and be hanged ! Poins

!

P. Hen. [Coming for7vard.'\ Peace, ye fat-

kidneyed rascal! what a brawling dost thou

keep!
Pdl. Whe-ie 's Poins, Hal?
P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the

hill : I "11 go seek him.

[Pretends to seek PoiNS.

Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thief s

company: the rascal hath removed my horse,

and tied him I know not where. If I travel

Init four foot by the squire further a-foot, I

.^hall break my wind. Well, I doubt not but

to die a fair death for all this, if I 'scape hangijig

for killing that rogue. I have for.sworn his

company hourly any time this two-and-lwentv
year, and yet 1 am bewitched with the rogue's

Company. If the rascal have not given me
medicines to make me love him, I'll be hanged;
it could not be else; I have drunk medicines.
— Poins!— IL.i 1—a pbgue upon you both!

—

Bardolph!— Peto!— I'll starve, ere I'll rob a
foot further. An 'twere not as good a deed as

drink, to turn true man, and leave these rogues,

I am the veriest varlet that ever chewed with a

tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground is three-

score and ten miles a-foot with me; and the

>tony-hearted villains know it well enough : a

plague upon 't, when thieves cannot be true to

one another! [They whistle.'\ Whew!—

a

plague upon you all ! Give me my horse, you
rogues; give me my horse, and be hanged.

P, Hett. [Coming fonvard.'\ Peace, ye fat-

g.its! lie down; lay thine ear close to the

ground, and list if thou canst hear the tread of

travellers.

Fal. 1 lave you any levers to lift me up again,

ting down? 'Sblood, I'll not bear mine own

flesh so far a-foot again for all the coin in thy
father's exchequer. What a plague mean ye
to colt me thus?

P. Hen. Thou best; thou art not colted,

thou art uncoiled.

Fal. I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me
to my horse, good king's son. [osller?

P. Hen. Out, you rogue! shall I be your
Fal. Go, hang thyself in thine own heir-

apparent garters ! If I be ta'en, I'll peach for

this. An I have not ballads m.ade on you all,

and sung to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack l)e

my poison :—when a jest is so forward, and a-

foot loo !— I hale it.

Enter Gadshii.l.

Gads. Stand.

Fal. So I do, against my will.

Poins. O, 'tis our setter: I know his voice.

[Cotningforward with Bard. andViL'XO.
Bard. What news?
Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on ^vith your vis-

ards: there 's money of the king's coming down
the hill; 'tis going 10 the king's exchequer.

Fal. Vou lie, you rogue; 'lis going to the

king's tavern.

Gads. There 's enough to make us all.

Fal. To be hanged.
/*. Hen. Sirs, you four shall froiU ihem in

ihe narrow lane; Ned Poins and I \\\\\ \\:ui;

lower: i! they 'scape from your encounter, then

they light on us.

/'eto. How many be there of them?
Gads. Some eight or ten.

Fal. Zounds, will they not rob us?

P. Hen. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch?
Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your

grandfather; but yet no coward, Hal.
/'. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof.

Pains. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind
the hedge : when thou needest him, there thou
shalt find him. Farewell, and stand fast.

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should
be hanged.

/'. Hen. [Aside to PoiNS.] Ned, where are

our disguises?

Poins. Here, hard by: stand close.

[F.xennt. P. Henry (?;.'(/ PoiNS.
Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his

dole, say I : every man to his business.

Enter Travellers.

I Trav. Come, neighbour : the boy shall

lead our horses down the hill ; we 'U walk a-foot

awhile, and ease our legs.

Fal., Gads., &^e. Standi
Trav. |esu bless us !
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Fal. Strike; down with them; cut the

villains' throats:—ah, whoreson caterpillars!

bacon-fed knaves! they hate us youth:—down
with them ; fleece them. [for ever I

Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours

Fal. Hang ye, gorbcllicd knaves, are ye un-

done? No, ye fat chuffs; I would your store

were here ! On, bacons on ! Wliat, ye knaves!

young men must live. You are grand-jurors,

are ye? we '11 jure ye, i' faith.

\^Excunt Fal. , ^c. , driving the

Travellers out.

Re-enter Prinxe Henry and Poins. .

P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true

men. Now could thou and I rob the thieves,

and go merrily to London, it would be argument
for a week, laughter for a month, and a good
jest for ever.

Poins. Stand close ; I hear them coming.

Re-enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph.
and Peto.

Fal. Come, my masters, let us sliare, and
then to horse before day. An the Prince and
Poins be not two arrant cowards, there 's no
equity stirring : there 's no more valour in that

Poins than in a wild duck.

P. Hen. Your money !

\_Rushing out upon them.

Poins. Villains

!

[Gads., Bard., and Peto run away ; and
I-'al, also, after a blow or two, leaving the

booty.

P. He;t. Got with much ease. Now merrily

to horse: [fear

Tlie thieves are scatter'd, and possess'd with

So strongly tliat they dare not meet each other;

Each takes his fellow for an officer.

Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death,

And lards the lean earth as he walks along

:

Vvere 't not for laughing, I should pity him.

Poins. How the rogue roar'd

!

iExeunt.

SCE.NE HI.

—

Warkworth. a Room in the

Castle.

Enter HoTSPUR, reading a letter.

Hot. —Biit, for mine own fart, my lord, I
could be well contejited to be there, in respect

of the love I bear your house.—He could be
contented,—why is he not, then? In respect

of the love he bears our house:—he shows
in this, he loves his own barn better than he
loves our house. Let me see some more.
The purpose you undertake is dangerous.—

-

Why, that 's certain : 'tis dangerous to take

a cold, to sleep, to drink ; but I tell you, my
lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck
this flower, safely. The purposeyou undertake
i:; dangerous ; thefriends you have puiined un-
certain; the limettselfunsorted ; aiuiyourivhcle

plot loo lightfor the counterpoise of so great an
opposition.—Say you so, say you so? I bay

unto you again, you are a shallow, cowardly

hind, and you lie. What a lack-brain is lliis!

By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was
laid ; our friends true and constant : a good plot,

good friends, and full of expectation ; an excel-

lent plot, very good friends. What a frosty-

spirited rogue is liiis! Why, my Lord of Voik
commends the plot and the general cour.se of ihe

action. Zounds, an I were now by this rascal,

I could brain him with his lady's fan. Is there

not my father, my uncle, and myself? Lord
Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of ^'c>rk, and
Owen Glendower? Is there not, besides, the

Douglas? Have I not all their letters to meet
me in arms by tlie ninth of the next month ? and
are they not some of them set forward already?

What a pagan rascal is this ! an infidel ! Ha!
you shall see now, in very sincerity of fear and
cold heart, will he to the king, and lay op>en all

our proceedings. O, I could divide myself, and
go to buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed
milk with so honouraV*Ie an action ! 1 lang him !

Let him tell the king ; we are prepared. I will

set forward to-night.

Enter Lady Percy.

Kow now, Kate ! I must leave you within

these tv/o hours. [alone?

Lady. O, my good lord, why are you thus

For what offence have I this fortnight been

A banish'd woman from my Harry's bed ?

Tell me, sweet lord, what is 't that takes from

thee

Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep?

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth.

And start so often when thou sitt'st alone?

\\'hy hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy checks,

And given my treasures and my rights of thee

To thick-ey'd musing and curs'd melancholy?

In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch'd,

And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars

;

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ;

Cry, Courage !—to tlu field!—And thou hast

talk'd

Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents.

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets.

Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin.

Of prisoners' ransom, and of soldiers slain.

And all the currents of a heady fight.

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war,
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And thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep

That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow,

IJke bubbles in a late disturbed stream ;

And in thy face strange motions have appear'd,

Such as we see when men restrain (heir breath

On some great sudden host. O, what portents

are these?

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand,
And 1 must know it, else he loves me not.

//of. What, ho!

Enter a Servant.

Is Gilliams with the packet gone?
Scrv. He is, my lord, an hour ago.

/lot. Hath Butler brought tliose horses from
the sheriff? [now.

Sc>~'. One horse, my lord, he brought even
//ot. What horse? a roan, a crop-ear, is it

not?
Set-iJ. It is, my lord.

//('/. That roan shall be my throne.

Well, I will back him straight: O esperaiicc!—
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park.

[Exit Servant.

Lady. But hear you, my lord.

//jt. What say'st thou, my lady?
/.aJy. What is it carries you away ?

/lot. Why, my horse, my love,—my horse.

Lady. Out, }-ou mad-headed ape !

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen
As you are toss'd with. In faith,

I'll know your business, Ilany,— that I will.

I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir

About his title, and hath sent for you
To line his enterprise: but if you go,

—

Hot. So far a-foot, I shall be weary, love.

Lady. Come, come, you paraquiio, answer me
Directly to tiiis question tliat I ask:
in faith, I'll break thy little finger, Harry,
A a if thou wilt not tell me all things- true.

I/jt. Av/ay,
Asvay, you trifler!—Love?— I love thee not,
I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world

,

To play with mammets and to tilt with lips:

I

We must have bloody noses and crack'd crowns,
'And pass them current too.—Gods me, my

horse!

—

[with me?
What say'st thou, Kate? what wouldst thou have

Lady. Do you not love me? do you not, in-

deed?
Well, do not, then; for since you love me not,
il will not love myself. Do you not love me?
' Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no.

I/ot. Come, wilt thou see me ride?
And when I am o' horseback, I will swear
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate;
I must not have you henceforth question me

Whither I go, nor reason whereabout:
Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude,
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate.
I know you wise; but yet no further wise
Than Harry Percy's wife : constant you are

;

Hut yet a woman : and for secrecy.

No lady closer ; for I well believe

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know,

—

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate.
Lady. How! so far? [Kate:
/let. Not an inch further. But hark you,

Whither I go, thither shall you go too;
To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you.

—

Will this content you, Kate?
Lady, It must, of force. {Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Eastcheap. A Room in the

Boai's Head Tavern.

Enter Princ:!: Henry.

P. Hen. Ned, pr'ythee, come out of that fat

room, and lend me thy hand to laugh a little.

Enter PoiNS.

Poins. Where hast been, Hal?
P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads

amongst three or fourscore hogsheads. I have
sounded the very base string of humility.
Sirrah, I am sworn brother to a leash of
drawers; and can call them all by their Chris-
tian names, as—Tom, Dick, and Francis.

They take it already upon their salvation, that

though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the
king of courtesy : and tell me flatly I am no
proud Jack, like Falstaff, but a Corinthian, a lad
of mettle, a good boy,—by the Lord, so they call

me,—and when I am king of England I shall

command all the good lads in Eastcheap. They
call drinking deep, dying scarlet ; and when you
breathe in your watering, they cry keml and
bid you play il off. To conclude, I am so good
a proficient in one quarter of an hour, that I

can drink with any tinker in his own language
during my life. I tell thee, Ned, thou hast
lost much honour, that thou v/ert not with n,c

in this action. But, sweet Ned,—to sweeten
which name of Ned, I give thee this penny-
worth of sugar, clapped even now into my hand
by an under-skinkcr ; one that never spake othei
English in his life than. Eight skilh'ngs and six-
pence, and You are ivelcome; v/ith this shrill

addition. Anon, anon, sir! Score a pint of bas-
tard in the Half-moon, or so. But, Ned, to
drive away the time till Falstaff come, I pr'y-

thee, do thou stand in some by-room, while I

question my puny drawer to what end he gave
me the sugar ; and do thou never leave calling
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Francis, that his tale to me may be nothing but

anon. Step aside, and I '11 show thee a pre-

cedent. \_Exit PoiNS.
Poins. [Wi/ki/i.] Francis!

P. Hen. Thou art perfect.

Poins. \_V^ilhin.'\ Francis!

Enter FRANCIS.

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.—Look down into the

Pomegranate, Ralph.
/'. Hen. CuiTie liither, Francis.

Fran. My lord?

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis?

Fran. Forsooth, five years, and as much as

\o,—
Poins. [ Within. ] Francis !

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. Five years ! by 'r lady, a long lease

for the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest

thou be so valiant as to play the coward with

Li'v indenture, and show it a fair pair of heels

and run from il?

Fran. O Lord, sir, I '11 be sworn upon all the

books in England, I could find in my heart,

—

Poins. [ IVitliin. ] Francis !

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis?
Fran. Let me see,—about Michaelmas next

I shall be,—
Poins. \_WitJiin.\ Francis!

Fran. Anon, sir.—Pray you, slay a little, my
lord.

P. Hen. Nay, but hark j-ou, Francis: for ihe
SMj-r thou gavest me,—'twas a pennyworth,
wa->'i not?
Fran. O Lord, sir, I would it had been two

!

P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand
pound : ask me when thou wilt, and tiiou shall

have it.

Poins. [IVit^in.] Francis!
Fran. Anon, anon.
P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis; but

to-morrow, Francis ; or, Francis, on Thursday
;

or, indeed, Francis, when thou wilt. But,
Francis,

—

Fran. My lord?
P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin,

cr)'stal-button, nott-pated, agale-ring, puke-
stocking, caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Span-
ish-pouch,

—

Fran. O Lord, sir, who do you mean?
P. Hen. Why, then, your brown bastard is

your only drink ; for, look you, Francis, your
white canvas doublet will sully: in Barbary, sir,

it cannot come to so much.
Fran. What, sir?

Poins. [IVit/iin.] Francis 1

P. Hen. Away, you rogue ! dost thou not
hear them call?

[Here they both call him ; Francis stands
amazed, not knowing which ivay to go.

Enter Vintner.

Vint. What, standost thou still, and hearest
such a calling? Look to the guests within.

iExit Fran.J My lord, old Sir John, with
half-a-dozen more, are at the door : shall I let

them in?

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then
open the door. \^Exit Vininer. ] Poins

!

Re-enter Poi NS.

Poins. Anon, anon, sir.

j". Hen. Sirrah, Falslaff and the rest of the

thieves are at the door: shall we be merry?
J^oins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But

hark ye; what cunning malcli have you made
with this jest of the drawer? come, wliat's the

issue?

P. Hen. I am now of all humours that have
sliov.ed themselves humours since the old days
of goodman Adam to the pupil-age of this pre-

sent twelve o'clock at midnight.—What 's

o'clock, Francis?

Fran. [Wit]iin.~\ Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have
fewer words than a parrot, and yet the son of a
woman ! His industry' is upstairs and down-
stairs ; his eloquence the parcel of a reckoning.

I am not yet of Percy's mind, the Hotspur of

the norlh ; he that kills me some six or seven
dozen Scots at a breakfast, washes his hands,
and says to his wife. Fie upon this quiet life!

I want work. O my sweet Harty, says she,

ho7v many hast thou killed to-day? Give my
roan Iiorse a drench, says he ; and answers. Some
fourteen, an hour after,

—

a trifle, a trifle. I

pr'ylhee, call in Falslaff: I'll play Percy, and
that damned brawn shall play Dame Mortimer
his wife. Rivo says the drunkard. Call in ribs,

call in tallow.

Enter Falstaff, Gadshili., Bardolph, and
Peto

; followed by Francis with wine.

Poins. Welcome, Jack: where hast thou been?

Fal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a

vengeance too ! marry, and amen !—Give me a

cup of sack, boy.—Ere I lead this life long, I '11

sew nether-stocks, and mend them and foot them
too. A plague of all cowards !—Give me a cup
of sack, rogue.—Is there no virtue extant?

YHe drinks.

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a
dish of butter? piliful-heartcd Titan, that melted
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at ihe sweet tale of the sun ! il lliou uidil, tlien

behold that compound.
Fal. Vou rogue, here's hine in this sack too:

there is nothiny, but roguery to be found in vil-

lanous man : yet a coward is \\orse than a cup

of sack with lime in it,—a vilianous coward.

—

til) ihy ways, old Jack ; die when thou wilt, if

n:;;nhood, good manhood, be not forgot upiJii

face of the earth, then am I a sliouen herring.

Me live not three good men unhanged in

jjland ; and one of them is fat, and grows old:

G>/J. help ilie while! a bad world, I say. I

would I were a weaver ; I could sing psalms or

;::.ylhing. A plague of all cowards, I say siilL

/'. lieu, liow "Kjw, woolsack! what mutter

y.>u?

I'al. A kmgs son ! If I do not beat thee out

of thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive

all thy subjects aiore thee like a flock of wild

i^cese, I'll never wear hair on my face more.
\':>u Prince of Wales!

/•'. lien. Vvhy, you whoreson round man,
wiiat "s the matter?

[•'ill. Are you not a cowarti? answer me to

tli:U :—and I'oins there?

I'onii. Zounds, ye LU paunch, an ye call me
coward, I'll stab thee.

Fa/. I call thee coward I I '11 see thee damned
ere I call fhee covv-ard : but I would give a

thousand pound I could run as fast as thou
car.st. You are straight enough in the shoulders,

--you care not who sees your back: call you
tiiat backing of your friends? A plague upon
such baclang ! give me them that will face me.
—Give me a cup of sack:— I am a rogue if 1

drunk to-day.
/•". Halt. O villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped

suice thou drunkest last.

Fal. All's one for that. A plague of all

cowards, still say I. [He drinks.

P. Hen. What 's the matter?
Fal. Wb.at 's the matter! there be four of

u> here have ta'en a thousand pound thi.^ d.iy

ni<:'rning.

P. Hen. Where is it, Jack? where is it!*

Fal. Where is il ! taken from us it is: a hun-
dred upon poor four of us.

/'. HeK. What, a hundred, man?
Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-

sword with a dozen of them two hours to-

C'-iher. I have 'scaped by miracle. I am eight

innes thrust througli the doublet, four through
the hose ; my buckler cut through and through

;

my sword hacked like a hand-.saw,

—

ecce sig-

viiin! 1 never dealt better since I was a man:
ail would not do. A plague of all cowards!

—

Let them sp>eak : if they speak more or less than

truth, tiiey are viifams, and the sons of dark-
ness.

y. HeiT. Speak, sirs; how was it?

GaJs. We lour set upon some do/.cn,

—

I-'al. Si.\teen at lea.-.t, my lord.

Gads. And bound them.

F'c/o. No, no, they were not bound.
Fal. You rogue, they were bounti, everv man

of them ; or I am a Jew else, &n Flirew lew.

Gads. As we were siiaring, some si.x or seven

fresli nie;i set upon us,

—

J-'al. .\v\(i unbound the rcL-t. and then come
in the other.

/'. Hen. Wh.at, fought je with them all?

Fal. All! I know not \\hat ye call all; but

if I tought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch
of radisii : if there were not t\\o or three

and fifiy upon poor old Jack, then am I no
two-legged cieature.

P. Hen. Pray God, you have not murdered
some of them.

Fal. Na\', that's past praying for: I liave

peppered two of them, two I am sure I Lave
paid,—two rogues in buckiam suits. I tell

thee what, Hal,— if I tell thee a lie, spit in my
face, call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward;
—here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four
rogues in buckram let drive at me,

—

F. Hen. What, four? thou saidst but two
even row.

Fal. Four, Hal; I told thee four.

Foi'ns. Ay, ay, he said four.

Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly
thrust at me. I made me no more ado but look
all their seven points in my target, thus.

/'. Hen. Seven? why, there were but four

even now in buckram.
Foins. Ay, four in buckram suits. [else.

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain

P. Hen. Pr'ythee, let him alone; we shall

have more anon.

F'al. Dost ihou hear me, Hal?
P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack.

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to.

These nine in buckram that I told thee oi,

—

/'. Hen. So, two more already.

Fal. Their points being broken,

—

Foins. Down fell their hose.

F'al. Began to give me ground : but I followed

me close, came in foot and hand ; and with, a

thought seven of the eleven I paid.

P. Hen. O monstrous! eleven buckram men
grown out of two !

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, tinea

misbegotten knaves in Kendal green came at my
back and let drive at me;— tor it was so dark,

Hal, that thou couldst not see thy hand.
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/'. lien. These lies are like the father that

bcgils ihem,—gross as a mounlain, open, palp-

able. ^V'hy, thou clay-brained guts, thou noli-

pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy
tallow-keech,

—

Fill. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is

not the truth the truth?

P. lien. Why, how couldsl thou know these

men in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou
couldst not see thy hand? come, tell us your
reason: what sayest ihou to this?

Poins. Coine, your reason. Jack,— your
reason.

Fal. What, upon compulsion? No; were I

at the strappado, or all liie racks in the world,

I would not tell you on compulsion. Give you
a reason on compulsion ! if reasons were as

plenty as blackberries I would give no man a

reason upon compulsion, I.

P. Hen. I Ml be no longer guilty of this sin;

this sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this horse
back-breaker, this huge hill of tlesh,

—

Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you
dried neat's tongue, bull's pizzle, you stock-fish,

—O for breath to utter what is like thee !—you
tailor's yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you vile

standing-tuck,

—

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it

agiin ; and when thou hast tired thyself in base

ci,',ap:irisons, hear me speak but this.

Plv'iis. Mark, Jack.
P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four

;

you bound them, and were masters of their

wealth.—Mark now, how a plain tale shall put

yoa down.—Then did we two set on you four;

and, with a word, out-faced you from your prize,

and have it; yea, and can show it you here in

the house :—and, Falstaff, you carried your guts

away as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, and
roared for mercy, and still ran and roared, as

ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art thou,

to hack thy sword as thou hast done, and then
say it was in fight! What trick, what device,

what starting-hole, canst thou now iind out to

hide thee from this open and apparent shame?
Poins. Come, let's hear, Jack; what trick

hast thou now?
Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he

that made ye. Wliy, hear ye, my masters : was
it for me to kill the heir-apparent? Should I

turn upon the true prince? Why, thou knowest
I am as valiant as Ilorcules : but beware instinct;

the lion will not touch the true prince. Instinct

is a great matter ; I was a coward on instinct. I

shall think the better of myself and thee during
my life ; I for a valiant lion, and thou for a true

prince. But, by the Lord, lads, I am glad you

have the money.—Hostess, clap to the doors
\to Hostess withiny.—watph to-night, pray to-

morrow.—Gallants, lads, boys, hearts of gold,
all the titles of good fellowship come to you

!

What, shall we be merry? Shall we have a
play extempore?

P. Hen. Content ;—and the argument sliall

be thy running away.
Fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou

lovest me

!

Enter Hostess,

Host. O Jesu, my lord the prince,

—

/'. Hen. How now, my lady the hostess!

—

What sayest thou to me?
Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman

oi the court at door would speak with you : he
says he comes from your father.

P. Hen. Give him as much as vvill make him
a royal man, and send him back again to my
mother.

Fal. What manner of man is he?
Host. An old man.
Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at

midnight?—Shall I give him his answer?
/'. Hen. Pr'ythee, do. Jack.
Fal. Faiih, and I '11 send him packing.

P. Hen. Now, sirs:—by'r lady, you fought
fair ;—so did you, Peto ;—so did you, iJardolph

:

you are lions too, you ran away vipon instinct,

you will not touch the true prince; no,—tie!

Bard. Faith, I ran when I saw others run.

P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest, how came
FalstalT's sword so hacked ?

Pc'o. Why, he hacked it with his dagger;
and said he would swear truth out of England,
but he would make you believe it was done in

light ; and persuaded us to do the like.

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-

grass to make them bleed; and then to be-

slubber our garments with it, and swear it was
the blood of true men. I did that I did not
this seven year before,—I blushed to hear his

monstrous devices.

P. Hen. O villain, thou Ltolest a cup of sack
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the

manner, and ever since thou hast blushed ex-

tempore. Thou hadst fire and sword on thy
side, and yet thou rannest away : what instinct

hadst thou for it?

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors?
do vou behold these exhalations?

P. Hen. I do.

Bard. WTiat think you they portend?
/'. Hen. Hot livers and cold purses.

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.
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P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, halter.—Here
comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone.

Re-enter Falstaff.

How now, my sweet creature of bombast ! How
long is 't ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine own
knee?

Fa.'. My own knee ! when I was about thy

years, Hal, 1 was not an eagle's talon in the

waist ; I could have crept into any alderman's
thumb-ring: a plague of sighing and grief! it

blows a rnan up like a bladder.—There's
vilianous news abroad: here was Sir Jolm
Eracy from your father; you must to the court

in the morning. That same n.ad fellow of the

north, Percy: and he of Wales, that gave
Amaimon the bastinado, and made Lucifer

cuckold, and swore the devil his ti"ue liegeman

upon the cross of a Welsh hook,—what, a

plague, call you him?

—

Poins. O, Glendower.
Fal. Owen, Owen,—the same ; and his son-

in-law, Mortimer: and old Northumberland;
and that sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that

runs o' horseback up a hill perpendicular,

—

P. Hen. He that rides at high speed, and
with his pistol kills a sparrow flying ?

Fal. You liave hit it.

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow.

Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in

him ; he will not run ;

—

P. Hen. Why, what a rascal art thou, then,

to praise him so for running.

Fal. O" horseback, ye cuckoo; but a-foot he
will not budge a foot.

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct.

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct.— Well, he is

there too, and one Ivlordake, and a thousand
blue-caps more : Worcester is stolen away to-

night; thy father's beard is turned white with

the news : you may buy land now as cheap as

Stinking mackerel.

P. Hen. Why, then, it is like, if there come
a hot June, and this civil buffeting hold, we shall

buy maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the

hundreds.

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou sayest true ; it is

like we shall have good trading thai way.—But
tell me, Hal, art thou not horribly aleard? thou

being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee

out three such enemies again as that fiend

Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Glen-
dower? Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not

thy blood thrill at it?

P. Flen. I\ot a whit, i' faith; I lack some of

thy instinct.

Fal, V.'cll, thou wilt be horribly chid to-

morrow when thou comest to thy father: if thou
love me, practise an answer.

P. Heii. Do tliou stand for my father! and
examine me upon the particulars of my life.

Fal. Shall I? content:—this chair shall be
my state, this dagger my sceptre, and this

cushion my crown.

P. Hen. Thy stale is taken for a joint-stool,

thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and lliy

precious rich crown for a pitiful bald crown !

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite
out of thee, noNv shalt t'nou be moved.—Give
me a cup of sack to make mine eyes look red,

that it may be thought I have wept; for I must
spealc in passion, and I will do it in King
Cambyses' vein.

P. Hen. Well, here is my leg.

F\il. And here is my speech.—Stand aside,

nobility.

Host. O Jesu, this is excellent sport, i' faith !

Fal. Weep not, sweet queen; for trickling

tears are vain.

Host. O, the father, how he holds his counte-
nance ! [ful queen

;

Fal. For God's sake, lords, convey my trist-

For tears do stop the floodgates of her eyes.

Host. O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these

harlotry players as ever I see

!

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot; peace, good
tickle-brain.— Harry, I do not only marvel
where thou spendest thy time, but also how thou
art accompanied : for though the camomile, the

more it is trodden on, the faster it grows, yet

youth, the more it is wasted, the sooner it wears.

That thou art my son, I have partly thy mother's
word, partly my own opinion ; but c'niefly a
vilianous trick of thine eye, and a foolish hang-
ing of thy nether lip, that doth warrant me.
If, then, thou be son to me, here lies the
point ;—why, being son to me, art thou so
pointed at? Shall the blessed sun of heaven
prove a micher, and eat blackberries? a question
not to be asked. Shall the son of England
prove a thief, and take purses? a question to be
asked. There is a thing, Harr}', which thou
hast often heard of, and it is known to many in

our land by the name of pitch: this pitch, as

ancient writers do report, doth defile; so doth
the company thou keepest : for, Harr}', now I

do not speak to tliee in drink, but in tears ; not
in pleasure, but in passion ; not in words only,

but in woes also:—and yet there is a virtuous

rnan whom I ha>'e often noted in thy company,
but I know not his name.

P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like your
majesty?

Fal. A goodly portly man, i' faith, and a
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corpulent ; of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye,

and a most noble carriage ; and, as I think, his

age some fifty, or, by 'r lady, inclining to three-

score; and now I remember me, his name is

Falstaft : if that man should be lewdly given,

he deceiveth me; for, Harry, I see virtue in his

looks. If, then, the tree may be known by the

fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, peremptorily

I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaft : him
keep with, the rest banish. And tell me now,
thou naughty varlet, tell me, where hast thou

been this month?
P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king? ^Do

thou stand for me, and 1 "11 play my father.

Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so

gravely, so inajestically, both in word and
matter, hang me up by the heels for a rabbit-

sucker or a poiilter's hare.

P. Hilt. Well, here I am set.

Fal. And here I stand :—^judge, my masters.

P. Hen. Now, Harry, whence come you?
Fal. My noble lord, from Eastcheap.

P. Hen. The complaints I hear of thee are

grievous.

/'a/. 'Sblood, my lord, they are false:—nay,

I '11 tickle ye for a young prince, i' faith.

/••. Hen. Swearest thou, ungracious boy?
henceforth ne'er look on me. Thou art violently

carried away from grace : there is a devil haunts

thee, in the likeness of a fat old man,—a tun of

man is thy companion. Why dost thou con-

verse with that trunk of humours, that bolting-

hutch of beastliness, chat swollen parcel of

dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, that stuffed

cloak-bag of guts, that roasted Manningtree ox,

with the pudding in his belly, that reverend

vice, that gray iniquity, that father ruffian, that

vanity in years? Wherein is he good, but to

taste sack and drink it? wherein neat and
cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat it?

wherein cunning, but in craft? wherein crafty,

but in villany? wherein villanous, but in all

things? wherein worthy, but in nothing?

Fal. I would your grace would take me with

you: whom means your grace?

P. Hen. That villanous abominable mis-

leader of youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded

Satan.

Fal. My lord, the man I know.
P.' Hen. I know thou dost.

Fal. But to say I know more harm in him
than in myself, were to say more than I know.
That he is old,—the more the pity,—his white

hairs do witness it ; but that he is,—saving your
reverence,—a whoremaster, that I utterly deny.

If sack and sugar be a fault, God help the

wicked ! If to be old and merry be a sin.

then many an old host that I know is damned:
if to be fal be to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean

kine are to be loved. No, my good lord

;

banish Peio, banish Bardolph, banish Poin^:

but, for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff,

true Jack Falstafi, valiant Jack Falstaff, and
therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old Jack
Falstaff, banish not him thy Harrj''s company,
banish not him thy Harry's company:— Ixinish

plump Jack, and banish all the world.

P. Hen. I do, I will. [A knocking heard.

[Exeunt Host., Fr^\n., aw^BARD.

Rc-en'cr B.\RDOLrn, running.

Bard. O, my lord, my lord ! the sheriff wilii

a most monstrous watch is at the door.

Fal. Out, you rogue!—pla)' ivat the play: I

have much to say in the behalf of that P'alstnff.

Re-enter Hostess, hastily.

Host. O fesu, my lord, my lord,

—

P. Hen. Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon
a fiddle-stick: what's the matter?

Host. The sherifi' and all the watch are at

ihe door : they are come to search the house.

Shall I let them in?

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true

piece of gold a counterfeit: thou art essentially

mad, without seeming so.

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without

instinct.

Fal. I deny your major: if you will deny
the sheriff", so; if not, let him enter: if I be-

come not a cart as well asancnher man, a plagi^e

on my bringiiig u)j ! I hope I shall as soon be
strangled with a halter as another.

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras:

—

the rest walk up above. Now, my masters, for

a trae face and good conscience.

Fal. Both which I have had ; but their date

is out, and therefore I '11 hide me.
[Exeunt all but the Pri.N'CE and PoiN?.

P. Hen. Call in the sheriff.

Enter Sheriff atid Carrier.

Now, master sherifi, what is your will with me?
Sher. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and

cry

Hath followed certain men unto this house.

P. Hen. What men? [lord,

—

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious

A gross fat man.
Car. .\s fat as butter.

P. Hen. The man, I do assure you, is not here;

For I myself at this time have employ'd him.

And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee,

That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time,
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Send him to answer thee, or any man,
]''iT anj-lliing he shall be chavg'd wilhal:

And so, let nie entreat you leave the house.

Skcr. I will, my lord. There aic two gentle-

men
Hive in this robbery lost three hundred marks.

/'. lien. It may be so: if he have robb'd

these men
!L shall be answerable; and so, farewell.

Sher. Good-night, my noble lord.

/'. Hen. I think it is good-morrow, is it not?

Sker. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two
o'clock. [Exetini Sheriff awe/ Carrier.

P. Hen. This oil)' rascal is known as well as

i'r.nrs. Go, call him forth.

/ 'o/ns. Falstaff !—fast asleep behind the arras,

aii'l snorting lilce a horse.

/". Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath.

St.irch his pockets. [PoiNS searches.] What
h:i~t thou found.?

/'o/ns. Nothing Ivjt papers, my lord.

r. Hen. Let 's see what they be: read them.

Poins. [AVflrf.f. ] Item, A capon, 2S. 2d.

Item, Sauce, . . . . . os. 4d.

Ilem, Sack, two gallons. . . 5s. Sd.

Iiem, Anchoviesand sack alter supper, 2s. 6d.

litm, Ikead, . . . . . Os. o^il.

P. Hen. O monstrous ! but one halfpenny-

V. a ih of bread to this intolerable deal of sack !

—

What there is else, keep close; we'll read it at

more advantage : there let him sleep till day.

ril to the court in the morning. We must all

to tlie wars, and thy place shall be honourable.

1 11 procure this fat nigiie a charge of foot ; and
1 know his death will be a march of twelve-

score. The money shall be paid back again

wii'li advantage. Be with me betimes in the

nuiruiiig; and so, good-morrow, I'oins.

Poins. Good-morrow, good my lord.

\Exennt.

ACT III.

.ScENK I.

—

Bangor. A Room in the Arch-
de.\con's House.

Enter IIOTSPUK, WORCESTER, MORTIMER,
and Glendower.

Mort. These promises are fair, the parties

sure.

And our induction full of prosperous hope.
Hot. Lord Mortimer,-—and cousin Glen-

dower,

—

Will you sit down?

—

And uncle Worcester:—a plague upon H!
1 liave forgot the map.

Clend. No, here it is.

Sit, cousin Percy; sit, good cousin Hotspur,

—

For by that name as oft as Lancaster
Doth, speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and willi

A rising sigh he wishes you in heaven.
Hot. And you in hell, as often as he hears

Owen Glendower spoke of.

Glend. I cannot blame him : at my nativity

The front of heaven was full of iiery shapes,

Of burning cressets; and at my birth

The frame and huge foundation of the earth

Sirak'd like a coward.
Hot. Why, so it v/ould have done,

At the saine season, if your motiier's cat

Had but kitten'd, though yourself had ne'er

been born. [born.

Glend. I say tlie earth did shake when I was
Hot. And I say the earth was not of my mind,

If you sapposc as learing you it shook.

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, tlie earth

did tremble.

Hot. O, then the earth shook to see the

iieavens on fire.

And not in fear of your nativity.

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth

In strange eruptions; oft the teeming earth

Is with a kind of colic pinch'd and ve.x'd

By the imprisoning of unruly wind [striving,

Within her womb; which, for enlargement

Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down
Steeples and moss-grown towers. Atyour birth.

Our grandam earth, having this di.stemperature.

In passion shook.

G/end. Cousin, of many men
I do not bear these crossings. Cjive me leave

To tell you once again that at my birth

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes;

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds

Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields.

These signs have mark'd me extraordinary;

And all the courses of my life do show
I am not in the roll of common i':ien.

Where is he living,—clipp'd in witli the sea

That chides the banks of England, Scotland,
Wales,—

WTiich calls me pu])il, or hath read to me?
And bring him out that is but woman's son

Can trace me in the tedious ways of art.

And hold me pace in deep experiments.

Hot. I think there is no man speaks bdtei
Welsh.—

I '11 to dinner. [mad.

Mort. Peace, cousin Percy; you will make him
Glend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep.

Hot. Why, so can I, or so can any man ;

But will they come when you do call lor them?
Glend. Wiy, I can teach thee, cousin, to

command
The devil.
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Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame
the devil

By tc'lin<; truth: tell trutli, and shame the devil!

II tho'j have power to raise him, luring him hither,

And I '11 be sworn I have power to sliame him
hence. [devil I

O, while you live, tell truth, and shame the

Mort. Come, come.
No more of this unprofitable chat.

Gleiid. Three limes hath Henry Bolingbroke
maile heaii [Wye

Against my power; ihrice from the banks of

And sandy-botlom'd Severn have I sent him^
Bootless home and weather-beaten back, [too!

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather
How 'scapes he agues, in the devil's name?

Glcnd. Come, here 's the map : sliall we
divide our right

According to our threefold order ta'en?

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it

Into three limits very equally:

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto,

15y south and east is to my part assign"d

:

All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore.

And all the fertile land within that bound,
To Owen Glendower:—and, dear coz, to you
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent.
And our indentures tripartite are drawn;
Which being sealed interchangeably,

—

A business that this night may execute,

—

To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I,

And my good Lord of Worcester, vvili set forth

To meet your father and the Scottish power,
As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury.
My father Glendower is not ready yet,

Nor shall we need his lielp these fourteen days:

—

Within that space \^to Glend.] you may have
drawn together [men.

Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentle-

Clend. A shorter lime shall send me to you,
lords

:

And in my conduct shall your ladies come

;

From wiiom you now mu-st steal, and take no
leave

;

For there will be a world of water shed
Upon the parting of your wives and you.

Hot. Methinks my moiety, north from Burton
here.

In quantity equals not one of yours:
See how this river comes me cranking in.

And cuts me from the best of all my land
A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out.

I '11 have the current in this place danim'd up;
And here the smug and silver Trent sb^all run
la a new channel, fair and evenly :

It shall not wind with such a deep indent,

To rob me of so rich a bottom here.

Glend. Not wind ! it shall, it must
; you see

it doth.

Mort. Yea. [up
But mark how he bears his course and runs mc
With like advantage on the other side;

Gelding the opposed continent as much
As on the other side it takes from you.

Wor. Yea, but a Utile charge will trench
him here,

/Vnd on this north side win thLs cape of land

;

And then he runs straight and even.

Hot. I '11 have it so : a little charge will do it.

Glend. I will not have it alter'd.

Hot. Will not you?
Glend. No, nor you shall not.

JJot. Wlio shall say me nay?
Glend. WTiy, that will I.

Hot. Let me not understand you, then

;

Speak it in Welsh. [you ;

Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as
For I was train'd up in the English court

;

Where, being but young, I framed to the harp
Many an English ditty, lovely well.

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament,

—

A virtue that was never seen in you. [iieart:

Hot. iMarry, and I am glad of it with aii my
I had rather be a kitten and cry mew,
Tlian one of these same metre ballad-mongers;
I had rather hear a brazen candlestick turn'd.

Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree;

And ihat would set my teeth nothing on edge,

Nothing so much as mincing poetry :

—

'Tis like the forc'd gait of a shutr.iug nag.

Glend. Come, you shall have Trent lurn'd.

Hoi. I do not care; I 11 give ihrice so much
land

To any well -deserving friend;

But in the way of bargain, mark ye me,
I "11 cavil on the ninth part of a hair.

.\re the indentures drawn? slsall we be gone?
Glcnd. The moon shines fair ;

you may away
by night

:

I "11 haste the writer, and wiihal

Break with your wives of your departure hence:
I am afraid my daughter will run mad,
So much she doteth on her Mortimer. [Exit.

.'\Iort. Fie, cousin Percy ! how you cross my
father

!

[me
/lot. I cannot choose: sometimes he an^^crs

With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant,

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies.

And of a dragon and a finless fish,

A clip-wing'd griffin and a moulten raven,

j\ couching lion and a ramping cat.

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what,

—

He held me last night at least nine hours
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In reckoning up the several devils' names
That were his lackeys : I cried /izim, and 7vc/i,

go to.

But mark'd him not a word. O, he 's as tedious

As is a tired horse, a rainng wife;

Worse than a smoky house :— I had rather live

Wilh cheese and garlic in a windmill, far,

Than feed on caLes and have him talk to me
In any summer-house in Christendom.

Mort. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman ;

Exceedingly well read, and profiled

In strange concealments ; valiant as a lion,

And wondrous affable ; and as bountiful

As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin?

He holds your temper in a high respect,

And curbs himself even of his natural scope

When you do cross his humour ; faith, he does

:

I warrant you, th.at man is not alive

Might so have templed liim as you have done,

Without the taste of danger and reproof

:

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you.

IVor. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful-

blarne

;

And since your coming hither have done enough
To put him quite beside his patience.

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this

fault

:

Though sometimes it show greatness, courage,

blood,

—

And that 's ihc dearest grace it renders you,

—

Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage.

Defect of manners, want of government,
Pride, haughiincss, opinion, and disdain

:

The least of which, haunting a nobleman,
Loselh men's hearts, and leaves behind a stain

Upon the beauty of all parts besides.

Beguiling them of commendation.
Hot. Well, I am school'd: good manners

be your speed !

Here come our wives, and let us take our leave.

Re-enter Glendower, -with Lady Mortimer
and Lady Percy,

Mort. This is the deadly spite that angers

me,—
My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh.

Gleiid. My daughter weeps: she will not part

wilh you

;

She'll be a soldier too, she 'II to the wars.

Mort. Good father, tell her that she and rny

aunt Percy
Shall follow in your conduct speedily.

[Glend. speaks to Lady jNIort. /;/ IVehk,
ay.d she aiiswejs him in the sanie.

Glend. She 's desperate here ; a peevish, self-

wiird harlotr}'.

One that no persuasion can do good upon.

[Lady Mort. speaks to Mort. in Welsh.
Mort. I understand thy looks; that pretty

Welsh [heavens,

Which thou pour'st down from these welling

I am too perfect in ; and, but for shame,
In such a parley sirould I ansv.-cr thee.

[Lady Mort. speaks again.

I understand thy kisses, and thou mine,
And that 's a feeling disputation :

But I will never be a truant, love,

Till I have learned thy language ; for thy tonrne
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn'd.
Sung by a fair queen in a summer's bower,
Wilh ravishing division, to her lute. ['.nad.

Gknd. Nay, if you melt, then will she run

[Lady IvIort. speaks again.

Mort. O, I am ignorance itself in this

!

Glend. She bids you on the wanton rushes

lay you down,
And rest your gentle head upon her lap.

And she will sing the song that pleaseih you.
And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep.

Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness;

Making such difference betwixt wake and sleep

As is the difference betwixt day and night.

The hour before the heavenly harness'd team
Begins his golden progress in the east, [sing:

Mort. Vs'ith all my heart I '11 sit and hear her

By that time will our book, I think, be drawn.
Glend'. Do so;

And those musicians that shall play to you
I lang in the air a thousand leagues from hence ;

And straight they shall be here : sit, and attend.

Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in l)ing

down: come, quick, quick, that I may lay my
head in thy lap.

Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose.

[ The vntsic play^.

Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands
Welsh

;

-And 'tis no marvel he 's so humorous.
By 'r lady, he 's a good musician.

Lady P. Then should you be nothing but

musical ; for you are altogether governed by
humours. Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady

sing in Welsh.
Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach,

howl in Irish.

L^ady P. Wouldst thou have thy head broKcn?
Hot. No.
Lady P. Then be still.

Hot. Neither ; 'tis a woman's fault.

L^ady P. Now God help thee !

Llot. To the Welsh lady's bed.

LMdy P. What's that?

Hot. Peace ! she sings.

\,A Welsh Song sung by Lady Mort.
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Hot. Come, Kale, I '11 have your song too.

Lcuiy P. Not mine, in good sooth.

Hot. Not yours, in good soolh ! 'Heart, you

swear like a comfit-maker's wife ! Not you, in

good sooth ; and. As true as I live, and, As God
shall mend iiis ; and, As sure as day:

And giv'st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths,

As if thou never walk'dst further than Finsbury.

Swear nie, Kate, like a lady as thou art,

A good mouth-filling oath; and leave in sooth,

And such protest of pepper-gingerfjread,

To velvet guards and Sunday-citizens.

Come, sing.

Lady P. I will not sing.

Hot. 'Tis the next way to turn tailor, or he

redbreast teacher. An the indentures be drawn,

I '11 away within these two hours; and so, come
ill when ye will. [Exit.

Glerid. Come, come, Lord Morlmier ; you

are as slow
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go.

By this our book is drawn ; we will but seal,

.^nd then to horse immediately.

Mart. With all my heart.

\Exetuit.

Scene IL—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, and
Lords.

A". Hen. Lords, give us leave; the Prince of

Wales and I [hand,

Must have some conference ; but be near at

For we shall presently have need of you.

'Exeunt Lords.

I know not whether God will have it so,

For some displeasing service I have done.

That, in his secret doom, out of my blood

He'll breed revengement and a scourge for me;
But thou dost, in thy passages of life.

Make me believe that thou art only mark'd
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else,

Could such inordinate and low desires,

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean
attempts.

Such barren pleasures, rude society.

As thou art malch'd withal and grafted to,

Accomoany the greatness of thy blood,

And hold their level with thy princely heart?

P. Hen. So please your majesty, I would I

could

Quit all offences with as clear excuse,

As well as I am doubtless I can purge
Myself of many I am charg'd withal

:

Yet such extenuation let me beg,

As, in reproof of many tales devis'd,^

Whichoft theear ofgreatness needsmust hear,

—

By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers,
I may, for some things true, wherein my youtii

Hath faulty wander'd and irregular,

Find pardon on my true submission.
K. Hen. Cod pardon thee !— yet let mc

wonder, Harry,
At thy affections, which do hold a wing
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors.
Thy place in council ihou hast rudely lost.

Which by thy younger brother is supplied;
And art almost an alien to the hearts

Of all the court and princes of my blood:
The hope and expectation of thy lime
Is ruin'd ; ar.d the soul of every man
Prophetically does forcthink ihy faH.

Had I so lavish of my presence been.

So common-hac'ney'd in the eyes of men,
So stale and cheap to vulgar company,

—

Opinion, that did help me to the crown.
Had still kept loyal to possession.

And left me in reputeless banishment,
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood.

By being seldom seen, I could not stir

But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at

;

That men would tell their children. This is he'.

Others would say,— Where, -which is Bolin^-

broke?

And fhen I stole all courtesy from heaven,
And dress'd myself in such humility
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts,

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouthji.

Even in the presence of the crowned king.

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new;
My presence, like a robe pontifical,

Ne'er seen but vvonder'd at : and so my state.

Seldom but sumptuous, showed like a feast.

And won by rareness such solemnity.

The skipping king, he ambled up and down
With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits,

Soon kindled and soon burn'd : carded his state;

Mingled his royalty with carping fools;

Had his great name profaned with their scorns;

And gave his countenance, against his name.
To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push
Of every beardless vain comparative ;

Grew a companion to the common streets.

Enfeoffd himself to popularity ;

That, being daily svvallow'd by men's eyes,

They surfeited with honey, and began

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little

More than a little is by much too much.

So, when he had occasion to be seen.

He was but as the cuckoo is in June,

Heard, not regarded,—seen, but with such eyes.

As, sick and blunted with community.
Afford no extraordinary gaze,
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Such as is bent on sui ,ike majesty

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes:

But rather drowz'd, and hung their eyelidsiiown,

Slept in his face, and render'd such aspect

As cloudy men use to their adversaries,

Being with his presence glutted, gorg"d, and full.

And in thai very line, Harry, sland'st thou;

For thou liast lost thy princely privilege

With vile participation: not an eye

Hut is a-weary of thy common sight.

Save mine, which hath desir'd lo see thee more ;

Which now doth that I would not have it do, —
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness.

/'. Hoi. I shall hereafter, my thrice -gracious

lord.

Be more myself.

K. r{;n. For all the world,

As thou art to this liour, was Rijhard then

When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg;

Aiid even as I was then is Percy p.ow.

Now, by my sceptre, and my soul to boot,

He hath more worthy interest to the state

Than ihou, the shadow of succession :

For, of no right, nor colour like to right.

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm ;

Turns head against the lion's armed jaws

;

And, being no more in debt to vears than thou.

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on
To bloody battles and to bruising arms.

What never-dying lujnour hath he got

Against renowned Dougias! whose high deeds,

Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms,

Hold^ from all soldiers chief majority

And military title capital [Christ

:

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge
Thrice hath this Hotspur Mars in swathing-

clothes,

This infant warrior, in his enterprises

Discomfited great Douglas; ta'en him once,

Enlarg-'-.d him, and made a friend of him,

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up.

And shake the peace and safety of our throne.

And what say you to this.? Pe.cy, Northumber-
land,

The Archbishop's grace of York, Douglas,
Mortimer,

Capitulate against us, and are up.

Rut wherefore do I tell these news to thee?

.
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes,

I Which art my near'st and dearest enemy?
Thou that art like enough,—through vassal fear,

Base inclination, and the start of spleen,

—

To fight against me under Percy's pay.
To dog his heels, and court'sy at Ills frown..,

To show how much thou art degenerate.
P. Hot. Do not think so, you shall not find

it so:

And God forgive them that have so niueri

sway'd

Your majesty's good thoughts away from me I

I will redeem all this on I'ercy's head.

And, in the closing of some glorious day.
Be bold to tell you that I am your son

:

When I will wear a garment all of iilood.

And stain my favours in a bloody ma.sk, fit

:

Which, w-ash'd away, shall scour my shame wiili

And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights.

That this same child of hiinour and renown.
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight,

.'\nd your unthought-of Harry chance; to meet.
For every honour silting on his iielin.

Would they were multitudes, and on my head
My shames redoubled ! for the tiiiie will come
That I shall make tliis northern youth exchange
His glorious deeiis for my indignilies.

I'ercy is but my factor, good my lord.

To engross up glorious deeds on my Ixhalf;

And I will call liim to so strict account,

That he shall render every glory up,

\'ea, even the slightest worship of his time.

Or 1 will tear the reckoning from his lieart.

Tliis, in the name of God, I promise here:

The which if he be pleas'd I shall perform,

I do beseech your majesty, may salve

The long-grown wounds of my intemperance:

[f not, the end of life cancels all bands;

.And I will die a hundred thousand deaths

Ere break the smallest parcel of th.is vow.

K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in

this:— [herein.

Thou shall have charge and sovereign trust

Enter ^\'9. Walter Blunt.

How now, good Blunt ! thy looks arc full of

speed. [spi.'ak :^\.

Blunt. So hath the business that I come to

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word
That Douglas and the English rebels met
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury:

A mighty and a fearful head they are.

If promises be kept on every hand,

.As ever offer'd foul play in a state.

K. Hen. The Earl of Westmoreland set forth

to-day

;

With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster;

For this advertisement is five days old :
—

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall ';et for-

ward ;

On Thursday we ourselves will march:
Our meeting is Bridgenorth: and, Harry, votj

Shall march through Glostershire; by whicll

account.

Our business valued, some twelve dn-s 'lence

Our general forces at Bridgenorth shall meet.
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Our hands are full of business: let 's away ;

AJvanlage feeds I'.iui fat while men delay.

{Exeunt.

Scene III.— Eastciieap. A Room in the

Boar's Head Tavern.

Enter Fai.staff and Bardolph.

Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely

since this last action? do I not bate? do I not
divindle? Why, my skin hangs about me like

an old lady's loose gown ; I am withered like an
old apple-john. Well, I '11 repent, and that sud-

d>-'nly, while I am in some liking ; I shall Lie out

of heart shortly, and then I shaUhave no strength
to repent. An I have not forgotten what the

inside of a church is made of, I am a pepper-
corn, a brewer's horse : the inside of a church !

Company, villanous company, hath been the
spoil of me.

Bixrd. Sir John, you are so fretful, you can-
not live long.

Fal. Why, there is it; come, sing me a bawdy
song; makeme merry. I wasasvirtuouslygiven
as a gentleman need to be ; virtuous enough

:

swore little; diced not above seven times a

we;;k; went to a bawdy-house not above once
in a quarter—of an hour; paid money that I

borrowed—three or four times: lived well, and
in good compass : and now I live out of all

order, out of all compass.
Bard. Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that you

must needs be out of all compass,—out of all

reasonable compass, Sir John.
Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I '11 amend

my life: thou art our admiral, thou bearest the
lantern in the poop,—but 'tis in the nose of thee;
thou art the Knight of the Burning Lamp.

Pard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no
harm.

Fal. No, I '11 be sworn; I make as good use
of it as many a man doth of a Death's head or a
mcmcn/o mori: I never see thy face but I think
upon hell-fire, and Dives that lived in purple;
for there he is in his robes, burning, burning.
If thou wert any way given to virtue, I would
swear by thy face ; my oath should be. By this

fire, that^s God^s angel; but thou art altogether
given over ; and wert indeed, but for the light
in thy face, the son of utter darkness. When
thou tannest up Gadshill in the night to catch
my horse, if I did not think thou hadst been an
ignis fatuus or a ball of wildfire, there 's no
purchase in money. O, thou art a perpetual
triumph, an everlasting bonfire light! Thou
hast saved me a thousand marks in links and
torches, walking with thee in the night betwixt
tavern and tavern : but the sack that thou hast i

drunk me would have bought me lights as goc«d
cheap at tiie dearest chandler's in Europe. I

have maintained that salamander of yours wiih
fire any time this Iwo-and-thirty years; God re-

ward me for it

!

[belly

!

Bard. 'Sblood, I would my face were in your
Fal. God-a-mcrcy ! so should I be sure to be

heari-burn'd.

Enter Hostess.

How now, Dame Partlet the hen ! have you in-

quired yet who picked my pocket.?
Host. Why, Sir John, what do you think.

Sir John? do you think I keep thieves in my
house? I have searched, I have inquired, so
has my husband, man by man, boy by boy,
servant by servant : the tithe of a hair was never
lost in my house before.

Fal. You lie, hostess: Bardolph was .shaved,

and lost many a hair ; and I '11 be sworn my
pocket was picked. Go to, you are a woman,
go-

Host. WTio, I? no; I defy thee: God's light,

I was never called so iu mine own house before.
Fal. Go to, I know you well enough.
Host. No, Sir John ;

you do not know me.
Sir John. I know you. Sir John : you owe me
money, Sir John ; and now you pick a quarrel
to beguile me of it: I bought you a dozen of
shirts to your back.

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given
them away to bakers' w ives, and they have made
bolters of them.

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, holland
of eight shillings an ell. You owe money liere

besides, Sir John, for yourdiet and by-drinkings,
and money lent you, four-and-twenty pound.

Fal. He had his part of it ; let him pay.
Host. He? alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing.
Fal. How ! poor? look upon his face; what

call you rich ? let them coin his nose, let them
coin his cheeks : I '11 not pay a denier. \Miat,
will you make a younker of me? shall I not take
mine ease in mine inn, but I shall liave my
pocket picked? I have lost a seal-ring of my
gr:indfathcr's worth forty mark.

Host. O Jesu, I have heard the prince tell

him, I know not how oft, that that ring was
copper

!

Fal. How ! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup:
'sLlood, an he were here I would cudgel him
like a dog if he would say so.

Enter Prince Henky and Poins, marching,
Falstaff meets the Prince, playing on his

tntncheon like a fife.

Fal. How now, lad ! is the wind in that door,
i' faith? must we all march?
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Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion.

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me.
F. Hen. Wliat sayest thou, Mistress Quickly?

How does thy husband? 1 love him well; he

is xw honest man.
Host. Good iriy lord, hear me.
Fal. Pr'ythee, let her alone, and list to me.
/'. Hen. What sayest thou, Jack?
Fill The other night I fell asleep here be-

hind the arras, and had my pocket picked : this

hi)iiseis turned bawdy- house; tliey pick pockets.
/' Hen. What didst ihou lose, Jack?
l-'al. VVik thou believe me, Hal? three or

fi Ml bonds of forty poimd a-piece, and a seal

rin^; of my grandfather's.

P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter.

Host. So I told him, my lord ; and I said I

hoiird your grace say so: and, my lord, he

sp'.iks most vilely of yon, like a foul-mouthed
man as he is, and said he woukl cudgel you.

/'. Hen. What! he did not?

Host. There 's neither faith, truth, nor woman-
li'^' 'd in me else.

/"(//. There's no more faith in thee than in a
sl'Afd prune; nor no more truth in thee than
in a drawn fox; and for womanhood, ?>'laid

IVlarian may be tlie deputy's wile of the ward to

lliic. Go, you thing, go.

Host. Say, wliat thing? what thing?
l-'al. What thing! why, a thing to thank God

on.

Host. I am no thing to thank (}od on, I

would tliou shouldsl know it; I am an honest
luan's wife; and, setting thy knighthood aside,

tliou art a knave to call me so.

l-'al. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art

a l)(-:ist to say otherwise.

Host. Say, what bea.st, thou knave, thou?
l-'al. What beast ! why, an oiler.

P. Hen. An otter, Sir John ! why an otter?

Fal. Why, she 's neither fish nor flesh ; a man
kiM'As not where to have her.

ip.st. Thou art an unjust man in saying so:
tlica or any man knows where to have me, thou
knave, thou !

/'. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he
slanders thee most grossly.

Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said this

Q'.h'-i day you ought him a thousand pound.
/'. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand

r.oand?

Pal. A thousand pound, Hal! a million : thy
love is worth a miUion ; thou owest me thy love.

Host. Nay, my lord, he call'd you Jack, and
said he would cudgel you.

Pal. Did I, Bardolph?
Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so.

Fal. Yea,— if he said my ring was coj^per.
/'. Hen. I s:iy 'lis rojipfr : darest thou be as

good as thy word now?
l-'al. Why, Hal, ihou knowest, as thou art

but man, 1 dare: but as thou art prince, I kar
iliee, as 1 fear the roaring of the lion's whelp.

P. Hen. .And why not as the lion?

l-'al. The king himself is to l)e feared .as ilie

lion: dost thou think I '11 fear lliecas I fear thy
(atiier? nay, an I do, 1 pray God nry girdle brca Is.

/'. Hen. O, il it should, how would thy g: ,s

lal! about thy knees! liut, sirtah, there's no
ronm lor faith, trutji, nor honesty, in this losom
III thine,— it is all filled up with guts and mid-
nff. Charge an honest woman with picking
l!iy pocket! Wliy, thou whoreson, iniprdenl,
embossed lascal, il there were .anything in thy
pocket but tavern-reckonings, ir.emorand\:ms of

bawdy-houses, and one poor jicnny-woith of

iugar-candy to make ihee long-winded, ^— if thy

pocket were enriched with any other injuries

l)ut these, I am a villain : and yet you will stai^ti

lo it; you will not pocket-up wrong: art theu
not. ashamed?

Fal. Dost tliou hear, Hal? llinu knowest in

the state of innocency Adam I'ell ; and what
should poor Jack I'^alstaff do in the days ci

\ illany? Thou .scest I have more flesh than an-

oiher man, and therefore more frailly. \ uu
confess, then, you picked my pocket?

/'. Hen. It appears so by ihe story.

Fal. Hostess, t forgive thee: go, make ready

breakfast; love thy husband, look to ll,y

servants, cherish thy guests : thou shall find n a;

tractable lo any hone.st reason: lliou .see.st I am
pacified. — Still?— Nay, pr'ythee, be gone.

\F.xtt Hostess.] Now, Hal, lo the news at

court: for the robbery, lad,—how is that an-

swered?
P. Hen. O, my sweet beef, I must still be

good angel to thee:—the money is paid batk
again.

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; 't:>

a double labour.

P. Hen. I am good friends witli my father,

and may do an)thing.

Fal. Rob me the e.Nchequer the first thir;g

thou doest, and do it w..h unwashed hands t(x).

Bard. Do, my lord. [of foot.

P. Hen. I have procured thee, Jack, a charge

Fal. I would it had been of hor.<^e. Whcie
shall I find one that can steal well? O for a

fine thief, of the age of two-and-twenty or

thereabouts ! I am heinously unprovided.

Well, God be thanked for these rebels,—thty

offend none but the virtuous: I laud them, I

praise them.
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/'. Hen. Baidolph,—
Banl. My lord. [Lancaster,

F. Hen. Go bear this letter to Lord John of

To my brother John; this tu my Lord o( West-

moreland. \^ExH Bardoli'H.
do, F'oins, to horse, to hor.se; for thou and I

I Live thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner-time.

—

\Kxit PoiN.s.

Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple-hall
Ai two o'clock in the afternoon: [receive

Tncre shalt thou know thy charge, and there
Money and order for their furniture.
'1 le land is burning; Percy stands on high;
And either they or we must lower lie. \Ex7t.

/•'ai. Rare words! brave world!— Hostess,
my breakfast; come:—

O, 1 could wish this tavern were my dnun !

[ExtL

ACT IV.

ScKNR I. — 7'/ie Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury,

i-.iiier IIotsi'i;k, VVorcesikk, «««' Douglas.

Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : if speaking
truth

In this fine age were not thought flattery,

S ich attribution should the Douglas have,
A^ not a soldier of liiis season's stamp
S'lould go so general current through the world.
I'm heaven, I cannot flatter; I defy
'1 lie longues of soothers; but a braver place
In my heart's love hath no man llian yourself:
I^.iy, task me to my word; apjirove me, lord.

Dong. Thou art the king of honour :

No man so [)otenl breathes upon the ground
I'.Lil 1 will beard him.

Hot. Do so, fcud 'tis well. -

Enter a Messenger ivith letters.

VvHiai letters hast thou there.^—lean but thank
you.

Mess. These letters come from your father,

—

Hot. Letters from him! vvliy comes he not
him.self? [ous sick.

Mis<i. He cannot come, my lord; he'sgriev-
Hol. Zounds ! how has he the leisure to be

sick

In .luch a ju.stling time? Who leads his power?
Ur.der whose government come they along?

Mess. His letters beai his mind, not I, my
lortl- [bed?

Wor. I pr'ylliee, tell me, dotli he keep his
Mess. He did, my lord, four dajs ere I set

fort h ;

And at the time ol my departure thence
He was much fear d by his pliysicians.

Wor. I would the state of time had first been
wiiole

Ere he by sickness had been visited

:

His health was never better worth than now.
Hot. Sick now ! droo^- ni)w ! this sickneS'

doth infect

The very life-blood of our enterprise;

'Tis catching hitiier, even to our camp.

—

He writes me here that inward sickness,

—

And that his friends by deputation could not
So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet
To lay .so dangerous and dear a tnist

On any soul remov'd, but on his own.
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement.

That with our small conjunction we should on.
To see how fortune is dispos'd to us;

I'or, as he writes, there is no quailing now,
liecause the king is certainly possess'd

Of all our purposes. What say you to it?

Wor. Your (atlier's sickness is a maim to us.

Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp'd
ofl:-

And yet, in faith, 'tis not ; his present want
Seems more than we shall find it :—were it good
To set the exact wealth of all our states

All at one cast? to set so rich a main
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour?
It were not good; for therein should we read
The very bottom and the soul of hope,
The very list, the very utmost bound
Of all our fortunes.

Doug. Faith, and .so we should

;

Where now remains a sweet reversion :

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what
Is to come in :

A comfort of retirement lives in this.

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto,

If that the devil and mischance look big

Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. [here.

Wor. But yet I would your father had been
The quality and hair of our attempt
Brooks no division : it will be thvWght
By some, that know not why he is away.
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike

Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence:
And think how such an apprehension
May turn the tide of fearful f;iction.

And breed a kind of question in our cause;

For well you know we of the offering side

Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement.

And stop all sight-holes, every loop from whence
The eye of reason may pry in upon us

:

This absence of your father's draws a curtain

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear

Before not dreamt of.

Hot. You strain too far.

I, rather, of his absence make thi-; use:

—
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It lends a lustre and more great opinion,

A larger dare to our great enterprise,

Tiian if the earl were here: for men must think,

If we, without his help, can make a head
To push against the kingdom, with his help
We shall o'ertmn it topsy-turvy down.

—

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole.
Dotig. As heart can think : there is not such

a wortl

Spoke of in Scotland as this term of fear.

/" SiK Richard Vernon.

HoL My cousin Vernon !. welcome, by my
s'Wi. [lord.

7 >'. 1 'ray God my news be worth a welcome,
The Earl ot Westmoreland, seven thousand

strong.

Is marching hitherwards; with him Prince John.
HoL No harm:—what more.?
I'er. And further, I have learn'd

The king Imnself in person is set forth.

Or hitherwards intended speedily.

With strong and mighty picf)aration. [son,

HoL lie shall be welcome too. Where is his

The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales
And his comrades, that dalFd the world aside.

And bid it pass .?

Vei- All furnish'd, all in arms ;

All plum'd like estridges, that wing the wind ;

Bated like eagles having lately balh'd ;

Glittering in golden coats, like images;
As full of spirit as the month of .May,

And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ;

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls.

1 saw young Harry,— with his beaver on,
Ills cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm'd,—
Rise from the ground like fcaiher'd Mercui),
And vaulted with such e.ase into his seat,

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds.
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus,
And witch the world with noble horsemanship.

Hot. No more, no more ; worse than the suii

in March,
This praise doth nourish agues. Ect them come.
Tliey come like sacrifices in their trim,

And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war.
All hot and bleeding, will we offer them :

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit,

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh.
And yet not ours.—Come, let me tastemy horse,
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt.
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales :

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to iiorse.

Meet, and ne'er part till one drop down a

corse.—
O that Glendower \\cre come!

I'er. There is more news:
I learn'd in Worcester, as I rode along.
He cannot draw his power this fourteen days.

Doug. That 's the worst tidings that I hear
of yet. [sound.

Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frost \'

Hot. What may the king's whole battle reai.ii

unto?
P'er. To thirty thousand.
Hot. Forty let it be :

My father and Glendower being both away,
The powers of us may serve so great a day.

Gome, let us take a muster speedily :

L^oomsday is near; die all, die merrily.

Doug. Talk not of dying ; I am out of fear

Of death or death's hand for this one half-year.

[ Exeunt.

SCENF. II.

—

A public Road near Coventry.

Enter FalstaFF and V>\\<.T)0\.V\\.

Fa/. Bardolph, get thee before to Covcntr)-;

fill me a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall marcii
through; we'll to Sutlon-Cop-hill to-night.

Biird. Will you give me money, captain?

h'al. Lay out, lay out.

Bard. This bottle makes an angel.

Fal. An if it do, take it for thy labour; and
if it make twenty, take them all; I'll answer
the coinage. Hid my lieutenant Peto meet mc
at the town's end.

Bard. 1 will, captain : farewell. YE.xil.

Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I

am a sou.sed gurnet. I have misused the king's

press damnafily. 1 have got, in exchange of a
liundred and fifty soldiers, three hundred and
odd pounds. I ]iress me none but good house-

hiilders, yeomen's sons; inquire me out con-

tracted bachelors, such as had been asked twice

on the bans; such :i commodity of warm slaves

as had as lief hear the devil as a drum ; such as

fe"j the report of a caliver worse than a struck

fowl or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed me none
but such toasts-and-butter, v, ith hearts in their

bellies no bigger than pins' heads, and they

have bought out their services ; and now my
'vhole charge consists of ancients, corporals,

lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, slaves as

111'.; Ted as Lazarus in the painted cloth, wnere
the glutton's dogs licked his sores; and surh

-, indeed, were never soldiers, but discrivded

.uijust serving-men, younger sons to youngrr
brothers, revolted tapsters, and ostlers trade-

fallen ; the cankers of a ca.im world and a lor.;:',

peace; ten times more dishonourable raggtd

tlinii ^m old-faced ancient: and such have I, to

till up the rooms of them that have bought out
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tlieir services, that you would think that I had

a liundrcd and fifty tattered prodigals lately

come from swine- kecpiiic;, from eating draff and

husks. A mad fellow met nic on the way, and

told me I had unloaded all the gibbets, and

pressed the dead bodies. No eye hath seen

such scarecrows. I '11 not march through

Coventry with them, that's flat:—nay, and the

villains marcli wide betwixt the legs, as if they

h.id gyves on; for, indeed, I had the most of

lliem'out of prison. There's but a shirt and a

half i:) all my company; and the half-shirt is

two n.ipkins tacked together and thrown over

the shoulders hke a herald's coal without

sleeves; and the shirt, to say the truth, stolen

from my host al S.iint Alban's, or the red-nose

innkee[)er of Davenlry. But that's all one;

they'll find linen enough on every hedge.

Enter Trince Hknuy «W Westmouei-AXD.

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack! how now,
quilt!

Fal. What, Hal! how now, mad wag ! what
a ^evil dost thou in Warwickshire?—My good
Lord of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy: I

thought your honour had already been at

Siirewshury.

litest. Faith, Sir John, 'tis more than time

that I were there, and you too; but my powers
are there already. The king, I can tell you,

looks for us all : we must away all night.

Fal. Tut, never fear me: I am as vigilant as

a cat to steal cream.
/'. Hen. I think, to steal cream, indeed ; for

thy th(?ft hath already made thee butter. But
tell me, Jack, whose fellows are these that come
after.''

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine.
/'. Hen. I did never see such pitiful rascals.

Fal. Tut, tut ; good enough to toss ; food lor

powder, food for powder; they'll fill a pit as

well as better: tush, man, mortal men, mortal
men.

IVesi. Ay, but. Sir John, methinks they are

exceeding poor and b.are,—too beggarly.

Fal. Faith, for their poverty, I know no!

where they had that; and for their bareness, 1

am sure they never learned that of me.
/'. Jlen. .No. I'll be sworn; unless you call

three fingers on the ribs bare. But, sirrah,

make haste: I'ercy is already in the field.

Fal. What, is the king encamped.?
IVest. He is, Sir John: I fear we shall stay

too long.

Fal. "Well, [a feiLSi

To the la'.ter end of a fray and the beginning of

i'lts a dull figliter and a keen guest. {^Excunt.

SCE.NE III.— The Rebel Caiit^ near Shrezoi-

bicry.

Enter HoTsriru, Worcester, Douglas,
anil Vernon.

Hot. We 'II fight with him to-night.

Wor. It may not be.

Do7ig. You give him, then, advantage.

I'er. Not a whit.

Hoi. >Miy say you so? looks he not for supply?

Ver. So do we.

Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful.

Wor. Good cousin, lx;advis'd; stirnotlo-night.

Ver. Do not, my lord.

Dong. You do not counsel well:

You speak it ovt of fear and cold heart.

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas: by my
life,—

And I di^re well maintain it with my life,

—

If well-respected honour bid me on,

I hold as little counsel with weak fear

.\s you, my lord, jr any Scot that li%'es:

—

Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle

Which of us fears.

Doug. Yea, or to-night.

Ver. Content.

Hot. To-night, say I. [much,
Ver. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder

Being men of such great leading as you are.

That you foresee not what impediments
Drag back our expedition : certain horse

Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come up:

Your uncle Worcester's horse came but to-day;

.\nd now their pride and mettle is asleep.

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull,

That not a horse is half the half of himself.

Hot. So are the honses of the enemy
In general, jouiney-bated and brought low:

The better part of ours is full of rest.

Wor. The number of the kingexcccdethoursi

For God's sake, cousin, stay till all come in.

[ The trumpet sounds a parley.

Enter SiR WALTER Blunt.

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the

king.

If you /ouchsaft me hearing and respect.

Ho/. Welcome, Sir Waller Blunt ; and would

to God
You were of our determin.ation !

Some o'' us love you well ; and even those some
Envy vour great deservings and good name,

Becair=e you are not of our quality.

But stand against us like an enemy, [stand so,

niunt. And God defend but still I should

So Ion; as oul o.*^ limit and true rule
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You stand against anointed majesty

!

But, to my charge.—The king hath sent to

know
The nature of your griefs ; and whereupon
You conjure from the breast of civil peace

Such bold hostility; teaching his duteous land

Audacious cruelty. If that the king

Have any way your good deserts forgot,

—

Which he confesseth to be manifold,

—

He bids you name your griefs ; and with all speed

You shall have your desires with interest,

And pardon absolute for yourself, and these

Herein misled by your suggestion. [king

Hot. The king is kind ; and well v.'e know the

Knows at what time to promise, when to pay.

My father and my uncle and myself

Did give him that same royalty he wears

;

And when he was rot six-andtwenty strong,

Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low,

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home,
My father gave him welcome to the shore

;

And when he heard him swear, and vow to God,
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster,

To sue his livery and beg his peace.

With tears of innocency and terms of zeal,

—

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd.
Swore him assistance, and pcrform'd it too.

Now, when the lords and barons of the realm
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him,
The more and less came in with cap and knee

;

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages;

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes.

Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths,

Gave him their heirs as pages, foUow'd him
Even at the heels in golden multitudes.

He presently,—as greatness knows itself,—

Steps me a little higher than his vow
Made to my father, while his blood was poor,

Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg;
And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees.

That lie too heav-y on the commonwealth

;

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep
Over his country's wrongs; and, by this face,

This seeming brow of justice, did he win
The hearts of all that he did angle for:

Proceeded further; cut me off the heads
Of all the favourites that the absent king
In deputation left behind him here,

\NTien he was personal in the Irish war.

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this.

Hot. Then to the point.

In short time after, he depos'd the king

;

Soon after that, depriv'd him of his life ;

And, in the neck of that, task'd the whole state:

To make that worse, sufFer'd his kinsman
March,

—

Who is, if every owner were well plac'd,

Indeed his king,— to be incag'd in Wales
There without ransom to lie forfeited;

Disgrac'd me in my happy victories;

Sought to entrap me by intelligence;

Rated my uncle from the council-board ;

In rage dismiss'd my father from the court

;

Bioke oath on oath, committed wrong on wro.ig;
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out
This head of safety: and withal to pry
Into his title, the which we find

Too indirect for long continuance.
Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king?
Hot. Not so. Sir Walter: we'll witlidraw

awhile.

Go to the king; and let there be impawn'd
Some surety for a safe return again.

And in the morning early shall my uncle
Bring him our purposes: and so, farewell.

Bhtut. I would you would accept of grace
and love.

Hot. And may be so we shall.

Bhmt. Pray God you do !

\Exeui:t.

Scene IV.

—

York. A Boom in the Arch-
bishop's House.

Enter the ARCHBISHOP OF YoRK, and SlR
Michael.

Arch. Hie, good Sir Michael ; bear this sealed

brief

With winged haste to the lord marshal

;

This to my cousin Scroop; and all the rest

To whom they are directed. If you knew
How much they do import, you would mal;e

haste.

Sir M. My good lord,

I guess their tenor.

Arch. Like enough you do.

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men
Must bide the touch ; for, sir, at Shrev.sbuiy,

As I am truly given to understand.

The king, with mighty and quick-raised power,

Meets with Lord Harry: and I fear, Sir

Michael,
What with the sickness of Northumberland,

—

Whose power was in the first proportion,

—

And what with Owen Glendower's abscFiCe

thence,

—

Who with them was a rated sinew too,

And comes not in, o'erruled by prophecies,

—

I fear the power of Percy is too weak
To wage an instant trial with the king.

Sir M. NVhy, my good lord, you need not fear;

there is Douglas,
And Lord Mortimer.
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Arch. No, Mortimer is not there.

Sir AI. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord
Harry Percy,

And there is my Lord of Worcester ; and a head

Of gallant warriors, nohlc gentlemen.

Arck. And so there is ; but yet the king hath

drawn
The special head of ail the land together:—
'J'lic Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster,

'l"he noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt

;

And many more con uals and dear men
Oi estimation and cii... iiandinarms. [oppos'd.

Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well

Arch. I hope no less, yet needful 'lis to fear

;

And, to prevent the worst. Sir Michael, speed :

I'or if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the king
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us,

—

I'or he hath heard of our confederacy,

—

And 'lis but wisdom to make strong against him:
Therefore make liaste. I must go write again
To other friends; and so, farewell, Sir Michael.

\^E.\:eunl severally.

ACT V.

Scene I.— The King's Camp near Shrezvs-

hury.

Enter KiNG Henry, Prince Henry, Prince
John ov Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt,
a//./ Sir John Falstafk.

A'. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer
Al.iove yon bosky hill ! the day looks pale

Ai his distemperature.
/'. Hen. The southern wind

P>oth play the trumpet to his purposes;
And by his hollow whistling in the leaves
r'oretells a tempest and a blustering day.

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympa
thize.

For nothing can seem foul to those that win.

[Tnitupc't soundi.

Enter Worcester and Vernon.

How now, my Lord of Worcester ! 'tis not well
That you and I should meet upon such terms
As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our trust

;

-And made us dofif our easy robes of peace.
To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel

:

This is not well, my lord, this is not well.
What say you to it? will you again unknit
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war?
And move in thai obedient orb again
\Vhere you did give a fair and natural light

;

.\nd be no more an exhal'd meteor,

.\ prodigy of fear, and a portent
(J. broached inischief to the unborn times?

IVor. Hear me, my liege:

For mine own part, I could be well content
To entertain the lag-end of my life

With quiet hours; for, I do protest,

I have not sought the day of this dislike.

K. Hen. Vou have not sought it ! how comes
it, then? [it.

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found
P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace

!

[looks
Wor. It pleas'd your majesty to turn your

Of favour from myself and all our house;
And yet I must remember you, my lord,

We were the first and dearest of your friends.

For you my staff of office did I break
In Richard's time; and posted day and night
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand,
When yet you were in place and in account
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I.

It was myself, my brother, and his son,

That brought you home, and bokiiy did outdare
Tiie dangers of the time: you swore to us,

—

.\nd you did swear that oath at Doncaster,

—

That you did nothing purpose 'gauist the state;

Nor claim no furthet than your new-falTn right.

The seat of (jaunt, dukedom of Lancaster

:

To this we swore our aid. But in short spwce
It lain'd down fortune showering on your head ;

.A.nd such a flood of greatness fell on you,

—

What with our help, what with ihe absent king.
What with the injuries of a wanton lime,

The seeming sufferances that you had borne,
.-Vnd the contrarious winds that held the king
So long in his unlucky Irish wars
That all in England did repute him dead,

—

And, from this swarm of fair advantages,
Vou took occasion to be quickly woo'd
To gripe the general sway into your hand;
Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster;
.\nd, being fed by us, you us'd u^ so
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo's bird,

Uselh the sparrow,—did oppress our nest.

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk [sight

That even our love durst not come near your
For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing
We were enforc'd, for safety -sake, to fly

Out of your sight, and raise this present head:
Whereby we stand opposed by such means
-Vs you yourself have forg'd againsi yourself;

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance,
-And violation of all faith and troth

Sworn to us in your younger enlerpri-e.

K. Hot. These things, indeed. )ou have ar-

ticuiated,

ProcIaiiTi'd dt market-crosses, reati in clunches;
To face the garment of rebellion

With some fine colour that may i^lease the eye
Of fickle changelings and poor discontents,
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Wliich gape and rub the elbow at the news

Of hurlyburly innovation

:

And never yet did insurrection want

Such water-colours to impaint his cause;

Nor moody beggars, starving for a lime

Of pellmell havoc and confusion. [a soul

P. Hen. In both our armies there is many
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter,

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew,

The Prince of Wales doth join with all the

world

In praise of Henry Percy: by my hopes,

This present enterprise set oft his head,

I do not think a braver gentleman,

More active-valiant or more valiant -young,

More daring or more bold, is now alive

To grace this latter age with noble deeds.

For my part, I may speak it to my shame,

I have a truant been to chivalry;

And so I hear he doth account me too:

Yet this before my flither's majesty,

—

I am content that he shall lake the odds

Of his great name and estimation,

And will, to save the blood on either side.

Try fortune with him in a single fight.

A'. Hen. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we
venture thee.

Albeit considerations infinite

Do make against it.—No, good Worcester, no,

We love our people well; even those we love

That are misled upon your cousin's part

;

And, will they take the offer of our grace,

Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man
Shall be my friend again, and I il be his:

So tell your cousin, and bring me word
What he will do: but if he will not yield,

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us,

And they shall do their office. So, be gone

;

We will not now be troubled with reply

:

We offer fair; take it advisedly.

[Exeunt WoR. and Ver.
P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life

:

The Douglas and the Hot.spur both together

Are confident against the world in arms.

K. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to

his charge

;

For, on their answer, will we set on them

:

And C'jod befriend us, as our cause is just

!

[Exeunt King, Blunt, and P. John.
Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle,

and bestride me, so; 'tis a point of friendship.

P. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee

that friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell.

Fal. I would it were bed-lime, Hal, and all

well.

F. Hen. Why, ihou owest God a death.

[Exn.

Fal. 'Tis not due yet; I would be loth to

pay him before his day. What need I be . o
forward with him that calls not on me? Well,
'tis no matter; honour pricks me on. Yea, but
how if honour prick me off' when I come on?
how then? Can honour set-to a leg? no: or an
arm? no: or take away the grief of a wound?
no. Flonour hath no skill in surgery, then?
no. What is honour? a word. What is in ih.i.t

word, honour? What is that honour? air. A
trim reckoning !—Who hath it ? he that died o"

Wednesday. Doth he feel it? no. Doth he
hear it ? no. Is it insensible, then ? yea, to ihc
dead. But will it not live with the living? no.
Why? detraction will not suffer il :—therefore
I '11 none ol it : honour is a mere scutcheon :

and so ends my catechism. [Exit.

Scene H.— The Rebel Camp.

Enter WORCESTER and Vernon,

Wor. O, no, my nephew must not know, Sir

Richard,

The liberal kind offer of the king.

Ver. 'Twere best he did.

Wor. Then are we all undone.

It is not possible, it cannot be,

The king should keep his word in loving us

;

He will suspect us still, and find a lime

To punish this offence in other faults:

Suspicion shall be all stuck full of eyes

:

For treason is but trusted like the fox.

Who, ne'er so tame, so cherish'd, and lock'd up,

Will have a wild trick of his ancestors.

Look how we can, or sad or merrily.

Interpretation will misquote our looks;

And we shall feed like o.xen at a stall.

The better cherish'd still the nearer death.

My nephew's trespass may be well forgot,

—

It hath the excuse of youth and heat of blood,

And an adopted name of privilege,

—

A hare-brain'd Hotspur, govern'd by a spleen:

All his offences live upon my head

And on his father's: we did train him on;

.•\nd, his corruption being ta'en from us.

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all.

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know,

In any case the offer of the king.

Ver. Deliver what you will, I'll say 'tis so.

Here comes your cousin.

Enter Hotspur a:;;;/ Douglas ; Officers and
Soldiers behind.

Hot. My uncle is return'd :—deliver up

My Lord of Westmoreland.— Uncle, what news?

Wor. The kinr will bid you battle presently.
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Doug. Defy him by the Lord of Westmore-
land.

Hat. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so.

Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly.

\Exit.

Wor, There is no seeming mercy in the king.

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid !

Wor. I told him gently of our griev.inces,

Of his oath-breaking ; wliich he mended thus,

—

By now forswearing that he is forsworn:

He calls us rebels, traitors; and will scourge
With haughty arms this hateful name in us.

Ri-enter Douglas.

Doug. Arm, gentlemen ; to arms ! for I have
thrown

A brave defiance in King Ilenrj's teeth.

And Westmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear
it

;

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on.
\l\'r. The Prince of Wales steppd forth be-

fore tlie king.

And, nephew, challeng'd you to single fight.

Hot. 0, would the iiuarrol lay u|X)n our heads

;

And that no man might draw short breath to-

day
But I and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell nie,

How show'd his tasking? seem'd it in contempt ?

Ver. No, by my soul : I never in my life

Did hear a challenge urg'd more modestly,
Unless a brother should a brother dare
To gentle exercise and proof of arms.
He'gave you all the duties of a man ;

Trimm'd up your praises with a princely tongue;
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle ;

Alaking you ever l)etter than his praise,

By still dispraising praise valu'd with you

:

And, which became him like a prince indeetl.

He made a blushing cital of himself

;

And chid his truant youth with such a grace.
As if he m;ister'd there .a double spirit.

Of teacliing and of learning instantly.

There did he pause: but let me tell the world,

—

If he outlive the envy of this day,
England did never owe so sweet a hope.
So much misconstni'd in his wantonness.

Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured
Upon his foUios: never did I hear
Of any prince so wild o' liberty.

But be he as he will, yet once ere night
I will embrace him with a soldier's arm.
That he shall shrink under my courtesy.—
Ann, arm with speed :—and, fellows, soldiers,

friends.

Better consider what you have to do
Than I, that have not well the gift of tongxie.

Can lift your blood up with persuasion.

Enter a Messenger.

Mesz. My lord, here are letters for you.
Hot. I cmnot read them now.

—

gentlemen, the time of life is very short

!

To spend that shortness basely were too long.
If life did ride upon a dial's point,

Still ending ai the arrival of an hour.

.•\n if we live, we live to tread on kings

;

If die, brave death, when princes die with us !

Now, for our consciences,—the arms are fair,

When the intent of bearing them is jusL

Enter another Messenger.

Mess. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on
apace. [tale.

Hot. I thank him that he cuts me from my
For I profess not talking ; only tl.is,

—

Let each man do his best: and here draw I

.\ sword, whose temper I intend to stain
With the best blood that I can meet withal
In the adventure of this perilous day.
Now,

—

Esperance!— Percy!—and set on.—
Sound all the lofty instruments of war,
.And by that music let us all embrace:
For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall
A second time do such a courtesy.

[ I'he trumpets sound. They embrace, and
exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Plain near Shrewsbury.

Excursions, and parties Ji^^hting. Alarum to

tlu battle. Then enter Douglas aiui Blunt,
meeting.

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle

thus
Thou crossesl me? What honour dost thou seek
Upon my head?

Doug. Know, then, my name is Douglas;
And I do haunt thee in the battle thus
Because some tell me that thou art a king.

J^lunt. They tell thee tnie.

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath
lx>ught

Thy likeness: for, instead of thee, King Harry,
The sword hath ended liim: so shall it thee.

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner.

Blunt. I was not bom a yielder, thou proud
Scot:

.\nd thou shalt find a king that will revenge
Lord Stafford's death.

[TheyJight, and Blu.nt is slain.

Enter HoTSPUR.
Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at

Ilolmedon thus,

1 never had triiimph'd upon a Scot,
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Doug. All 's done, all 's won ; here breath-

less lies the king.

Hot. \\'here?

Doug. Here.

Hoi. This, Douglas? no; I know this iace

full well

:

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt ;

Semblably fumish'd like the king himself.

Doug. A fool go with thysoul, wniiher it goes!

A borrowd title hast thou bouglu too dear

:

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king ?

Hot. The king haih many masking in his

coats.

Doug. Now, by my sword, I will kill all his

coats

;

I '11 murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece.

Until 1 meet the king.

Hot. Up, and away!
Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day.

\Rxcunt.

Other alarrtms. Enier Falstaff.

FaL Though I could 'scape shot-free at Lon-
d'-in, I fear the shot here : here 's no scoring but

upon the pate.—Soft! who art thou? Sir

Walter Blunt :—there 's honour for you : here 's

no vanity I—1 am as hot as molten lead, and as

hea\-)' too : God keep lead out of me ! I need
no more weight than mine own bowels.—I have

kd my ragamuffins where they are peppered :

there 's not three of my hundred and fifty left

r:live ; and they are for the town's end, to b^
during life.—But who comes here ?

Enter Prince Hknily.

P. Hen. WTiat, stand'st thou idle here? lend

me thy sword

:

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies,

Wl. jse deaths are unreveng'd : prSnhee, lend

me thy sword.

Fal. O Hal, I pr'ythee, give me leave to

breathe awhile.—Turk Gregory never did such

deeds in arms as I have done this day. I have

f>aid Percy, I have made him sure.

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill

thee. Lend me thy sword, I pr'ythee.

FaL Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be

alive thou gettest not my sword ; but take my
pistol, if thou wilt.

P. Hen. Give it me : what, is it in the

case?
Fal. Ay, Hal ; 'tis hot, 'tis hot ; there 's

that will sack a cdty.

[ The Prince draws out a bottle of sack.

P. Hen. A^Tiat, is 't a time to jest and dally

now? \_Thro-u/i ii at him, and exit.

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, I 'W pierce him.
If he do come in my way, so ; if he do not, if

I come in his willingly, let him make a car-
bonado of me- I like not such grinning honour
as Sir Walter hath : give me life : which if I
can save, so ; if not, honour comes unlooked
for, and there 's an end. \Exii.

Scene IV.—Anotherpart of the Field.

Alcrums, Excursions, ^/.'/fr King Henry,
Pkince Henry, Prince John, end West-
MOKELAND.

A'. Hen. I pr'j-thee,

Hany, withdraw thyself; thou bleed"?! too
much.

—

Lord John of Lancaster, go you witli him.
P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did Lked

too.

P. Hen. I do beseech your majesty, make i:p.

Lest your retirement do amaze your friends.

K. Hen. I will do so.—
My Lord of W'estmoreland, lead him to his

tent.

West. Come, my lord, I will lead you to

your tent.

P. Hen. Lead me, my lord ? I do not need
}T»ur help:

And God forbid a shallow scratch should drive

The Prince of Wales from such a field as this.

Where sfain'd nobility lies trodden on,

.And rebels' arms tritimph in massacres !

P. John. We breathe too long :—come,
cousin Westmoreland,

Our duty this way lies ; for God's sake, come.
[Exeunt P. John and West.

P. Hen. By heaven, thou hasi deceived me,
I.ancaster ;

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit

:

Belore, I lov"d thee as a brother, John ;

But now I do respect thee as my soul.

A*. Hen. I saw him hold Lord Percy at the

point

With lustier maintenance than I diu '.

. r

Of such an ungrown warrior.

P. Hen. O, this boy
Lends mettle to us all. {Exiz^

Alarums, Enter Dodglas.

Doug. Another king ! they grow like Hj-dra's

heads:
I am the Douglas, fatal to all those

That wear those colouis on them :—What art

thou,

Tnat counterfeit'st the person of a king ?

A'. Hen. The king himself, who, Douglas,

grieves =' ^"=-art.
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So niuny of his shadows thou hast met,

/ : not the very king. I have two boys

Seek. Percy and thyself about the field :

But, seeing thou fall'st on me so lucidly,

I will assay thee; so, defend thyself!

/)jni^. I fear, thou art another counterfeit

;

And yci, in faith, thou bear'st thee like a king:

But mnie I am sure thou art, whoe'er thou be,

And thus I win thee.

{They fight ; the King being in danger,

re-enter P. IIk.nky.
/' //•//. Hold up thy licad, vile Scot, r

ihou art like

Nfver to hold it up .igain ! the spirits

Of Shirl..-y, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms:
It IS the i'rince of Wales that threatens thee;

Who never promiseth but he means to pay.

[ Theyfight ; V>0\50\.,\?, flies.

Cheerly, my lord: how fares your grace?

—

Sir Nicholas (iawsey hath for succour sent.

And so iiaih Clifton: I'll to Clifton straight.

K. Hen. Stay, and breathe awhile :-

Thoii hast redeem'd thy lost opinion

;

And show'd thou mak'st some tender of my life

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me.
/' Hen. () (iod, they did me too nmch in-

jury

That ever said I hearken'd for your death !

If it were so, I might have let alone
The insulting hand of Douglas over you,
"Which would have been as speedy in your end
As all the poisonous potions in the world.
And sav'd the treacherous labour of your son.

A' Hen. .Make up to Clifton, I '11 to Sir

Nicholas Gavvsey. {Exit.

Enter HOTSPirR.

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Mon-
UKJUth.

P. lien. Tliou speak'st as if I would deny my
name.

HjI. My name is Harry Percy.
/'• Hen. \Vh)', ihtn I see

A very valiant lebel of the name.
1 am ihe Prince of Wales; and think not,

Percy,
To share with me in glory any mor^

:

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere
;

Nor can one England brook a double reign,

Ol 1 larry Percy and the Prince of Wales.
Hot. Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come

To end the one of us ; and would to God
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine

!

/'. Hoi. I '11 make it greater ere I part from
thee

;

And all the budding honours on thy crest
i '11 crop, lo make a garland for my head.

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities.

IThey fight.

Enter Fai.staff.

Fal. Well said, Hal! to it, Hal!—Nay, you
shall find no boy's play here, I can tell you.

Re-enter Douglas; hefights with Falstaff,
who falls down as if he were dead, and exit

Douglas. Hotspur is wounded, andfalls.

Hot. O, Harry, thou hast robb'd me of my
youth !

I better brook the loss of brittle life

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me;
They woimd my thoughts worse than thy sword

my flesh :

—

But thought's the slave of life, and life time's

fool;

.And time, that takes survey of all the world,
Must have a stop. O, I could prophesy.
Hut that the earthy and cold hand of death
Lies on my tongue:—No, Percy, thou art dust,

And food for

—

[Dies.

P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy: fare thee
well, great heart !

—

Ill-weav'd ambition, how much art thou shrunk !

When that this body did contain a spirit,

\ kingdom for it was too small a bound

;

But now two paces of the vilest earth

Is room enough:— this earth that bears thee dead
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman.
If thou wert sensible of courtesy,

I should not make so dear a show of zeal:

—

But let my favours hide thy mangled face

;

And, even in thy behalf, I '11 thank myself
For doing these fair rites of tenderness.

.'\dieu, and lake thy praise with thee to heaven!
Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave.
But not remember'd in thy epitaph I

—

{He sees Fal. ott the ground.
WTiat, old acquaintance ! could not all this

flesh

Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell

!

I could have belter spar'd a better man.
O, I should have a heavy miss of thee.

If I were much in love with vanity.

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day,

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray.

Embuweird will I see thee by and by:
Till then in blood by noble Percy lie. [Exit.

Fal. [Rising slowly.] Embowelled! if thou
embowel me to-day, I '11 give you leave to

powder me and eat me too to-morrow. 'Sblood,

'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant

Scot had paid me scot and lot too. Counter-

feit? I lie, I am no counterfeit : to die is to be

;i counterleit ; lor he is but the counterfeit oi a
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man who hath not the life of a man ; but to

counterfeit dying, when a man thereby hveth,

is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect

image of life indeed. The better part of valour

is discretion ; in the which better part I have
saved my life. Zounds, I am afraid of this

gunpowder Percy, though he be dead ; how if

he should counterfeit too, and rise? I am
afraid he would prove the better counterfeit.

Tiierefore I'll make him sure: yea, and I'll

i-wear I killed him. Why may not he rise as

well as I? Nothing confutes me but eyes, and
nobody sees me. Therefore, sirrah {stabbing

him'], with a new wound in your thigh, come
you along with me.

[Takes Hotspur on Jus thick.

Re-evter Prince Henry ami Prince John.

P. Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely

hast thou flesh'd

Thy maiden sword.

P. John. But, soft! whom have we here?
Did you not tell me this fit man was dead ?

P. Hen. I did; I saw him dead, breathless

and bleeding

On the ground.

—

Art thou alive? or is it fantasy

That plays upon our eyesight? 1 pr ythee,

speak

;

We will not trust our eyes without our ears:

—

Thou art not what thou seem'st.

Fal. No, that 's certain : I am not a double
man: but if I hie not Jack Falstaff, then am 1

a Jack. There is Percy {thrmvi^ig ike body

djzuti\: if your father will do me any honour,
so; if not, let him kill the ne.xt Percy himself
I look to be either earl or duke, I can assure

you.

P. Hen. Why, Percy I killed myscll, and
saw thee dead.

Fal. Didst thou?— Lord, Lord, ho.v this

world is given to lying 1— I grant you I was
down and out of breath, and so was he : but we
rose both at an instant, and fought a long hour
by Shrewsbury clock. If I may be believed,

so; if not, let them that should reward valour

bear the sin upon their own heads. I '11 take

it upon my death, I gave him this wound in

the thigh: if the man were alive, and would
deny it, zounds, I would make him eat a piece
of my sword.

P. John. This is the strangest tale that e'er

I heard.

P. Hen. This is the strangest fellow, brother

John.

—

Ccne, bring your luggage nobly on your back

:

For my part, if a lie may do thee grace.

I '11 gild it with the happiest terms I have.

[A retreat is sounded.
The trumpet sounds retreat; the day is ours.

Come, brother, let 's to the highest of the held,

To see what friends are living, who are dead.
\Exeunt P. Henry and P. John.

Fal. I '11 follow, as they say, foi reward. He
that rewards me, God reward him ! If I do
grow great, I'll grow less; for I'll purge, and
leave sacl^;, and live cleanly, as a noi)leman
should do. \Exil , hearing off the body.

Scene V.

—

Another part of the field.

The Trnrnpets sound. Enter KiNC, Henry,
Prince Henry, Prince John, Westmore-
land, a}ui others, with Worcester and
\ ERNON prisoners.

K. Hen. Thuseverdid rebellion find rebuke.

—

Ill-spirited Worcester! did v.'e not send grace.

Pardon, and terms of love to all of you?
And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary?
Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman's trust?

Three knights upon our party slain to-day,

.'\ noble earl, and many a creature else.

Had been alive this hour.

If, like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne
Betwi.xt our armies trvie intelligence.

IVor. What I have done my safety uig'd me tcf.

And I embrace this fortune patiently,

Smce not to be avoided it falls on me.
K. Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and

Vernon too

:

Other offenders we will pause upon.
\Exeti7it V/OR. rtWVER., giiaidtd.

How goes the field?

P. Hen. The noble Scot, Lord Douglas,

when he saw
The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him,
The noble Percy slain, and all his men
Upon the foot of fear,— fled with the rest;

And falling from a hill, he was so bruis'd

That the pur.'iuers took him. At my tent

The Douglas is ; and I beseech your grace

1 may dispose of him.

A". Hen. With all my heart.

P. Plen. Ihen, brother John of Lancaster, to

you
This honourable bounty shall belong:

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him

Up to his pleasure, ransomless and free:

His valour, shown upon our crests to-day,

Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds

Even in the bosom of our adversaries.

P. John. I thank your grace for this high

courtesy,

Which I shall give away immediately.
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K. Hen. Then ihis remains,—that we divide

our power.—
V'ou, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland,
Towards York shall bend you with your dearest

speed,

To meet Norlhnmberiand and the prelate

Scroop,
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms:

Myself,—and you, son Harry,—will towards

Wales,

To fight with Glcndowerandthe Earl of March.

Kebellion in this land shall lose his sway,

Meeting the check of such another day:

And since this business so fiir is done,

Let us not leave till all our own be won.
\^Exeunt,
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Scene,—England.

INDUCTION.

Waruworth. Before Northumberland's
Castle.

Enter Rumour, paintedfull of tongues.

Rnin. Open your ears ; for which of you will

stop

The vent of hearing when loud Rumour speaks?

I, from the orient to the drooping west,

Mailing the wind my post-horse, still unfold

The acts commenced on this ball of earth:

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride.

The which in every language I pronounce,
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports.

I speak of peace, while covert enmity,
Under the smile of safety, wounds the world :

And who but Rumour, who but only I,

Mai;c fearful musters and prepar'd defence

;

Whilst the big year, swoln with some other grief.

Is thought with child by the stern tyrant war,
And no such matter? Rumour is a pipe

Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures;

And of so easy and so plain a stop

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads,

The still-discordant wavering multitude.

Can play upon it. But what need I llius

My well-known body to anatomize

Among my household? Why is Rimiour here?

I run before King Hnrry's victoiy;

Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbur}',

Ilath beaten down young Plotspur and his

troops,

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion

Even with the rebel's blood. But what mean I

I'o speak so true at first? my office is

To noise abroad that Harry INIonmouih fell

Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword;
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And that the king before the Douglas' rage

Stoop'd his iinoinl(.-d liead as low as death.

This have I nnnour'd through the peasant towns
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone,

Where Hotspur's father, old Northumberland,
Lies crafty-sick : the posts come tiring on.

And not a man of them brings other news
Than they have learn'd of me: from Rumour's

tongues

They bring smooth comforts false, worse than

true wrongs. {Exit.

ACT I.

Scene I.— The same.

The Porter before the Gate ; enter LORn
Baroolph.

L. Bard. Wlio keeps the gate here, ho?

—

Where is the earl?

Port. What shall I say you are?

L. Bard. Tell thou the earl

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here.

Port. His lordship is vvalk'd forth into the

orchard

:

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate.

And he himself will answer.

L. Bard. Here comes the earl.

\_Exit Porter.

Enter Northumberland.

North. Wiiat news, Lord Bardolph? every
minute now

Should be the father of some stratagem

:

The times are wild; contention, like a horse,

Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose

And bears down ail before him.
L. Bard. Noble earl,

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury.
North. Good, an God will

!

L. Bard. As good as heart can wish:

—

The king is almost wounded to the death
;

And, in the fortune of my lord your son.

Prince Harry slain outright; and both the

Blunts [John,
Kiird by the hand of Douglas: young Prince

And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field ;

And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk Sir

John,
Is prisoner to your son : O, such a day,

So fought, so follow'd, and so fairly won.
Came not till now to dignify the times.

Since Caesar's fortunes !

North. How is this deriv'd?

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury?
L. Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that

came from thence

;

A gentleman well bred and of good name.
That freely render'd me these news for true.

North. Here comes my servant Travers, whom
I sent

On Tuesday last to listen after news.
L. Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the way;

And he is furnish'd witli no certainties

.^Iore than he haply may retail from me.

Enter Travers.

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings come
with you? [back

IVa. My lord, Sir John Umfrevile turn'd ir.e

With joyful i.idings; and, being belter hors'd.

Out-rode me. After him came spurring hard

A gentleman, almost forspent with speed,
Thatstopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horse.

He ask'd the way to Chester ; and of him
I did demand what news from Shrewsbury.
He told me that rebellion had bad hick.

And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold.

With that, he gave his able horse the head.
And, bending forward, struck his armed heels

Against the panting sides of his poor jade

Up to the rowel-head ; and starting so.

He seem'd in running to devour the way,
Staying no longer question.

North. Ha !—Again :

Said he young Harry Percy's spur was cold?
Of Hotspur, coldspur? that rebellion

Had met ill-luck?

L. Bard. My lord, I 'U tell you what

;

If my young lord your son have not the day,

Upon mine honour, for a silken point

I 'II give my barony: never talk of it.

North. WHiy should the gentleman that rode
by Travers

Give, then, such instances of loss?

L. Bard. Who, he?
He was some hilding fellow, that had stolen

The horse he rode on ; and, upon my life.

Spoke at a venture.—Look, here comes more
news.

Enter Morton.

North. Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-

leaf,

F~oretells the nature of a tragic volume :

So looks the strand, whereon the imperious Lui^d

Hath left a witness'd usurpation,

—

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbur}-?

Mor. I ran from Slirewsbur)-, my noble lord;

Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask
To fright our party.

North. How doth my son and brother?

Thou tremblest ; and the whiteness in thy cheek
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand.
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Even such a man, so feint, so spiritless,

i So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone,
! Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night,

And would have told him half his Troy was
burn'd

;

But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue.

And I my Percy's death ere tliou report'st it.

This thou wouldst say,—Your son did thus and
thus

;

Your brother thus ; so fought the noble Douglas

;

Stopping my greedy ear with ibeir bold deeds:

But in the end to stop mine ear indeed,

I

Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise,

j
Ending with—brother, son, and all are dead.

i

Mc'-. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet

;

Bui, for my lord your son,

—

North. Why, he is dead.

Sec what a ready tongue suspicion hath

!

He that but fears the thing he would not know
Hath by instinct knowledge from others" eyes

Th:it what he fear'd is chanced. Yet speak,

Morton

;

Tell ihou thy earl his divination lies.

And I will take it as a sweet disgrace.

And make thee rich for doing me such wrong.
Mor. You are too great to be by me gainsaid

:

,
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain.

ij North. \'et, for all this, say not that Percy 's

\
dead.

' I see a strange confession in thine eye

:

Thou shak'st thy head, and hold'st it fear or sin

To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so;

The tongue offends not that reports his death

:

And lie doth sin that doth belie the dead;

\
Not he.which says the dead is not alive.

i

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news
;
Hath but a losing office; and his tongue

j

Sounds ever after as a sullen bell,

Rcmember'd knolling a departing friend.

L. Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son
is dead.

Mor. I am sorry I should force you to believe
That which I would to God I had not seen

;

: But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state,

j
Rend'ring .faint quittance, wearied and out-

j

breath'd, [down

I

To Harry Monmouth ; whose swift wrath beat
I The never-daunted Percy to the earth,

I
From whence with life he never more sprang up.

I
In few, his death,—whose spirit lent a fire

' Even to the dullest peasant in his camp,

—

Being bruited once, took fire and heat away
I From the best-temper'd courage in his troops;
For from his metal was his party steel'd :

Which once in him abated, all the rest

iTurn'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead

:

I

And as the thing that's heavy in itself.

Upon enforcement, flies with greatest speed,
So did our men, heavy in Hotspur's loss,

Lend to this weight such lightness with their

fear,

That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety,

Fly from the field. Then was that noble
Worcester

Too soon ta'en prisoner; and that furious Scot,
The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring

sword [hing,

Had three times slain the appearance of the
'Gan vail his stomach, and did grace the shame
Of those that turn'd their backs; and in hisflight,

Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all

Is, that the king hath won; and hath sent out
A speedy power to encounter you, my lord.

Under the conduct of young Lancaster
And Westmoreland. This is the news at full.

North. For this I shall have time enough to

mourn.
In poison there is physic ; and these news.
Having been well, that would have made me

sick.

Being sick, have in some measure made me well

:

And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints,

Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life.

Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire

Out of his keeper's arms ; even so my limbs,

Weaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with

grief.

Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou
nice crutch

!

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel.

Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly

quoif

!

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head
Which princes, flesh'd with conquest, aim to hit.

Now bind my brows with iron, and approach
The rugged'st hour that timeand spite dare bring
To frown upon the enrag'd Northumberland !

Let heav'n kiss earth ! Now let not Nature's
hand

Keep the wild flood confin'd ! let order die !

.And let this world no longer be a stage

To feed contention in a lingering act

;

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set

On bloody courses, the rude scene may end.
And darkness be the burier of the dead !

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong,
my lord.

L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom
from your honour.

I\Ior. The lives of all your loving complices
Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o'er

To stormy passion, must perforce decay.
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Ydu cast the eveiU of war, my noble lord.

And summ'd the account of chance, before you
said,

Let us make liead. It was your presurniise

Tliat in the dole o' blows your son might

drop

:

You knew he walk'd o'er perils on an edge.

More likely to fall in than to get o'er;

\'ou were advis'd his flesh was capable

Of wounds and scars ; and that his forward spirit

Would lift him where most trade ol danger
rang'd

:

Yet did you say,—Go forth; and none of this

Tiiough strongly apprehended, could restrain

Tiie stiit-borne action. What hath, then, be-

fallen.

Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth.

More than that being which was like to be?
L. Ba7-d. We all that are engaged to this loss

Knew that we ventur'd on such dangerous seas.

That if we wrought out life, 'twas ten to one

:

And yet we ventur'd, for the gain propos'd

Chok'd the respect of likely peril fear'd

;

And since we are o'erset, venture again.

Come, we will all put forth, body and goods.

Mor. 'Tis more than time : and, my most
noble lord,

I hear for certain, and do speak the tnuh,

—

The gentle Archbishop of York is up
With well-appointed powers: he is a man
Vi'ho with a double surety binds his followers.

My lord your son had only but the corpse,

But shadows and the shows of men, to tight:

Vox that same word, rebellion, did divide

The action of their bodies from their souls;

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain'd,

As men drink potions; that their weapons only
Seem'd on our side, but, for their spirits and

souls,

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up.

As fish are in a pond. But now the arch-
bishop

Turns insurrection to religion :

S ippos'd sincere and holy in his thoughts,
Ill's follow'd both v.ith body and with mind;
A;id doth enlarge his rising with the blood
Of fair King Richard, scrap'd from Porafret

stones;

D.?rives from heaven his quarrel and his cause
;

Tolls them he doth bestride a bleeding land,
Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke

;

And more and less do flock to fo'.iow him.
North. I knew of this before ; but, to speak

truth,

This present grief had wip'd it from my mind.
Go in with me ; and counsel every man
The aptest way for safety and revenge:

Get posts and letters, and make friends with
|

speed,

—

i

i

Never so few, and never yet more need.
,

\

\_Excunt.
i

j

ScENK II.— London. A Street.

Enter Sir John 1'"alstaff, with kis Pnj^ / -

bearhig his sword and buckler.
;

Fal. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor
\

to my water? 1

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good \

bcaiihy water; but, for the parly thai owed it,i I

he might have more diseases than he knew of.

Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at
i

me: the brain of this foolish-compounded clay,
| I

man, is not able to invent anything that tendsi
j

to laughter, more than I invent or is invcniedi i

on me: I am not or>ly witty in myself, but thej
,

cause that wit is in other men. I do here walki \

before thee like a sow that hath overwhelmed'!
all her htter but one. If the prince put iheei I

into my service for any other reason than to set'

me off, why then I have no judgment. Thoui 1|

whoreson mandrake, thou ait iilter to be wornj

)

in my cap than to wait at my heels. I wasj^

never manned with an agate till now : but I will] i

set you neither in gold nor silver, but in vilo:

apparel, and send you back again to your master,' \

for a jewel,—the juvenal, the prince your master,|
j

whose chin is not yet fledged. I will sooner! 1

have a beard grow in the palm of my hand than] J

he shall get one on his cheek; and yet he willJi

not stick to say his face is a face-royal : God may
\

finish it when he will, it is not a hair amiss yet:)

he may keep it still as a face-ro3-al, for a barbell

shall never earn sixpence out of it; and yet hei

will be crowing as if he had writ man ever since)

his father was a bachelor. He may keep his

own grace, but he is almost out of mine, I can

assure him.—What said Master Dumbleton about

the satin for my short cloak and my slops?

Page. He said, sir, you should procure him'
better assurance than Bardolph : he would not i

take his bond and yours; he liked not the

security,

Fal. Let him be damned, like the glutton

!

may his tongue be hotter!—A v.horeson .Achi-

lopiiel ! a rascally yea-forsooth knave! to beaii

a gentleman in hr.nd, and then stand upon
security!—The whoreson smooth-pates do now
wear nothing but high shoes, and bunches oi

keys at their girdles ; and if a man is thorough

with them in honest taking up, tlien they must

stand upon security. I had as lief they would

put ratsbane in my mouth as offer to stop it with

security. I looked he should have sent me two-

I
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and-twenly yards of satin, as I am a true knight,

and he sends me security. Weil, he may sleep

in security ; for he hath the horn of abundance,

and tlie lightness of his wife shines throiigli it:

and yet cannot he see, though he have liis own
lantern to light him.—Wliere's Dardclph?

Fage. He 's gone into Smithfield to buy your

worship a horse.

Fal. I boi'4^ht him in Paul's, and he '11 buy
me a horse in Smithfield : an I could get me
but a wile, in tiie stews, I were manned, horsed,

and wived.

Fage. Sir, here comes the nobleman that

committed tlie prince for striking lum about
Bardolph.

Fal. Wait close ; I will not see him.

Enter the Lord Chief-Justice and an Attendant.

Ch. Jus!. Wlrat's he that goes there?

At'en. I'^alstaff, an 't please your lordship.

Ck. Just. He that was in question for the

robbery ?

Atten. He, my lord : but he hath since done
good service at Slirewsbury ; and, as I hear, is

now going with some charge to the Lord John
of Lancaster.

Ch.Jiist. Wliat, to York? Call him back
again.

Attcn. Sir John Falstaff!

Fal. Boy, tell him, I am deaf. [deaf.

Page. You must speak louder ; my master is

Ch. Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of

anything good.—Go, pluck him by the elbow;
1 must speak with him.

Attcn. Sir John,

—

Fal. What 1 a young knave, and begging

!

Is t!iere not wars? is there not employment ?

Doth not the king lack subjects? Do not the

rebels need soldiers? Though it be a shame to

be on any side but one, it is worse shame to beg
than to be on the worst side, were it worse than
the name of rebellion can tell how to make it.

Atten. You mistake me, sir.

Fal. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest
man ? setting my knighthood and my soldiership

aside, I had lied in my throat if I had said so.

Atten. I pray you, sir, then set your knight-
hood and your soldiership aside ; and give me
leave to tell j-ou, you lie in your throat, if you
say I am any other than an honest man.

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so! I lay

aside that which grows to me ! If thou gettest

any leave of me, hang me ; if thou takest leave,

thou wert better be hanged. You hunt-counter,
hence ! avaunt

!

Attcn. Sir, my lord would speak with you.
Ch, Jzist. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you.

Fal. My good lord !—God give your lordship
good time of day. I am glad to see your lord-

ship abroad; I lieard say your lordship was
sick: I hope your lordship goes abroad by
advice. Your lordship, though not clean past

your youth, hath yet some smack of age in you,
some relish of the saltness of time ; and I most
humbly beseech your lordship to have a reverend
care of your health.

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you be.fbre your
expedition to Shrewsbury.

Fal. An 't please your lordship, I hear his

majesty is returned with some discomfort from
Wales.

Ch. Just. I talk not of his majesty:—you
v/ould not come when I sent for )uu.

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highness is

fallen into this same whoreson apoplexy.

Ch. Just. Well, God mend him 1 I pray you
let me spealc with you.

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of

letliargy, an't please your lordship; a kind of

sleeping in the L-lood, a whoreson tingling.

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it? be it as it

is.

Fal. It hath its original from much grief,

from study, and perturbation of the brain: I

have read the cause of his effects in Galen ; it

is a kind of deafness.

Ch. Just. I think you are fallen into the
disease; for you hear not what I say to you.

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well: rather,

an 't please you, it is the disease of not listening,

tlie malady of not marking, that i am troubled
wit hal.

Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels would
amend the attention of your ears; and I care
not if I do become your physician.

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not
so patient: your lordship may minister the
potion of imprisonment to me in respect of
poverty ; but how I should be your patient to

follow your prescriptions, the wise may make
some dram of a scruple, or, indeed, a scruple
itself.

Ch. Just. I sent for you when there w-ere

matters against you for your life, to come speak
with me.

Fal. As I was then advised by my learned

counsel in the laws of this land-ser\'ice, I chd

not come.
Ch. Just. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you

live in great infamy.

Fal. He that buckles him in my belt cannot
live in less.

Ch. Just. Your means are very slender, and
your waste is great.
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Fal. I would it were otherwise ; 1 would my
means were greater and my waist slenderer.

L'h. Just. Vou have misled the youthful

prince.

Fal. The young prince hath misled me : I

am the fellow with the great belly, and he my
doi;.

L'k. Just. Well, I am loth to gall a new-healed
wound: your day's service at Shrewsbury haih

a little gilded over your night's exploit on Gads-
hill: you may thank the unquiet time for your

quiet o'erposting that action.

Fal. My lord,—
C/i. /i(st. But since all is well, keep it so:

wake not a sleeping wolf.

Fal. To w.ake a wolf is as bad as to smell a

fox.

Ch. Just. What! you are as a candle, the

better part burnt out.

Fal. A wassail candle, my lord: all tallow:

if I did say of wax, my growth would approve
the truth.

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your

l.ice but should have his effect of gravity.

Fal. Mis effect of [^ravy, gravy, gravy.

Ch. Just. You follow the young prince up
and down, like his ill angel.

Fal. Not so, my lord ; your ill angel is light

;

but I hope he that looks upon me will take me
without weighing: and yet, in some respects, I

grmt, I cannot go:— I cannot tell. Virtue is

ot so little re;;ard in these costermonger times

I hat true valour is turned bear-herd : pregnancy
i- made a tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted
1. giving reckonings: all the other gifts ap-

pertinent to man, as the malice of this age shapes

tliem, are not worth a gooseberry. You that

are old consider not the capacities of us that are

young; you measure the heat of our livers with

ihe bitterness of your galls: and we that are in

tlie vaward of our youth, I must confess, are

« ags too.

Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in the

scroll of youth, that are written down old with

all the characters <M at^c ? I lave you not a moist

eye.^ a dry hand ? a yellow cheek? a white beard.'

a decreasing leg? an increasing belly? Is not

your voice broken? your wind short? your chin

double? your wit single? and every part about

you blasted with antiquity? and will you yet call

yourself young? I'^ie, fie, fie, Sir John!
l-'al. My lonl, I was born about three of thj

clock in the afternoon, with a white head, and
something a round belly. For my voice,—

I

h.n-e lost it with hollaing and singing of anthems.

T' approve my youth further, I will not; the

iiath is, I am only old in judgment and under-

standing ; and he that will caper with me for a'

thousand marks, let him lend me the money,;
and have at him. For the box o' the ear that!

the prince gave you,—he gave it like a rude'

prince, and you took it like a .sensible lord. I

have checked him for it ; and the young lion

repents; marrj', not in ashes and sackcloth, buti

in new silk and old sack.

Ch. Just. Well, God send the prince a betteij

companion

!

I

Fal. God send the companion a better prince
!'

I cannot rid my hands of him.

Ch. Just. Well, the king hath .severed you,

and Prince Harry: I hear you are going with'

Lord John of Lancaster against the archbishop
and the Earl of Northumberland.

Fal. Yea ; I thank your pretty sweet wit for

it. But look you, pray, all you that kiss my
Lady i'eace at home, that our armies join not in

a hot day ; for, by the Lord, I take but two shirts

out with me, and I mean not to sweat extraordin-j

arily : if it be a hot day, and I brandish anything!

but my bottle, I would I might never spit;

while again. There is not a dangerous action;

can peep out his head but I am thrust upon it :;

well, I cannot last ever: but it was ahvay )ti

the trick of our English nation, it they have a

good thing, to make it too common. If you
will needs say I am an old man, you shoi.k!

give me rest. I woulr' to God my name were
not so terrible to the enemy as it is; I were
better to be eaten to death with rust than to be

scoured to nothing with perpetual motion.

Ch Just. Well, be honest, be honest; and
God bless your expedition !

Fal, Will your lordship lend me a thousand

pound to furnish me forth?

Ch. Just. Not a penny, not a penny; you
are too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you
well : commend me to my cousin Westmoreland.

[Exeunt Chief-Justice ami Attendant.

Fal. If I do, fillip me with a three-man
beetle.—A man can no more separate age aijd

covetousness than he can part young limlis and
lechery: but the gout galls the one, and tlie

pox pinches the other ; and so both the diseases

prevent my curses.—Boy!

—

Page. Sir?

Fal. \\Tiat money is in my purse?

Page. Seven groats and two pence.

Fal. I can get no remedy against this con-

sumption of the purse: borrowing only lingers

and lingers it out, but the disease is incurable.

—Go bear this letter to my Lord of Lancaster;

this to the prince ; this to the Earl of West-

moreland ; and this to old Mistress Ursula,

whom I have weekly sworn to many since I
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perceived the fust white hair on my chin.

About it; you Know where to find me. [_£xti

Page.] A pox of this gout ! or, a gout of this

pox ! for the one or the other plays the rogue

with my great toe. It is no matter if I do

halt ; I have the wars for my colour, and my
pension shall seem the more reasonable. A
good wit will make use of anything. I will

turn diseases to commodity. [£xiL

Scene III.— Yopk. A Room in the Arch-
bishop's Palace.

Enter the Akchbishop OF YoRK, the Lords
Hastings, Mowbray, and Bardolph.

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and
^ know cur means;

And, my most noble friends, I pray you all

Spealc plainly your opinions of our hopes:

—

And first, lord marshal, what say you to it?

Mowb. I well allow the occasion of our arms

;

But gladly would be better satisfied

How, in our means, we should advance ourselves

To look with forehead bold and big enough
Upon the power and puissance of the king.

Hast. Our present mustci" grow upon the file

To five-and-twenty thousand men of choice;

And our supplies live largely in the hope
Of great Hoilhumberland, whose bosom buins

With an incensed fire of injuries.

/,. Bard. The question, then. Lord Hast-

ings, standeth thus;

—

Whether our present five-and-twenty thousand
May hold up head without Northumberland?

Hast. With him, we may.
L. Bard. Ay, marry, there 's the point

:

But if without him we be thought loo feeble,

!
My judgment is, we should not step too far

j
Till we had his assistance by the hand

;

I FoT, in a theme so bloody-fac'd as this,

I Conjecture, expectation, and surmise

Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted.

Arch. 'Tis very true, Lord Bardolph ; for,

I

indeed,

I
It was young Hotspur's case at Shrewsbury.

I

L. Bard. It was, my lord; who lin'd him-
self with hope.

Eating the air on promise of supply,

Flattering himself with project of a power
I Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts:
And so, with great imagination,
Proper to madmen, led his powers to death,
Aii(i, Vr'inking, leap'a into destruction. [hurt

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did
T.I lay down likelihoods and forms of hope.

A. Bard. Yes, in this present quality of war;

—

Indeed, the instant action,—a cause on foot.

—

Lives so in hope, as in c.n early spring

We see the appearing buds; which, to prove

fruit,

Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair

That frosts will bite them. When we mean to

build.

We first survey the plot, then draw the model;
."Vnd when we see the figure of the hot ;e.

Then must we rate the cost of the erection

;

Which, if we find outweighs ability.

What do we then but draw anew the model
In fewer offices, or at least desist [work,

—

To build at all? Much more, in this great

Which is almost to pluck a kingdom down
And set another up,—should we survey

The plot of situation and the model.
Consent upon a sure foundation.

Question surveyors, know our own estate.

How able such a work to undergo.

To weigh against his opposite ; or else,

We fortify in paper and in figures,

Using the names of men instead of men:
Like one that draws the model of a house

Beyond his power to build it ; who, half through,

Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created cost

A naked subject to the weeping clouds,

And waste for churlish winter's tyranny.

Hast. Grant that our hopes,—yet likely of

fair birth,

—

Should be still-born, and that we now possess'd

The utmost man of expectation
;

I think we are a body strong enough.

Even as we are, to equal with the king.

L. Bard. What, is the king but five-and-

twenty thousand?
Hast. To us no more ; nay, not so much, Lord

Bardolph

;

For his divisions, as the times do brawl.

Are in three heads: one power against the

French,
And one against Glendower; perforce a third

Must take up us: so is the unfirm king

In three divided ; and his coffers sound
With hollow poverty and emptiness.

Arch. That he should draw his several

strengths together,

-•^nd come against us in full puissance,

Need not be dreaded.
Hast. If he should do so,

He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and
Welsh

Baying him at the heels: never fear that.

L. Bard. WTio is it like should lead his forces

hither? [land

;

Hast. The Duke of Lancaster and Westmore-
Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Mon-

mouth :
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Hit who is substituted 'gainst tlie French,

I have no certain notice.

^trck. Let us on,

And publish the occasion of our arms.

Tne commonwealth is sick of their own choice ;

Their over-greedy love hath surfeited

:

An habitation giddy and unsure

Hith lie that buildelh on the vulgar heart.

O thju fond miny! with what loud applause

Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Boiing-

broke,

Before he was what thou wouldst have him be

!

And being now trimm'd in thine own desires.

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him
Tnat thou provok'st thyself to cast him up.

S ), so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge

Tny glutton bosom of the royal Richard

;

And now thou wouldst cat thy dead vomit tip.

And howl'st to find it. V/hat trust is in these

tim?s? [die,

They that, whan Richard liv'd, would have him

Aie now b^conu enamour'd on his grave:

T.iou, that threw'st dust upon his goodly head,

Wnen through proud London he came sighing

on
After the admired heels of Bolingbroke,

Cry'st now, O earth yield us that king again.

Andtake thou this! O tlioughts ofmen accurst

!

Piist, and to come, seems best; things present,

worst. [set on?
Moivh. Shall we go draw our numbers, and
Hast. We are time's subjects, and lime bids

be gone. [Exeunt.

ACT IL

Scene I.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Hostess, Fang a7td his Boy with her,

and Snare following.

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the

action ?

Fang. It is entered.

Host. Where is your yeoman? Is it a lusty

yeoman? will he stand to it?

Fang. Sirrah, where 's Snare?
Hjst. O Lord, ay ! good Master Snare.

Snare. Here, here.

Fang. Snare, we must arrest SirJohn FalstafT.

Host. Yea, good Master Snare; I have en-

tered him and all.

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our

lives, for he will stab.

Host. Alas the day ! take heed of him ; he
stabbed me in mine own house, and that most
beastly: in good faith, he cares not what mis-

chief he doth, if his weapon be out ; he will foin

like any devil ; he will spare neither man,
i x

woman, nor child.

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for !
\

his tlirust.

Host. No, nor I neither : I'll be at your elbow.
Fang. An I but fist him once ; an he cume

but within my vice,

—

Host. I am undone by his going ; I warrant
\

you, he is an infinitive thing ujx)n my score:—
g(X)d Master Fang, hold him sure;—good Master
Snare, let him not 'scape. He comes continu-

antly to Pic-corner,—saving your manhoods,

—

to buy a saddle ; and he is indited to dinner to the

Lubber's Head in Lumbert Street, to Master
Smooth's the silkman: I pray ye, since my'
exion is entered, and my case so openly known

.

;

to the world, let him be brought in to his i

answer. A hundred mark is a long one for a
: i

poor lone woman to bear : and I have borne,
i

;

and borne, and borne ; and have been fubbed
1

1

off, and fubbed off, and fubbed off, from this day i

\

to that day, that it is a shame to be thought on. ,

There is no honesty in such dealing; unless ai >

woman should be made an ass and a beast, to I

bear every knave's wrong. Yonder he conies;)!

and that arrant malmsey-nose knave, Barduiph, | <

with him. Do your offices, do your offices, !

;

Master Fang and Master Snare ; do me, do me, I

;

do me your offices.

Enter SiR JOHN Falstaff, Page, and Bar- i
]

DOI.PH.

Fal. How now! whose mare 's dead ? what 's i

the matter?
]

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of I

Mistress Quickly.
j j

Fal. Away, varlets!—Draw, Bardolph: cutji

me off the villain's head; throw the quean inj I

the channel. i

Host. Throw me in the channel ! I '11 throw
I

thee in the channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou!

!

bastardly rogue!—Murder, murder! O thou)
i

honeysuckle villain! wilt thou kill God's officersi i

and the king's? O thou honey-seed rogue ! thoui

'

art a honey-seed; a man-queller and a woman- 1

1

queller. ,

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph.

Fang. A rescue ! a rescue !
\

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two.—
•

I

Thou wo't, wo't thou? thou wo't, wo't lhou?l
|

do, do, thou rogue! do, thou hemp-seed!

fustilarian ! I 'il tickle your catastrophe

Enter the Lord Chief-Justice, attended.

Ch. Just. What is the matter? keep the peace

here, hoi
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Host. Good my lord, be good to me ! I be-

seech you, stand to me !

Ch. /list. How now, Sir John ! what, are you
brawling here? [business?

Doth this become your place, your lime, and
You should have been well on your way to

York.

—

[on him?
Stand from him, fellow: wherefore hang'st thou

Host. O my most worshipful lord, an 't please

your grace, I am a poor widow of Eastcheap,

and he is arrested at my suit.

Ch. Just. For what sum ?

Host. It is more than for some, my lord; it

is for all,-—all I have. He hath eaten me out

of house and home ; he hath put all my sub-

stance into that fat belly of his:—but I will have
some of it out again, or I will ride thee o' nights

like the mare.
Fal. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if

I have any vantage of ground to get up.

Ch. Just. How comes this, Sir John? Fie!
What man of good temper would endure this

tempest of exclamation? Are you not ashamed
to enforce a poor widow to so rough a course

to come by her own?
Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee?
Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man,

thyself and the money too. Thou didst swear
to me upon a parcel -gilt goblet, sitting in my
Dolphin-chamber, at the round table, by a sea-

coal fire, upon Wednesday in Whitsun-week,
when the prince broke thy head for liking his

father to a singing-man of Windsor,—thou didst

swear to me then, as I was washing thj' wound,
to marry me, and make me my lady thy wife.

Canst thou deny it? Did not goodwife Keech,
the butcher's wife, come in then, and call me
gossip Quickly? coming in to borrow a mess of
vinegar; telling us she had a goud dish of
prawns; whereby thou didst desire to eat some :

whereby I told thee they were ill for a green
wound? And didst thou not, when she was
gone down stairs, desire me to be no more so

.familiarity with such poor people; saying that

• sre long they should call me madam? And
didst thou not kiss me, and bid me fetch thee
Lhirty shillings? I put thee nov/ to thy book-
Dath: deny it, if thou canst!

1 Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul; ana
she says, up and down the town, that her eldest

,:ou is like you : she hath been in good case,

md, the truth is, poverty hath distracted her.

.But for these foolish officers, I beseech you I

nay have redress against them.

I
Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well ac-

juainted with your manner of wrenching the
rue cause the false way. It is not a confident

brow, nor the throng of words that come with
such more than impudent sauciness from you.
can thrust me from a level consideration : you
have, as it appears to me, practised upon the

easy yielding spirit of this woman, and made her
serve your uses both in purse and in person.

Host. Yea, in troth, my lord.

Ch. fust. Pr'ythee, peace.—Pay her the debt
you owe her, and unpay the villany you have
done with her: the one you may do with sler^

ling money, and the other with current repent-
ance.

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap
without reply. You call honourable boldness
impudent sauciness : ifa m.an will make court'sy,

and say nothing, he is virtuous:—no, my lord,

my humble duty remembered, I will not be j'our

suitor. I say to you, I do desire deliverance
from these officers, being upon hasty employ-
ment in the king's affliirs.

Ch. Just. You speak as having power to do
wrong: but ansv/er in the effect of your reputa-

tion, and satisfy the poor woman.
Ft. Come hither, hostess. [Takes her aside.

Enter GowER.

Ch. Just. Now, Master Gower,— what news?
Go-M. The king, my lord, and Harry Prince

of Wales
Are near at hand: the rest this paper tells.

{Gives a letter.

Fal. As I am a gentleman,

—

Host. Nay, you said so before.

Fal. As I am a gentleman :—come, no more
words of it.

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I

must be fain to pawn both my plate and the

tapestry of my diningchambers.
Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking:

and for thy walls,—a pretty slight drollery, or

the story of the Prodigal, or the German hunt-

ing in water-work, is worth a thousand of tliese

bed-hangings and these fly-bitten tapestric-s.

Let it be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, an
it were not for thy humours, there is not a better

wench in England. Go, wash thy face, and
draw thy action. Come, thou must not be in

this humour with me ; dost not know me? come,
come, I know thou wast set on to this.

Host. Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but twenty
nobles: i' faith, I am loth to pawn my plate, so
God save me, la.

Fal. Let it alone; I'll make other shift:

you '11 be a fool still.

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn
my gown. I hope you '11 come to supper.

You '11 pay me all together?
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Fat. Will I live?—Go, with her, with her

\to Bardolph] ; hook on, hook on.

Host. Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you
at supper ?

Fal. No more words ; let 's have her.

lExeunf Host., Bard., Olificers, and Fsige.

Ch. Just. I have heard better news.

Fal. What's the news, my good lord?

Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night?

Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord.

Fal. I hope, my lord, all 's well : what 's the

news, my lord?

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back ?

Gow. No ; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred
horse,

Are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaster,
Against Northumberland and the archbishop.

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my
noble lord? [sently

:

Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me pre-

Come, go along with me, good master Gower.
Fal. My lord

!

Ch. Just. What 's the matter?
Fal. Master Gower, shall 1 entreat you with

me to dinner?
Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here,

—I thank you, good Sir John.
Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long,

being you are to take soldiers up in counties as

you go.

Fal. Will you sup with me, Master Gower?
Ch. Just. What foolish master taught you

these manners. Sir John?
Fal. Master Gower, if they become me not,

he was a fool that taught them me.—This is the
ri^ht fencing grace, my lord; tap for tap, and
so part fair.

Ch. Just. Now, the Lord lighten thee ! thou
art a great fool. \_Exeunt.

Scene II.— The same. Another Street.

Enter Prince Henry and Poins.

P. Hen. Before God, I am exceeding weary.
Poins. Is it come to that? I had thought

weariness durst not have attached one of sohieh
blc..,d.

^

P. Hen. Faith, it does me; though it dis-

colours the complexion of my greatness to ac-
knowledge it. Doth it not show vilely in me
to desire small beer ?

Poins. WTiy, a prince should not be so loosely
studied as to remember so weak a composition.

P. Hen. Belike, then, my appetite was not
princely got; for, by my troth, I do now re-

member the poor creature, small beer. But,
indeed, these humble considerations make me

out of love with my greatness. What a disgrace
is it to me to remember thy name? or to know
thy face to-morrow? or to take note how many!
pair of silk stockings thou hast ; viz. , these, andj
those that were thy peach-coloured ones? or tO'

bear the inventory of thy shirts, as, one foi:

superfluity, and one other for use?—but that the
tennis court-keeper knows better than I ; for if

is a low ebb of .then with thee when thoui
keepest not racket there ; as thou hast not donej
a great while, because the rest of thy low-l

countries have made a shift to eat up thy holland:i
and God knows, whether those that bawl out;

the ruins of thy linen shall inherit his kingdom ;!

but the midwives say the children are not in the
fault ; whereupon the world increases, and
kindreds are mightily strengthened. i

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have)
laboured so hard, you should talk so idly ! Tell'

me, how many good young princes would do so,!

their fathers being so sick as yours at this timej

is?
j

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ?
|

Poins. Yes, faith; and let it be an excellent)

good thing.
;

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of nc:

higher breeding than thine.

Poins. Go to; I stand the push of your one
thing that you will tell.

P. Hen. Marr}-, I tell thee,—it is not meet
that I should be sad, now my father is sick

:

albeit I could tell to thee,—as to one it pleases)

me, for fault of a better, to call my friend,—I.

could be sad and sad indeed too.

Poins. Very hardly upon such a subject.

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think'st me as

far in the devil's book as thou and Falslaff for;

obduracy and persistency : let the end try the

man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds inwardly
that my father is so sick : and keeping such vile

company as thou art hath in reason taken from
me all ostentation of sorrow.

Poins. The reason?
P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me if

I should weep?
Poins. I would think thee a most princely

hypocrite.

P. Heri. It would be every man's thought;

and thou art a blessed fellow to think as every,

man thinks : never a man's thought in the world

keeps the road-way better than thine : every man
would think me an hypocrite indeed. And what
accites your most worshipful thought to think

so?

Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd,

and so much engraffed to Falstaff.

P. Hen. And to thee.
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Poins. By this light, I am well spoke on ; I

can hear it with mine own ears: the worst that

they can say of me is that I am a second brother,

and that I am a proper fellow of my hands ; and
those two things, I confess, I cannot help.—By
the mass, here comes Bardolph.

P. Hen. And the boy that I gave Falstafif:

he had him from me Christian ; and look, if

the fat villain have not transformed him ape.

Enter Bardolph and Page.

Bard. God save your grace !

P. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph

!

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass \to the Page],

you bashful fool, must you be blushing? where-
fore blush you now? What a maidenly man-at-
arms are you become? Is it such a matter to

get a pottle-pot's maidenhead?
Page. He called me even now, my lord,

through a red lattice, and I could discern no part

of his face from the window: at last I spied his

eyes ; and melhought he had made two holes in

the alewife's new red petticoat, and so peeped
through.

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited?

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit,

away

!

Page. Away, you rascally Althaea's dream,
away !

P. Hen. Instruct us, boy; what dream, boy?
Page. Marry, my lord, Ailhasa dreamed she

was delivered of a fire-bra-nd ; and therefore I

call him her dream.
P. Hen. A crown's worth of good interpre-

tation :—there it is, boy. \Gives him money.
Poins. O that this good blossom could be

kept from cankers !—Well, there is sixpence to

preserve thee.

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged
among you, the gallows shall have wrong.

P. Hen. And how doth thy master. Bardolph?
Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your

grace's coming to town; there's a letter for

you.

Poins. Delivered with good respect.—And
how doth the martlemas, your master?

Bard. In bodily health, sir.

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a
physician ; but that moves not him : though
that be sick, it dies not.

P. Hen. I do allow this wen to be as familiar

with me as my dog : and he holds his place ; for

look you how he writes.

Poiiis. IReads.l John Falstaff, knight,—
every man must know that, as oft as he has
occasion to name himself: even like those that
are kin to tb.e king; for they never prick their

finger but they say, There is some of the kimr's
b:ood spilt.—How comes that? says he, that
lakes upon him not to conceive. The answer
is as ready as a borrower's cap, / am the king's
poor cousin, sir.

P. Hen. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they
will fetch it from Japhet. But to the letter;—

Poins. YPeads.'] SirJohn Falstaff, knight, to

the son the king, nearest his father, Harry
Prince of Wales, greeting.—Why, this is a
certificate.

P. Hen. Peace!
Poins. \^Peads.'\ I will imitate the honourable

Romans iti brevity:— sure he means brevity in

breath, short-winded.—/ commend me to thee,
'^ commend thee, and I leave thee. Be 7iot too

Imiliar with Poins ; for he misuses thyfavours
so much that he swears thoti art to marry his
sister Nell. Repent at idle times as thou mayest,

and so, fai-ewell.

Thine, by yea and no, {which is as
much as to say, as thou usest him,)
Jack Falstaff, with viyfamiliars

;

John, with 7ny brothers and sisters ;

and Str John with all Europe.
My lord, I will steep this letter in sack, and
make him eat it.

P. Hen. That 's to make him eat twenty of
".lis words. But do you use me thus, Ned?
must I marry your sister?

Poins. God send the wench have no worse
fortune ! but I never said so.

P. Hen. Well, thus we play the fools with
the time; and the spirits of the wise sit in the
clouds and mock us.— Is your master here in

London ?

Bard. Yes, my lord.

P. Hen. Where sups he? doth the old boar
feed in the old frank?

Bard. At the old place, my lord,— in East-
cheap.

P. Hett. What company?
Page. Ephesians, my lord,—of the old church.
P. Hen. Sup any women with him?
Page. None, my lord, but old Mistress

Quickly and Mistress Doll Tearsheet.
P. Hen. What pagan may that be?
Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a

kinswoman of my master's.

P. Hen. Even such kin as the parish heifers

are to the town bull.—Shall we steal upon them,
Ned, at supper?

Poins. I am your shadow, my lord ; I '11

follow you.

P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy,—and Bardolph,

—

no word to your master that I am yet come to

town : there 's for your silence.
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Bard. I 1. ive no tongue, sir.

Pa^ . An" for mine, sir,— I v/ill govern it.

P. Hen. Ini J ye well ; go. \_Exeunt Bar-
DOLPH and Va.ge.\—This Doll Tearsheet should

be some road.

Poins. I warrant you, as common as the

way between Saint Alban's and London.
P. lien. Mow niiglit we see FaislafT bestow

himself lo-night in his true colours, and not

ourselves be seen?

Poins. Put on two leathern jerkins and
aprons, and wait upon him at his table as

drawers.

P. Hen. From a god to a bull? a heavy de-

scension ! it was Jove's case. From a prince

to a prentice? a low transformation ! that shall

be mine; for in everytliing the purpose must
weigh with the folly.—Follow me, Ned.

\^Exeiint.

Scene III.

—

Warkworth. Before the Castle.

.£«/,?;• NORTMUMHERI.AN'D, LaDY NORTHUM-
BERLAND, and Lady Percy.

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle

daughter.

Give even way unto my rough affairs:

Put not you on the visage of the times,

Arid be, like them, to Percy troublesome.

LaJy JV. I have given over, I will speak no
more

:

Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide.

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at

pawn

;

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it.

Lady P. O, yet, for God's sake, go not to

these wars

!

The time was, father, that you broke your word,
When you were more endear'd to it than now

;

When your own Percy, when my heart-dear

Harry,
Threw many a northward look to see his father

Bring up his powers ; but he did long in vain.

Who then persuaded you to stay at home?
There were two honours lost,—yours and your

son's.

For yours,—may heavenly glory brigbten it

!

For his,—it stuck upon him, as the sun
In the grey vault of heaven : and by his light

Did all the chivalry of England move
To do brave acts : he was, indeed, the glass

Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves:

He had no legs that practis'd not his gait;

And speaking thick, which nature made his

blemish.

Became the accents of the valiant

;

For those that could speak low and tardily

Would turn their own perfection to abuse
To seem like him : so that in speech, in gait,

In diet, in affections of delight,

In military rules, humours of blood,
He was the mark and glass, c y and book,
That fashion'd others. And luiu,—O wondrous

i

him

!

miracle of men!—him did you leave,

—

Second to none, unsecondcd by you,

—

To lo(jk upon the hideous god of war
In disadvantage ; to abide a field

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur's name
Did seem defensible:—so you left him.
Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong
To hold your honour more precise and nice

With others than with him ! let them alone:

The marshal and the archbishop are strong:

Had my sweet Many had but half their numbers,
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur's neck,
Have talk'd of Monmouth's grave.

North. Beshrew your heart.

Fair daughter, you do draw my spirits from me
With new lamenting ancient oversights.

But I must go, and meet with danger there;

Or it will seek me in another place,

And find me worse provided.

Laiiy N. O, fly to Scotland,
Till that the nobles and the armed commons
Have of ib.eir puissance made a little taste.

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of

the king,

Then join you with them, like a rib of steel,

To make strength stronger; but, for all our loves,

First let them irj' themselves. So did your son

;

He was so suffered : so came I a widow ;

And never shall have length of life enough
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes.

That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven,
For recordation to my noble husband.

North. Come, come, go in wiUi me. 'Tis

with my mind
As with the tide sv/ell'd up unto its height.

That makes a still-stand, running neither way.
Fain would I go to meet the archbishop.

But many thousand reasons hold me back.

1 will resolve for Scotland : liiere am I,

Till time and vantage crave my company.
\Exettnt,

Scene IV.—London. A Room in the Boar's

Head Tavern in Eastcheap.

Enter two Drawers.

1 Draw. WTiat the devil hast thou brought
there? apple-johns? thou know'st Sir John
cannot endure an apple-john.

2 Draw. Mass, thou sayest true. The prince
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once set a dish of apple-johns before him, and
told him there were five more Sir Johns; and,

j;
putting off his hat, said, I ivill no^u take my

« leavi of these six dry, rcuiid, old, -ujithered

\ knr^hls. It angered him to the heart : but he
" hath forgot that.

1 Draw. Why, then, cover, and set them
(" \>n : and see if thou canst find out Sneak's
I' ise: Mistress Tearsheet woulti fain hear some
1 -ic. Despatch:— 1 he room where tiiey sr.p-

j
li is too hot; they'll come in straight.

2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the prince and
M.Lster Poino anon; and tney will put on two
oi our jerkins and aprons; and Sir John must
r,'4 know of it : Uardolph hath brought word.

1 Draw. By the mass, here v\ill be old utis:

it will be an excellent stratagem.

2 Draw. I '11 see if I can find out Sneak.
\Ejcit.

Enter Hostess and Doll Tearsheet.

Host, r faiih, sweetheart, methinlcs now you
are in an excellent good temperalily : your pul-

sidge beats as extraordinarily as heart would
d'^bire; and your colour, I warrant you, is as

r_d as any rose: but, i' faith, you have drunk
t H) much canaries; and that's a marvellous
:;..aching wine, and it perfumes the blood ere

cne can say. What's this?—How do you now?
Doll. Better than I was:—hem.
Host. Why, that 's v/ell said ; a good heart 's

worth gold.—Look, here comes Sir John.

y Enter F.^LSTAFF singing.

R Fal. llVien Arthur first in court—Empty
the joiden. [Exit 1 Drawer.]

—

And icas a
iijortlty icing.—-How now, Mistress Doll!

Host. Sick of a calm ; yea, good sooth.

Fal. So is all her sect; an they be once in

a calm, they are sick.

Doll. You muddy rascal, is that all the com-
fort you give me?

Fal. You make fat rascals, Mistress Doll.

Doll. I make them I gluttony and diseases

mal;e them ; I make them not.

Fal. If the cook help to make the gluttony,
yi 111 help to make the diseases, Doll : we catch

cfyou, Doll, we catch of you; grant that, my
p )Mr virtue, grant that.

Doll. Yea, joy,—our chains and our jewels.

Fal. Your brooches, pea) Is, and ouches:—for

hj serve bravely is to come halting ofT, you
know: to come off the breach with his pike
bLP.t bravely, and to surgery bravely; to ven-
ture upon the charged chambers bravely.—

Doil. Ilang yourself, you muddy conger,
hang yourself!

Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion

;

you two never meet but you fall to some discord:

you are both, in good troth, as rlieuraatic as two
dry toasts; you cannot one bear with another's

confirmilies. What th.e good-year! one must
bear, and that must be you \Jo Doll]: you are

the weaker vessel, as they say, the emptier

vessel.

Doll. Can a weak empty vessel bear such a

huge full hogshead? there 's a whole merchant's

venture of Bourdeaux stuff in him; you have
not seen a hulk better stuffed in the hold.—

•

Come, I'll be friends with thee. Jack: thou

art going to the wars; and whether I shall ever

see thee again or no, there is nobody cares.

Re-enter First Drawer.

I Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol is below, and
would speak with you.

Doll. Hang him, swaggering rascal ! let hin";

not come hiib.er: it is the foul-mouth'dst rogue

in England.
Host. If he swagger, let him not come here

:

no, by my faith; I must live amongst my
neighbours; I'll no swaggerers : I am in good
name and fame with the very best :—shut the

door;— there comes no swaggerers here : I have

not lived all this while to have swaggering now:
— shut the door, I pray jou.

Fal. Dost thou hear, hostess?

—

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself, Sir John:
there comes no swaggerers here.

Fal. Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient.

Host. Till)--fally, Sir John, never tell me:
your ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors,

I was before Master Tisick, the deputy, the other

day; and, as he said to me,— it was no longer

ago than Wednesday last,

—

Neighbour Quic/;ly,

says he;—Master Dumb, our minister, was by

then ;

—

Neighbour Quicldy, says he, receive tJiose

that are civil ; for, saith he. you are in an ill-

naiJie

;

—now he said so, I can tell whereupon^

for, says he, you are an honest zvonian, and "well

thougJil on ; therefore talce heed what guests you
receive: re eive, says he, no swaggcri>tg con-

panions.—There comes none liere;—you would
bless you to hear what he said:— no, I'll no
swaggerers.

Fal. He's no swaggerer, hostess; a tame
cheater, i' faith ; you may stroke him as gently

as a puppy greyhound : he will not swagger with

a Earbary hen, if her feathers turn back in any

show of resistance.—Call him up, drawer.

{Exit I Drawer.
Host. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no

honest man my house, nor no cheater : but I do
not love swaggering; by my troth, I am tl.-";
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\Vi)rse when one says swagger: feel, masters,

h(i\v I shake ; look you, I warrant you.

Doll. So you do, liostess.

Host. Do I ? yea, in very truth, do I, an 'twere

an aspen leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers.

Enter Pistol, Bardolph, and Page.

Pist. God save you, Sir John !

/^a/. Welcome, .\ncient Pistol. Here, Pistol,

I charge you with a cup of sack : do you dis-

charge upon mine hostess.

Fist. I will discharge upon her. Sir John, with

two bullets.

Fal. She is pistol-proof, sir ; you shall hardly

offend her.

Hosl. Come, I'll diinknoproofsnornobullets:
I '11 drink no more than will do me good, for

no man's plcasvire, I.

Pi:t. Then to you, Mrs. Dorothy; I will

charge you.

Doll. Charge mc ! I scorn you, scurvy com-
panion. What ! you poor, base, rascall)-, cheat-

ing, lack-linen mate! ,\\vay, you mouldy rogue,

away! I am meat for your master.

Pist. I know you. Mistress Dorothy.
Doll. Away, you cut-purse rascal ! you filthy

bung, away! by this wine, I'll thrust my knife

in your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy

cuttle with me. Away, you bottle-ale rascal !

you basket-hilt stale juggler, you !—Since when,
I pray you, sir?—God's light, with two points

on your .s'noulder? much !

Pist. I will murder your ruff for this.

Fal. No more. Pistol ; I would not h.ave you
go off here : discharge yourself of our company.
Pistol.

Host. No, good Captain Pistol ; not here,

sweet captain.

Doll. Captain ! thou abominable damned
cheater, art thou not ashamed to be called cap-

tain? If captains were of my mind, thev would
truncheon you out, for taking their names upon
you before you have earned them. Vou a cap-

tain ! you slave, for what? for tearing a poor
whore's ruflf in a bawdy-house?—He a captain !

hang him, rogue ! He lives upon mouldy stewed
prunes and dried cakes. A captain! God's light,

these villains will make the word as odious as

the word occupy ; which was an excellent good
word before it was ill-sorted: therefore captains

had need look to it.

Ba7-d. Pray thee, go down, good ancient.

Fal. Hark thee hither. Mistress Doll.

Pist. Not I : I tell thee what. Corporal Bar-

dolph,— I could tear her:— I '11 be revenged on
her.

Page. Pray thee, go down.

Pist. I '11 see her damned first ;— to Pluto's
damned lake, by this hand, to the infernal deep,
with Erebus and tortures vile also. Hold hook
and line, say I. Down, down, dogs! down,
faitors! Have we not Hiren here?

Host, tidod Captain Peesel, be quiet ; it u
very lale, i' faith : I beseek you now, aggravate
your choler.

Pist. These be good humours, indeed ! Shall

packhorses,

.\nd hollow pamper'd jades of Asia,
Which cannot go but thirty miles a-day.

Compare with Casars, and with Cannibals.
And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn ihen*

with

King Cerberus; and let the welkin roar.

Shall we fail foul for toys?

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very
bitter words.

Bard. Be gone, good ancient : this will grow
to a brawl anon.

Pist. Die men like dogs ! give crowns like

pins! Have we not Hiren here?
Host. O' my word, captain; there's none

such here. What tlie good-year ! do you think

I would deny her? for Godsake, be quiet.

Pist. Then feed and be fat, my fair Calipoli.s.

Come, give me some sack.

.SV Jcrtiina mi torvienlay lo sperare vii con-

Icnta.—
Fear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fiie:

Give me some sack :—and, sweetheart, lie thou

there. \^Laying down /lis swoui.

Come we to full points here ; and are et-celerai

nothing?
Fat. Pistol, I would, be quiet.

Pis!. Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: what!
we have seen the seven stars.

Doll. Thrust him downstairs; I cannot endure
such a fustian rascal.

l^ist. Thrust him down stairs! know we not

Cialloway nags ?

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-

groat shilling: nay, an he do nothing but speak
nothing, he shall be nothing here.

Bard. Come, get you down stairs.

Pist. WliatI .shall we have incision? shall we
imbrue?— [Snatciting up his s'liord.

Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful

days !

Why, then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds
Untwine the Sisters Three ! Come, Atropos, 1

say!
Host. 1 lore 's goodly stuff toward I

Fal. Give me my rapier, boy.

Doll. I pray thee. Jack, I pray thee, do not

draw.
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Fal. Get you down stairs.

[Dtawmg; and d7-iving PiST. out.

Host. Here 's a goodly tumult ! I '11 forswear

keeping house afore 1 '11 be in these tirrits and
Irights. So; murder, I warrant now.—Alas,

alas! put up your naked weapons, put up your

naked weapons. [Exetmt PiST. and Baku.
Dotl. I pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the rascal

is gone.—Ah, you whoreson little valiant villain,

you !

/List. Are you not hurt i' the groni? me
thought he made a shrewd thrust at )'<nir belK

Re-enter Bardolth.

Fal. Have you turned him out of doors?
Bard. Yes, sir. The rascal's drunk: you

have hurt him, sir, in the shoulder.

Fal. A rascal ! to brave me !

Doll. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you ! Alas,
poor ape, how thou sweatest ! come, let me wipe
l!iy face;—come on, you whoreson chops:—ah,

rogue ! i' faith, I love thee. Thou art as valor-

ous as Hector of Truy, worth five of Agamem-
non, and ten times better than the nine worthies

:

ah, villain

!

Fal. A rascally slave! I will toss the rogue
in a blanket.

Doll. Do if thou darest for thy heart: if

thou dost, 1 11 canvass thee between a pair of

sheets.

Enter Musicians.

l^age. The music is come, sir.

Fal. Let them play;—play, sirs.—Sit on my
knee, Doll.—A rascal-bragging slave ! the rogue
fied from me like quicksilver.

Dull, r faith, and thou followedst him like a
"hurch. Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholomew
boar- pig, when wilt thou leave fighting o' days
and foining o' nights, and begin to patch up
thine old body for heaven ?

Enter, behind, Princk IIenrv (7;;(/Poins

disguised as Drazvers.

Fal. Peace, good Doll ! do not speak like a

l")eath's-head ; do not bid me remember mine
end.

Doll. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of?

Fal. A good shallow young fellow : he would
have made a good pantler ; he would have
chipped bread well.

Doll. They say Poins has a good wit.

Fal. He a good wit? hang him, baboon ! his

wit is as thick as Tewksbury mustard ; there is

no more conceit in him than is in a mallet.

Doll. Why does the prince love him so, then ?

Fal. Because their legs are both of a bigness

;

and he plays at quoits well ; and eats conger and
fennel; and drinks off candles' ends for flap-

dragons; and rides the wild mare with the boys;
and jumps upon joint-stools ; and swears with a
good grace; and wears his boot very smooth,
like unto the sign of the leg ; and breeds no bate
with telling of discreet stories; and such other
gambol faculties he has, that show a weak mind
.md an able body, for the which the prince ad-
mits him : for the prince himself is such another ;

the weight of a hair will turn the scales between
their avoirdupois.

P. Hen. Would not this nave of a wheel have
his ears cut off?

Poins. Let us beat him before his whore.
F. Hen. Look, whether the withered elder

hath not his poll clawed like a parrot.

J'oins. Is it not strange that desire should so

many years outlive pc brmance?
Fal. Kiss me, DoW.
P. Hen. Saturn and Venus this year in con-

junction ! what says the almanac to that?

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon,
his man, be not lisping to his master's old tables,

his note-book, his counsel-keeper.

Fal. Thou dost give me flattering busses.

Doll. By my troth, I kiss thee with a most
constant heart.

Fal. I am old, I am old.

Doll. I li^ve thee better than I love e'er a
scurvy young boy of them all.

Fal. What stuff wilt thou have a kirtle of? I

shall receive money on Thursday; ihou shalt

have a cap to-morrow. A merry song, come

:

it grows late; we will to bed. Thou wilt forget

me when I am gone.

Doll. By my troth, thou wilt set me a weep-
ing, an thou sayest so : prove that ever I dress

myself handsome till thy return :—well, hearken

the end.

Fal. Some sack, Francis.

P. Hen., Poins. Anon, anon, sir.

{Adi'aneing.

Fal. Ha! a bastard son of the king's i"—And
art not thou Poins, his brother?

P. Hen. Why, thou globe of sinful continents,

what a life dost thou lead !

Fal. A better than thou \ am a gentlem.:n ;

thou art a drawer.

P. He7t. Very true, sir, and I come to draw
you out by the ears.

Host. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace !

by my troth, welcome to London. Now, the

Lord bless that sweet face of thine ! O Jesu,

are y<'>u come from Wales?

I
Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of
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majesty,—by this light flesh and corrupt blood,

llKai art v/elcome.

[Leaning his liand upon DoLL.
Do/l. Mow, you fai Ibol ! I scorn you.

Poins. ?>Iy lord, he will diive you out of your

revenge, and turn all to a luecriment, il you lake

not the heat.

r. Ilcn. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how
vilely did you speak of me even now before this

honest, virtuous, civil, j^entlewoman!

Host. God's blessin<; on your good heart ! and

So she is, by my troth.

Fa!. Didst thou henr me.?

/'. Hen. Yes ; and you knew me, as you did

when you ran away by Gadshill: you knew I

was at your back, and spoke it on purpose to

try my patience.

Fill. No, no, no; not so; I did not think

thou wast within hearing.

/'. Hcu. I shall drive you, then, to confess

the wiltul abuse, and then I know how to handle

you.

Fal. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour; no
abuse.

P. Hen. Not ! to dispraise me, and call me
pantler, and bread -chipper, and I know not

what

!

Fal. No abuse, Hal.

Poins. No abuse !

Fal. No abuse, Ned, in the world; honest

Ned, none. I dispraised him before the wicked,

thai the wicked might notfali in lovewith him;

—

in which doing, I have done the part of a care-

ful friend and a true subject, and thy father is

to give me thanks for it. No abuse, Hal ;

—

none, Ned, none;—no, faith, boys, none.

P. Hen. See now, whether pure fear and en-

tire cowardice doth not make thee wrong this

virtuous gentlewoman to close with us? is she

of the wicked? is thinehostess here of the wicked?

or is thy boy of the wicked ? or honest Bardolph,

whose zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked ?

Poins. Answer, thou dead elm, answer.

Fal. The fiend hath pricked down Bardulph
irrecoverable ; and his face is Lucifer's privy-

kitchen, wb.ere he doth nothing but roast malt-

worms. For the ijoy,—there is a good angel

about him ; but the devil outbids him too.

P. Hen. For the women?
Fal. For one of them,—she is in hell already,

and burns, poor soul ! For the other,—I owe
her money; and whether she be damned for

that, I know not.

Host. No, I warrant you.

Fal. No, I think thou art not ; I think thou
art quit for that. Marry, there is another in-

dictment upon thee for suffering flesh to be

eaten in thy house, contrary to the law; for the
which I think ihou wilt howl.

Host. All victuallers do so: what 's a joint of

mutton or two in a whole I><.'nt?

P. Hen. You, gentlewoman,

—

Dot'. What says your grace?

Fal. His grace s.ays that which his flesh re-

bels ;igainst. [k'noikin_^ within.

Host. Who knocks so loud at door? L<.)ok

to the door there, Francis.

E7tter Peto.

P. Hen. Peto, how now ! what news?
Pet. The king your father is at Wesiuuiistcr:

And there are twenty weak and wearied posts

Come from the north : and as I came along
I met and overtook a dozen captains.

Rare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns,

.\nd asking every one for Sir juhn Falstafl.

/'. Hen. By heaven, Poins, I feel mc much
to blame.

So idly to profane the precious lime;
When tempest of commotion, like the south,

Borne with black va[)our, doth begin to melt,

.-\nd drop upon our bare unarmed heads.

Give me my sword and cloak.— FalstafT, good-
night.

[Exeunt v. Hen., Poins, Peto, aWRARn.
Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of

llie night, and we must hence, and leave it un-

locked. [Knocking within.'\ More knocking
at the door

!

Re-enter Bakdoi.i'H.

How now! what 's the matter?
Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently;

a dozen captains slay at door for you.

Fal. Pay the musicians, sirrah [to the Pagej.

—Farewell, hostess;— farewell, Doll.—\'ou see,

my good wenches, how men of merit are sought
after : the undeserver may sleep, when the man
of action is called on. Farewell, good wenches:

if I be not sent away post, I will see you again

ere I go.

Doll. I cannot speak ;—if my heart be not

ready to burst,—well, sweet Jack, have a care

of thyself.

Fal. Farewell, farewell.

[E.xennt Falstaff and Bardolph.
Host. Well, fare thee well: I have knov.n

thee these twenty-nine years, come peascod-

time ; but an honester and truer-hearted man,

—

well, fare thee well.

Bard. [IVithin.] Mistress Tearsheet,

—

Host. What 's the matter ?

Bard. [H''itAin.] Bid Mistress Tearsheet

come to my master.
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£ioii. O, tun, DolJ, run; lun, good Dull.

\Exeunt.

ACT III.

ScEXR ' —Westminster. A Room in the

Pauuc.

Enter King Henry /;/ his mght^ozvjt, with a

Page.

A'. Hen. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of

Warwick; [letters,

But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these

And well consider of them : make good speed.

[Exit Page.
How many thousand of my poorest subjects

Are at this hour asleep!—O sleep, O gentle

sleep.

Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee.

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down,
And steep my senses in forgetfulness.i"

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs.

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, [slumber.
And hiish'd with buzzing night-flies to thy
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great,

Under high canopies of costly state,

And lullVi with sounds of sweetest melody?
O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile

In loathsome beds, and leav'st the kingly couch
A watch-case or a common 'larum bell?

Wilt thou upor the high and giddy mast
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains
III cradle of the rude imperious surge,

And in the visitation of the winds.
Who take the ruffian billows by the top,

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging
them

With deafening clamour in the slippeiy shrouds,
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes?
Canst thou, O partial sleep, give thy repose
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude

;

And in the cabnest and most stillest night.
With all appliances and means to boot,
Deny it to a king? Then, happy low, lie down!
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crov.-n.

E7itcr Warwick and Surrey.

IVar. Many good-morrows to your majesty !

K. Hen. Is it good-morrow, lords?
War. 'Tis one o'clock, and past.

K. Hen. Why, then, good-morrow to you
all, my lords.

Have you read o'er the letters that I sent you?
/Far. We have, my liege. [kingdom
A. Hen. Then you perceive the body of our

How foul it is; what rank diseases grow.
Arid with what danger, near the heart of it.

War. It is but as a body yet distemper'd ;

Which to his former strength may be restor'd
With good advice and liltie medicine:

—

My lord Noithumborland will soon Le cooFd.
A'. Hen. O God ! that one might read the

book of i.Ue,

And see the revolution of the times
Make mountains level, and the continent,—
Weary of solid firmness,—melt itself

Into the sea! and, other times, to see
The beachy girdle of the ocean [mock,
Too wide for Neptune's hips; how chances
And changes fill the cup of alteration
Witli divers liquors! Oh, if ihis were seen.
The happiest youth,—vie\\ing his progiess

through.
What perils past, what crosses to ensue,

—

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die.

Tis not ten years gone [friends.

Since Richard and Northumberland, great
Did feast together, and in two years after

Were they at wars. It is but eight years since
This Percy was the man nearest my soul;
Who like a brother toil'd in my aflairs.

And laid his love and life under my foot;

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard
Gave him defiance. Eut which of you was by,

—

You, cousin Nevil, as I may remember,

—

[To Warwick.
When Richard,^with his eye brimful of tears.

Then check'd and rated by Korlhumberland,^
Did speak these words, rovi prov'd a prophecy?
iVorthiirntertand, tho2i ladaei by the which
My cojtsin Bolingbroke aseonis v:y throne,—
Though then, God knows, I had no such intent,

Rut that necessity so bo\\'d the state

That I and greatness were ccnipell'd to kiss:

—

Tiie time shall conu, thus did he follow it.

The time tvill eovie, thatfonl sin, gathering head,
Shall break into corrttj tion :— so went on,
Foretelling this same time's condition,

-And the division of our amity.

War. Tliere is a history in all men's lives,

Figuring the nature of the times deccas'd;
The which observ'd, a man may prophesv,
With a near aim, of the main chance of things
As yet not come to life, which in their seeds
And weak beginnings lie intreasured. [time;
Such things become the hatch and brood of
And, by the necessary form of this,

King Richard might create a perfect guess
That great Northumberland, then false to him,
Would of that seed grow to a greater falseness;

Which should not find a ground to root upon,
Unless on you.

K. Hen. Are these things, then, necessities ?

Then let us meet them like necessities;

—

And thiit c:.;Tie word even now eric:; out on us;
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They say the bishop and Northumberland

Are fifty thousand strong.

War. It cannot be, my lord

;

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo,

The numbers of the fear'd. Please it your giace

To go to bed. Upon my life, my lord,

The powers that you already have sent forth

Shall bring this prize in very easily.

To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd

A certain instance that Glendower is dead.

Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill

;

And these unseason'd hours perforce must add
Unto your sickness.

K. Hen. I will take your counsel:

And, were these inward wars once out of hand,

We would, dear lords, unto the Holy La.n<\

[Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Court before JUSTICE Shallow's
House in Gloucestershire.

Enter Shallow and Silenxe, meeting,

Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, Bull-
calf, and Servants, behind.

Shal. Come on, come on, come on, sir; give

Uii your iiand, sir, give me your hand, sir: an

t liy stirrer, by the rood. And how doth my
gi'.jd cousin Silence?

.)V/. Good-morrow, good cousin Shallow.

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bed-

fellow? and your fairest daughter and mine, my
god-daughter Ellen?

Sil. Alas, a black ousel, cousin Shallow

!

Shal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my
cousin William is become a good scholar : he

is a; Oxford still, is he not?
Sil. Indeed, sir, to my cost.

Shal. He must, then, to the inns of court

shortly : I was once of Clement's-inn ; where I

thi::k they will talk of mad Shallow yet.

Sil. YouwerecalledlustyShallow then, cousin.

Shal. By the mass, I was called anything

;

and I would have done anything indeed, too,

and roundly too. There was I, and little John
Doit of Staffordshire, and black George Bare,

and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele a Cots-

wold man,—you had not four such swinge-

bucklers in all the inns of court again : and, I

may say to you, we knew where the bona-robas

v.-ere, and had the best of them all at command-
ment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir John,
a boy, and page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of

Norfolk.

Sil. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither

anon about soldiers?

Shal. The same Sir John, the very same. I

saw him break Skogan's head at the court gate,

when he was a crack not thus high : and the

very same day did I fight with one Sampson
Stockfish, a fruiterer, behind Gray's-inn. Jesu,

Jesu, the mad days that 1 have spent ! and to

see how many of mine old acquaintance are

dead !

.S7/. '• sliall all follow, cousin.

Shal. Certain, 'tis certam ; very sure, very

sure: death, as the Psalmist saith, is certain to

all ; all shall die.—How a good yoke of bullocks

at Stamford fair?

Sil. Truly, cousin, I was not there.

Shal. Death is certain.— Is oid Double of

your town living yet?

Sil. Dead, sir.

Shal. Jesu, Jesu, dead!—he drew a good
bow ; and dead I—he shot a fine shoot :^oim
of Gaunt loved him well, and betted much
money on his head. Dead !—he would have

clapp'd in the clout at twelve score, and carried

you a forehand shaft a fourteen and fourteen

and a half, that it would have done a man's

heart good to see.—How a score of ewes now?
Sil. Thereafter as they be : a score of good

ewes may be worth ten pounds.

Shal. And is old Double dead ?

Sil. Here come two of Sir John Falstaff's

men, as I think.

Enter Bardolph and one with him.

Bard. Good-morrow, honest gentlemen: I

beseech you, which is Justice Shallow?
Shal. I am Robert Shallow, sir, a poor es-

quire of this county, and one of the king's

justices of the peace: what is your good plea-

sure with me?
Bard. -My captain, sir, commends him to you;

my captain, Sir John Falstaff,—a tall gentleman,

by heaven, and a most gallant leader.

Shal. He greets me well, sir; I knew him a

good backsword man : how doth the good
knight? may I ask how my lady his wife doth?

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better ac-

commodated than with a wife.

Shal. It is well said, in faith, -jir; and it is

well said indeed too. Better accommodated !

—

it is good; yea, indeed, is it: good phrases are

surely, and ever were, ver)- commendable. Ac-

commodated!—it comes ixova. accommodo : very

good ; a good phrase.

Bard. Pardon me, sir; I haveheard the word.

Phrase call you it? By this good day, I know
rot the phrase; but I will maintain the word

wiih my sword to be a soldier-like word, and a

word ofexceeding good command. Accommo-
dated ; that is, when a man is, as they say, ac-

commodated ; or, when a man is, being, whe' ~')y
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he may be thought to be accommodated ; which

is an excellent thing.

Shal. It is very just.—Look, here comes good
Sir John.

E)iter Falstafk.

Give me your good hand, give me your worship's

good hand : by my troth, you look well and bear

your years very well : welcome, good Sir John.
Fal. I am glad to see you well, good Master

Robert Shallow :—Master Surecard, as I think.?

Shal. No, Sir John, it is my cousin Siience,

in commission with me.
Fal. Good Master Silence, it well befits you

should be of the peace.

Sil. Your good worship is welcome.
Fal. Fie! tliia is hot weather.—Gentlemen,

h..ve you provided me here half a dozen sulii-

ciciil men.?

Shal. Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit?

Fal. Let me see them, I beseech you.

Shal. Where's the roll? where 's the roll?

where 's the roll?—let me see, let me see. So,

so, .so, so:—yea, marry, sir:—Ralph Mouldy!
—let them appear as I call; let them do so, let

them do so.—Let me see; where is Mouldy?
Moul. Here, an 't please you.

Shal. What think you. Sir John? a good
limbed fellow ; young, strong, and of good
friends.

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy?
Moid. Yea, an 't please you.

Fal. 'Tis the more time thou wert used.

Shal. Ila, ha, ha! most excellent, i' faith

!

things that are mouldy lack use: very singular

good !—in faith, well said, Sir John ; very well

said.

Fal. Prick him. [ To Shallow.
Moid. I was pricked well enough before, an

you could have let me alone : my old dame will

be undone now for one to do her husbandry and
her drudgery : you need not to have pricked

me; there are other men fitter to go out than I.

Fa!. Go to; peace, Mouldy; you shall go.

Mouldy, it is time you were spent.

i\Ioul. Spent!
Shal. Peace, fellow, peace ; stand aside

:

know you where you are?—For the other, Sir

John :—let me see ;—Simon Shadow !

Fal, Yea, marry, let me have him to sit

under; he's like to be a cold soldier.

Shal. Where 's Shadow?
Shad. Here, sir.

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou?
Shad. My mother's son, sir.

^'al. Thy mother's son ! like enough; and thy

father's shadow : so the son of the female is the

shadow of the male: it is often so, indeed ; Init

not much of the lather's substance.

Shal. Do you like him, .Sir John?
Fal. Shadow will serve for summer,—prick

him; for we have a number of shadow"; 'o fill

up the muster- book.

Shal. Thomas Wan !

Fal. Where 's he ?

Wart. Here, sir.

Fal. Is thy name Wart?
Wart. Yea, sir. ^
Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart.

'

Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir John?
Fal. It were superfluous; for his apparel is

built upon his back, and the whole frame stands
upon pins: prick him no more.

Shal. Ila, ha, ha I—you can do it, sir; y u
ran do it : I commend you well.— Francis
I'eeble

!

Fee. Here, sir.

Fal. What tiade art thou. Feeble?
Fee. A woman's tailor, sir.

Shal. Sh.all I prick him, sir?

Fal. You may: but il he had been a man's
tailor, he would have pricked you.—Wilt thou
make as many holes in an enemy's battle as thou
hast done in a woman's petticoat ?

Fee. I will do my good will, sir; you can have
no more.

Fal. Well said, good woman's tailor ! well

said, courageous Feeble ! Thou wilt be as

valiant as the wrathful dove or most magnani-
mous mouse.— Prick the woman's tailor well,

Master Shallow ; deep. Master Shallow.

Fee. I would Wart might have gone, sir.

Fal. I would thou wert a man's tailor, that

thou mightst mend him, and make him fit to go.

I cannot put him to a private soldier, that is the

leader of so many thousands: let that suffice,

most forcible Feeble.

Fee. It shall suffice, sir,

Fal. I am bound to thee. Reverend Feeble.
•—WTio is next?

Shal. Peter Bullcalf of the green !

Fal. Yea, marry, let us see Bullcalf.

Bidl. Here, sir.

Fal. 'Fore God, a likely fellow!—Come, prick

me, Bullcalf, till he roar again.

Bull. O lord ! good my lord captain,

—

Fal. Wliat, dost thou roar before thou art

pricked?

Bull. O lord, sir ! I am a diseased man.
Fal. What disease hast thou?

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir,—a cough, sir,—

which I caught with ringing in the kinr^'s affairs

upon his coronation day, sir.

Fal. Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a,\
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g'jvvn ; we will have away thy cold; and I will

take such order that thy friends shall ring for

thee.—Is here all?

Skal. Here is two more called than your

nur,\ber; you must have but four here, sir:—
auci so, I pray you, go in with me to dinner.

Fai. Come, I will go drink with you, but I

cannot tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, by

my troth, Master Shallow.

S!ial. O, Sir John, do you remember since

\vc lay all night in the windmill in Saint George's
t-iekls?

Fa/. No more of that, gixjd Master Shallow,
no more of that.

S/ia/. Ma, it was a merry night. And is Jane
Ni.;!itwork alive?

FaL She lives. Master Shallow.
S/ici/. She never could away with me.
Faf. Never, never; she would always say she

could not abide Master Shallow.
S/ia/. By the mass, I could anger her to the

heart. She was then a bona-roba. Doth she

hold her own well?

Fa/. Old, old, Master Shallow.

SAa/. Nay, she must be old ; she cannot
choose but be old ; certain she 's old ; and had
Robin Nighlwork, by old Nightwork, before I

came to Clement's-inn.

Sj7. That 's fifty-five year ago.

Ska/. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst

seen that that this knight and I have seen !— Ha,
Sir [ohn, said I well?

Fa/. We have heard the chimes at midnight.
Master Shallow.

S/ia/. That we have, that we have, that we
tiave; in faith. Sir John, we have: our watch-
word was, i%;«, days !—Come, let 's to dinner ;

come, let's to dinner :—O, the days that weh.ive
seen!—'Come, come.

[Exeunt Fal., Shal., atui?,\L.

Bn//. Good Master Corporate B.irdolph,

stand my friend; and here is four Harry ten
shillings in French crowns for you. In veiy
truth, sir, I had as lief be hanged, sir, as go:
and yet, for mine own part, sir, I do not care

;

but rather, because I am unwilling, and, for

mine own part, have a desire to stay with m^
fiieads; else, sir, I did not care for mine own
part, so much.

Bard. Go to ; stand aside.

Moti/. And, good master corporal captain, for

my old dame's sake, stand my friend : she has
nobody to do anything about her when I am
gone ; and she is old, and cannot help herself:
you shall have forty, sir.

Bard. Go to; stand aside.

Fee. By my troth, I care not ; a man can die

but once ; we owe God a death : I '11 ne'er bear

a base mind: an't be my destiny, so; an 't be

not, so: no man 's too good to serve his prince;

and, let it go which way it will, he that dies tnis

year is quit for the next.

Bard. Well said ; thou 'rt a good fellow.

Fee. Faith, I '11 bear no base mind.

Kc-eiiter Falstaff a«i^ Justices.

Fa/. Come, sir, which men shall I have?
Sha/. Four of which you please.

Bard. Sir, a word with you :— I have threi

pound to free Mouldy and Butlcalf.

Fa/. Go to; well.

Ska/. Come, Sir John, which four will you
have ?

Fa/. Do you choose for me.
Sfia/. Marry, then, — Mouldy, EuUcalf,

Feeble, and Shadow.
Fa/. Mouldy and Bullcalf:— for you, Mouldy,

stay at home till you are past scr\-ice: and for

your |3ait, Bullcalf,—grow till you come unto
it : I will none of you.

S/ia/. Sir John, Sir John, do not yoursell

wrong : they are your likeliest men, and I would
have you served with the best.

Fa/. Will you tell me, Master Shallow, how
to choose a man? Care I for the hmb, the

thews, the stature, bulk, and big assemblance
of a man ! Give me the spirit, Master Shallow.

—Here 's Wart ;—you see what a raggedappear-
ance it is : he shall charge you and discharge

you, with the motion of a pewtercr's hammer:
come off, and on, swifter than he that gibl>ets-

on the brewer's bucket. And this same half-

faced fellow, Shadow,—give me this man: he!

presents no mark to the enemy; the foeman
may with as great aim level at the edge of a,

jjenknife. And, for a retreat,—how swiftly will

this Feeble, the woman's tailor, run off! O,'

give me the spare men, and spare me the greati

ones.—Put me a caliver into Wart's hand,

Bardolph.
Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse; thus, thus,

thus.

Fa/. Come, manage me your caliver. So:-
very well:—go to:— verj" good:—exceeding

good.—O, give me always a little, lean, old,

chapped, bald shot.—Well said, i' faith, Wart;
fhou'rt a good scab: hold, there's a tester for

thee.

Sha/. He is not his craft's-master, he doth not^

do it right. I remember at Mile-end Green,—

;

when I lay at Clement's-inn,—I was then Sir'

Dagonet in Arthur's show,—there was a little

quiver fellow, and he would manage you his

piece thus; and he would about and about, and
I
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come you in and come you in: rah^ tah, tak,

would lie say; bounce would he say; and away
again would he go, and again would he come:

— I shall never see such a fellow.

Fal. These fellows will do well, Master

Shallow.—God keep you, Master Silence: I

will not use many words with you. — Fare you

well, gentlemen both: I ihank you: I must a

dozen mile to-night. — Hardolph, give the

soldiers coals.

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper

your affairs, and send us |)eace! as you return,

visit my house; let our oUl acquaintance !)C

rci'.cwed ; peradvenlure I vvill with you to llic

['al. 'Fore God, I would you would. Master

Shallow.

Shal. Go to ; [ have spoke at a word. l'"are

you well. [Axcvr;;/ SilAi.. (iWSlL.
Fal. Fare you wt.ll, gentle gentlemen. On,

Bardolph; lead ih<- men away. [E.xeniit Bar-
UOLI'H, Recruits, eVc. ] As I return, I will

fetch off these justices: I do see the ijottom of

justice Shallow. Lord, Ixjrd, how .subject we
old men are to this \ice of lying! Thi.s same
starved justice hath done nothing but prate to

me of the wildness of his youth, and llie feats

he hath done about Turnbull Street; and every

i third word a lie, duer paid to the hearer llian

the Turk's tribute. I do remember him at

ClL-mcnl's-inn, like a man made after supper of

a cheese-paring : wlien he was naked, he w.as,

for all the world, like a forked radish, with a

he. Ill fantastically carved upon it with a knife:

he was so forlorn that his dimensions to any

; thick siglit were invincible: he was the very

'genius of famine; yet lecherous :i> a monkey,
and the whores called him mandrake : lie came
ever in the rearward of the fishion ; and sung

[
those tunes to *he overscutclied huswifes tliat

[he heard the carmen whistle, and svvare they

were liis fancies ^n his good-nights. And now
[is this Vice's tiagger become a scjuire, and talks

as familiarly of John of Gaunt as if he had been

sv, .)in broiher "to him; and I'll be sworn he

r.ijver saw him but once in the Tilt-yard; and
then he Ijurst his head for crowding among the

I niarslial's men. I saw it, and told Jolm of

'Gaunt lie beat his own name; for you miglu
liave thrust him aiul all his apparel into an cel-

s'.-.in; the cise of a treble liaiithoy was a

iii.iiision for him, a court :—and now has he

land and beeves. Weil, I vvill be acquainted

villi him if I return ; and it shall go hc-'.rd but

|1 will make him a philosopher's two stones to

me : if the young dace be a bait for the old pike,
' I see no reason, in the law of nature, but I may

snap at him. Let time shape, and llun in

end. [I:x//.

ACT rv.

SCKNK I.—A Forest in Vcil-Oiire.

Enter tlie ArchbishiM' oi' York, Mowhrav,
IlACTIN(;s, and olhei<;.

Anh. Wli.-it is this forest call'd?

//iii/. 'Tis Gualtree l'"oiest, an 't shall please

your grace.

Arrh. Here sland, nty lorils; arid send dis-

coverers fgrth

To know the lumibers oi our enemies.
Ilasf. We have sent forth alu-ady.

Arch. 'Tis well done.
My friends and brethren in these gicat affidrs,

' must acfiuaini you tliat I have rcceiv'd

New-dated letters from Northumberland:
Their cold intent, tenour, and substance, tl us:—
I lere doth he wish liis person, wilh such poweis
As might hold sortaucc with his qualiiy,

The which he could not levy; \vheieut">n

I Fe is retir'd, to lipe his growing lorlunes.

To Scotland ; and conchidcs in hearty pr:ucrs

That your attcnqiis may over-live the hazard

x\nd fearful meeting of their opposite.

Aloivb. Thus do the hopes \ye have in hnu
touch ground,

.•\nd dash themselves to i)ieces.

Enter a Messenger.

I/ast. Now, wliat news?
A/dis. West of ihis forest, scarcely oil a mile.

In goodly form comes oti (he enemy ;

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their

number
U(X)n or near tiie lale of ihirly thousand.

Mowb. The just proportion that vvc gave thera

out.

Ixt us sway on, and face Ihcm in ihe field.

Auk. What well-appoinled K.ider fionis us

heie?

Moivb. I tl-.inl; it isniy Lord o^^Vestmolel,^lld.

F.ntir Wl'.SI MOKF.l.ANlK

li'esl. Ileallh :ind lair ;;iee;i:;g from our

gener:il

The piince, Lord John and Da!;c of Lancaster.

AiiJi. Say on, my Loid of Westmoreland, in

]X'aee,

Wh.il dolh cunCLin )<iur coming.

\',\st. T1ien, my lord,

Unto your grace do I in chief a<ldreF3

The substance of my speech. If tjiat rebellion

Came like hself, in base and abject routs.

Led on by bloody youth, guarded wilh rags,
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And countenanced by boys and beggary,

—

I say, if damn'd commotion so appear'd,

In his trae, native, and most proper shape,

Vo I, reverend father, and these noble lords,

I I id not been here, to dress the ugly form

Oi i^ase and bloody insurrection

With your fair honours. Vou, lord archbishop,

—

\\ .use see is by a civil peace mainlain'd ;

Wliose beard the silver hand of peace hath

touch'd ;
[tutor'd ;

Whose learning and good letters peace hath

Wiiose white investments figure innocence,

T:ie dove and very blessed spirit of peace,

—

Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself

Oit of the speech of peace, that bears such grace,

Into the harsh and l)oislcrous tongue of war;
T lining your bookstogreaves, your ink toblood,

Yy.H pens to lances, and your to)igue divine

To a loud trumpet and a point of war?

Air/i. Wherefore do I thisi"—so the question

stands.

Briefly to this end :—we are all diseas'd;

And with our surfeiting and wanton hours

ll.ive brought ourselves into a burning fever.

And we must bleed for it : of which disease

Oar late king, Richard, being infected, died.

l!-it, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland,
I take not on me here as a phjsician

;

Ni)r do I, as an enemy to peace.

Troop in the throngs of military men

;

But, rather, show awhile like fearful war.

To diet rank minds sick of happiness,

A'ld purge the obstructions which begin to stop

( )ur very veins of life. Hear me more plainl)-.

I have in equal balance justly weigh'd
What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs

we suffer.

And find our griefs heavier than our oft'ences.

\Ve see which way the stream of time doth run,

And are enforc'd from our most quiet S[jhere

l!y the rough torrent of occasion ;

And have the summary of all our griefs,

When time shall serve, to show in articles

;

W'hich long ere this we offer'd to the king,

And might by no suit gain our audience:

When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our

griefs,

V/e are denied access unto his person [wrong.

Even by those men that most have done us

The dangers of the days but newly gone,

—

Wliose memory is written on the earth

V/ith yet appearing blood,—and the examples
Of every minute's instance,—present mow,

—

I lave put us in these ill-beseeming arms;
Not to break peace, or any branch of it.

But to establish here a peace indeed.

Concurring both in name and quality.

IFes/. When ever yet was your appeal
denied

;

Wherein have you been galled by the king;
What peer liath been suborn'd to grate on

you ;

—

That you should seal this lawless bloody book
Of forg'd rebellion with a seal divine,

And consecrate commotion's bitter edge?
Arch. Mybrothergeneral, the commonwealth,

To brother born an household cruelty,

I make my quarrel in particular.

l-Vcs/. There is no need of any such redress;

Or if there were, it not belongs to you. [all

Motvb. Why not to him in part, and to us

That feel tlie bruises of the days before.

And suffer the condition of these times

To lay a heavy and unequal hand
Upon our honours?

West. O, my good Lord Mowbray,
Construe the times to their necessities.

And you shall say indeed, it is the lime.

And not the king, that doth you injuries.

Vet, for your part, it not appears to me,
Either from the king or in the present lime.

That you should have an inch of any ground
To build a grief on : were you not reslor'd

To all the Duke of Norfolk's signiories,

Vour noble and right-wcll-remember'd father's?

Mowb. What thing, in honour, had my father

lost,

That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me?
The king, that lov'd him, as the state stood then,

\Vas, force perforce, compell'd to banish him.
And then that Henry Bolingbroke and he,

—

l^jing mounted and both roused in their seats,

Their neighing coursers daring of the spur,

Theirarmed staves in charge, their beaversdown.
Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of

steel

,

And the loud trumpet blowing them together,

—

Then, then, w'nen there was nothing could have

stay'd

My father fioni the breast of Bolingbroke,

O, when the king did throw his warder down.
His own life hung upon the staff he threw;

Then threw he down himself, and all their lives

That by indictment and by dint of sword
Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke.

West. Vou speak. Lord Mowbray, now you
know not what.

The Earl of Hereford wa; reputed then

In England the most valiant gentleman:
Who knows on whom fortune would then hav*

smil'd?

But if your father had been victor there.

He ne'er had borne it out of Coventry:

For all the country, in a general voice,
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Cried hate upon him ; and all iheir prayers and
love

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on,

And bless'd and grac'd indeed, more tlian the

king.

But this is mere digression from my purpose. —
Here come I from our princely general

To know )-our griefs ; to tell you from his grace

That he will give you audience; and wherein

It shall appear that your demands are just,

\\>u shall enjoy them, —everything set off

That might so much as think you enemies.

Mo'ivb. But he hath forc'd us to compel ihis

ofTer;

And it proceeds from policy, not love.

'.Vest. jMowliray, you overvveen to take it so ;

This offer comes from mercy, not from fear:

For, Ic) ! within a ken, our army lies:

Upon mine honour, all too confident

To give admittance to a thought of fear.

Our battle is more full of names than yours.

Our men more perfect in the use of arms,

Our armour all as strong, our cause the best

;

Then reason will our hearts should be as good :

Say you not, then, our offer is compell'd.

Mozvb. \Vell, by my will we shall admit no
parley.

IVtil. That argues but the shame of your

offence

:

A ic)tlen case abides no handling.

Hast. Halh the Prince John a full commis-
sion,

In very ample virtue of his father.

To hear and absolutely to determine

Of what condidons we shall stand upon?
West. That is intended in the general's name:

I muse you make so slight a question.

Arch. Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland,
tills schedule.

For this contains our general grievances :

Each several article herein redress'd.

All members of our cause, both here and hence.

That are insinew'd to this action,

Acquitted by a true substantial form.

And present execution of our wills

To us and to our purposes consign'd,---

We come within our awful banks again.

And knit our powers to the arm of peace.

West. This will I show the general. Please

you, lords,

In sight of both our battles we may meet

;

And either end in peace,^which God so

frame !

—

Or to the place of difference call the swords
Which must decide it.

Arch. Mv lord, we will do so.

r/Tv-,-/ Wp.ctmoRELAND.

]\lowb. There is a thing within my bosu.u
tells me

That no conditions of our peace can stand.

Hast. Fear you not that: if we can make our
peace

Upon such large terms and so absolute
As our conditions shall consist upon.
Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mouiUaii--.

Moivh. Ay, but our valuation shall be such.
That every slight and false-derived cause,
\"ea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason,
Sliall to the king taste of this action ;

Tliat, were our royal faiths martyrs in love.

We shall be winnow'd with so rough a wind
That even our com shall seem as light as chaff,

.And good from bad find no partition.

Arch. No, no, my lord. Note this,— th;

king is weary
Of dainty and such picking grievances:
I'or he hath found, to end one doubt by diat!:;

Ixevives two greater in the heirs of life ;

.\:id therefore will he wipe his tables clean,

.\nd keep no tell-tale to his memory,
Titat may repeat and history his loss

"io new remembrance : for full well he know;;
He cannot so precisely weed this land

As his misdoubts present occasion :

His foes are so enrooted with his friends

That, plucking to unfix an enemy.
He doth unfasten so and shake a friend.

So that this land, like an offensive wife

That hath enrag'd him on to offer strokes.

As he is striking, holds his inlant up.

And hangs resolv'd correction in the arm
That was uprear'd lo execution. [re s

Hast. Besides, the Icing hath wasted all his

On late offenders, that he now doth lack

The very instruments of cliaslisement

:

So that his power, like to a fangless lion,

May offer, but not hold.

Arch. 'Tis very true :

And therefore be assur'd, my good lord marshal,

If we do now make our atonenient well.

Our peace will, like a broken limb united,

Grow stronger for the breaking.

Moivb. Be it so.

Here is return'd my Lord of Westmoreland.

Re-enter Wes tmoreland.

West. The prince is here at hand: pieaseth

your lordship

To meet his grace just distance 'tween our

armies.''

Mo-di'b. Your grace of 'S ork, in God's name.
then, set forward.

Arch. Before, and greet his grace :—my lor'',

we come. [Exeuut.
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'...CiiNK II.

—

Another part of the Forest.

Enter, from one side, MowBRAY, the Arch-
bishop, Hastings, and others: from the

other side, Princk Joun of Lanxasticr,

VVkstmoueland, Oflicers aW AUendaiUs.

P. fohn. You are well encounter'd here, my
coiisir. Mowbray

:

Good-day to you, <;cnilc lord arclibisliop

;

And so to you. Lord Hastings,—and to all.—

My Lord of York, it bettei show'd with yon

Wliea that your flock, assembled by the bell.

Encircled you to hear with reverence

\'oi.n exposition on the holy text.

Than now to see you here an iron man,
Ciieermg a rout of rebels with your drun),

Tiiinin'; the word to sword, and life to death.

That man that sits within a monarch's heart,

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour,

Would he abuse the countenance of tlie kint;,

Alack, what mis.chiefs might he set abroach
In shadow of such greatness! With you, Inid

bisiiop,

It is even so. VVho hath not heard it spok( i.

IIow deep you were within the books of Gcii.'-

To us the speaker in his parliament

;

To us the imagin'd voice of God himself;

The very opener and intelligencer

Betweeotiie grace, the sanctities of heaven,
And our dull workings. O, who shall believe

lint you mt.suse the reverence of your place,

Employ tlie countenance and grace of heaven.
As a false favourite doth his prince's name.
In deeds dishonourable? You have taken up,

Under the counterfeited seal of God,
Tile subjects of his substitute, my failier.

And both against the peace of heaven and him
Have here up-swarm'd them.

Arch. Good my Lord of Lancaster,

I am not here against your father's peace

;

But as I told my lord of Westmoreland,
The time misorder'd doth, in common sense,

Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous fonn,

To hold our safety up. I .sent your grace
The parcels and particulars of or.r grief,

—

The which hath been with scorn shov'd from
the court,

—

Wliereon this Hydra son of war is born ;

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm'd
asleep

With grant of our most just and right desires,

And true obedience, of this madness cur"d,

Stoo^o tamely to the foot of majesty.

.Moz:}b. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes

'lo the last man.
Hast. And though we here fail do'.vn.

We have supplies to second our attempt:
If theymiscarry, theirs shall second them;
And So success of mischief shall be bom,
And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up
Whiles ICngland shall have gencratio'\.

/'. John. You are too shr.Ilow, Hastings,

much too shallow.

To sound the bottom of the after-times.

West. I'leaseth your grace to answer them
directly.

How far-forlh you do like their articles.

P. John. I like them all, and do allow thera

well

;

.A.nd .--Avear here, by the honour of my blood.

My father's purpo.ses have been mistook

;

And some ai)OUt him have too lavishly

Wrested his meaning and authority.

—

My lord; these griefs shall be with speed re-

dre.ss'd

;

fyou,

Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please

Discharge your powers unto their several coun-

ties.

As we will ours: and here, betw'een the ar:r.ies.

Let 's drink together friendly, and embrace.

That all their eyes may bear those tokens home
Of our restored love and amity.

Arch. I take your princely word for these re-

dresses, [word

:

P. John. I give it you, and will maintain my
And thereupon I drink unto your grace.

Hast. Go, captain [to an Officer], and deliver

to the army [part:

This nev<s of peace; let them have pay, an i

1 know it will well please them. Hie thee,

captain. [Exit Officer.

Arch. To you, my noble Lord of Westmore-
land, what i-ul u

West. I pledge your grace ; and,i' voi. kn.w
I have bestow'd to breed this present peace.

You would drink freely: but my love to you

Shall show it.self more openly hereafter.

Arch. I do not doubt you.

]Vest. I am glad of it.^

Health to my lord and gentle cousin, .Mowbray.

Motvb. You wish me healtli in very happy
season

;

For I am, on the sudden, something ill.

Arch. Against ill chances men arc ever mcrt7',

But heaviness foreruns the good event.

W&st. Therefore be merry, coz; since sudden

sorrow [morr^v/.

Serves to say thus,—Some good thing comes lo-

Arch. Believe me, I am passing li^ht in spl.'i:.

Mowb. So much the worse, if;your own rule

be true. ]Shouts within.

P.John. The word of peace is render'd"

haik. how they shout!
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Mowb. This had been cheerful after victory.

Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest

;

For then both parties nobly are subdued,
And neither party loser.

P. John. Go, my lord,

And let our army be discharged loo.

\^Exit Westmoreland.
And, good my lord, so please you let your trains

March by us, that we may peruse the men
Wc sheuld have cop'd withal.

Aixh, Go, good Lord Hastings,
And, ere they be dismi-scd, let them march by.

\Exit II.A.STINGS.

P.John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to-

night together.

Re-eilter ^^'ESTMORELAND.

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still?

iVest. The leaders, having charge Irom you
to stand.

Will not go olf until they hrar you speak.
F. John. They know their duties.

Re-enter Hastings.

Hast. My lord, our army is dispcrs'd already:
Like youthful steers unyok'd, they take their

courses [up,
East, west, north, south ; or, like a school broke
Each hurries toward his home and sporting-

place. [the wliich
West. Good tidings, my Lord Hastings; for

I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason:

—

And you, lord archbishop,—and you, Lord
Mowbray.

—

Of capital treason I attach you both.
Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honourable?
West. Is your assembly so?
Arch. Will you thus break your faith?

P. Johit. I pavvn'd thee none :

I promis'd you redress of these same grievances
Whereof you did complain ; which, by mine

honour,
I will perform with a most Christian care.
But for you, rebels,—look to taste the due
Meet for rebellion and such acts as yours.

Most shallowly did you these arms commence,
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence. -
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter'd str:T

God, and ncjl we, hath safely fought to-day.-
Some guard these traitors to the block of death,
Treason's true bed and yielder-up of breath.

\^Exeii,>:t.

Scene l\\.—Another part of the Forest.

Alarums: excursions. Enter Falstaff atid

COLEVILE, meeting.

Pal. V.Tiat's your name, sir? of what condi-
tion are you, and of what place, I pray ?

Cole. I am a knight, sir; and my name is
Colevile of the dr.le.

Fal. Well, then, Colevile is your name, a
knight is your degree, and your place the dale

:

Colevile shall be still your name, a traitor your
tlegree, and the dungeon your dale,—a dale dcT
enough; so shall you be still Colevile of tl

-

dale.

Co/e. Are not you Sir John Falstaff?
Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er I am.

Do ye yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you? If
1 do sweat, they are the drops of thy lovers, and
they weep for thy death ; therefore rouse up fear
and trembUng, and do observance to my mercy.

Cole. I think you are Sir John Falstaff; and
in that thought yield me.

Fal. I have a whole school of tongues in this
belly of mine ; and not a tongue of them all

speaks any other word but my name. An I had
but a belly of any indifferency, I were simply
the mo'^t active fellow in Europe: my womb,
my won. i. my womb undoes me.—Here conies
our genera..

Enter i'uiNCE JoHN OF Lancaster, Wisst-
MORE1.AND, and others.

P. John. The heat is past, follow no farther
now :

—

Call in the jjowers, good cousin Westmoreland.
{Exit Westmoreland.

Now, Falstaff, where have you been ail this

while?
When everything is ended, then you come:
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life.

One time or other break some gallows' back.
Pal. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should

be thus : I never knew yet but rebuke and check
was the reward of valour. Do you think me a
swallow, an arrow, or a bullet? have I, in my
poor and old motion, the expedition of thouglit?
I have speeded hither with the veiy extreme.st
inch of possibility; I have foundered nine-score
iTid odd posts : and here, travel tainted as I am,
liive, in my pure and immaculate valour, t-!;:n
Sir John Colevile of the dalj, a most furious
knight and valorous enemy. But vhat of that ?

l-.e saw me, and yielded; that I may justly say
with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome.—I came,
saw, and overcame.

P.John. It was more of his courtesy than
your deserving.

Fal. I know not:—here he is, and here I

yield him: and I beseech your grace, let it he
boohed with the rest of this day's deeds: or,

by the Lord, I will have it in a particular ball.-.'j

else, with mine own picture on the top ot it,

Colevile kissing my foot: to the which cour^i
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if I be enforced, if you do nol all show like gill

tw-'-pences to me, and I, in the clear sky of

fame, o'ershine you as much as th: full moon
doLh the cinders of the element, which show

likj pins' heads to her, believe not the word of

th' ncUe: therefore let me have right, and lei

4e ert mount.
P. John. Thine 's too heavy to mount.

Fal, Let it shine, then.

P. John. Thine 's too thick to shine.

Fil. Let it do something, my good lord, that

m..y do me good, and call it what you will.

P. John. Is thy name Colevile?

Cole. It is, my lord.

P. John. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile.

Fal. And a famous true subject took him.

Co'e. I am, my lord, but as my belters are

That led me hither: had they been rul'd by me,

Voushouldiiavewon them dearer than you have.

Fal. 1 know not how they sold themselves:

bu, I'.ioUjIikca kind fellow, gavest thyself away
gr.ilis ; and I thank thee for thee.

Re-enter Wesimoi^eland.

P. John. Now, have you left pursuit?

U^cz!. Retreat is made, and execution stayM.

P.John. Send Colevile, with his confeder-

ates,

Tn York, to present execution:

—

[sure.

Bl ii;i, lead him hence; and see you guard him
[Exeunt some with Colevile.

And now despatch we toward the court, my
lords.

I hear the king, my father, is sore sick :

Our news shall go before us to his majesty,

—

Whijh, cousin, you shall bear,— to comfort him;

And v/e with sober speed will follow you.

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave

to go [court,

Tlirough Glostershire : and, when you come to

Si.ind, mygood lord, pray, in your good report.

P. John. Fare you well, Falstaff : I, in my
condition.

Shall better speak of you than you deserve.

{Exeunt all but Fal.
Fal. I would you had but the wit : 'twere

better than your dukedom. Good faith, this

same young sober-blooded boy doth not love

me ; nor a man cannot make him laugh ;—but

that's no marvel ; he drinks no wine. There's
never any of these demure boys come to any
proof; for thin drink doth so over-cool their

bl )od, and making many fish-meals, that the}'

fall into a kind of male green-sickness; an^
then, when tliey marry, they get wenches: they

are generally fools and cowards;—v/hich some
of us should be loo, but for inflammation. A

good sherris-sack hath a twofold operation in

it. It ascends mo into the brain ; dries me
there all the foolish and dull and crudy vapours

which environ it ; makes it apprehensive, quick,

forgetive, full of nimble, fiery, and delectable

shapes ; which delivered o'er to the voice,—the

lo.igue,—which is the birth, becomes excellent

wit. The second property of your excellent

sherris is,—the wariiihlg of the blood : which,

before cold and settled, left the liver white and
pale, which is the badge of pusillanimity and
cowardice: but the sherris warms il, and makes
it course from ihe inwards to the parts extreme:

it illumineth the face; which, as a beacon,

gives warning to all the rest of this little king-

dom, man, to arm; and then the vital com-
moners and inland petty spirits muster me all

to their captain, the heart, who, great and
pu.Ted up with this retinue, doih any deed of

courage: and this valour comes of sherris. So
that skill in the weapon is noihi:ig without

sack, for that sets it a-work ; and learning, a

mere hoard of gold kept by a devil till sack

commences it and sets it in act and use.

Hereof comes it that Prince Harry is valiant;

for the cold l)lood he did naturally inherit of

his father, he hath, like lean, sterile, and bare

land, manured, husbanded, and tilled, with

excellent endeavour of drinking good and good
store of fertile sherris, that he is become very

hot and valiant. If I had a thousand sons, the

first humai. prinjiple I would teach them should

be,—to forswear thin potations, and to addict

themselves to sack.

Enter Bardolph.

How now, Bardolph !

Bard. Tlie army is discharged all, and gone.

Fal. Let them go. I 'II throu;^h Gloster-

shire: and there will I visit Master Robert
Shallow, Esquire: I have him already temper-

ing between my finger and my thumb, and
shortly will I seal with him. Come away.

\^Exeu)tt.

Scene IV.

—

Westminster. A Roo;n in the

Palace.

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Pri.nce

Humphrey, Warwick, and others.

K. Hen. Now, lords, if God doth give suo

cessful end
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors.

We will our youth lead on to high.er fjelds.

And draw no swords but what are sanctified.

Our navy is address'd, our power collected,

Our substitutes in absence well invested.
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And everything lies level to our wish

:

Oiily, we want a little personal strength;

And pause us till these rebels, now afoot,

Come underneath the yoke of government.

ll'ar. Both which we doubt not but your

-uiajesty

Shall soon enjoy.

/vT. He'll. Humphrey, my son of Gloster,

Wliere is the prince your brother?

r. Hi:mph. I think he 's gone to hunt, my
lord, at Windsor.

K. Hen. And how accompanied?
/'. Htcnph. I do not know, my lord.

K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of

Clarence, with him?
P. Hwnph. No, my good lord, he is in

presence here.

Cla. What •..•ould my lord and father?

K. Hen. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas
of Clarence.

ITow chance thou art not with the prince thy

brother? [Thomas;
He loves thee, and thou dust neglect him.

Thou hast a better place in his affection

Than all thy brothers: cherish it, my boy;

And noble offices thou mayst effect

Of mediation, after I am dead,

Between his greatness and thy -)ther brethren :

Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love.

Nor loce the good advantage of his grace

By seeming cold or careless of his will;

For he is gracious if he be observ'd :

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand
Open as day for melting charity:

Vet notwithstanding, being mcens'd, he 's flint

;

As humorous as winter, and as sudden

As flaws congealed in the sjjfing of day.

His temper, therefor^', .nust be well observ'd:

rhide him for faults, and do it reverently,

When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth ;

But, being moody, give him line and scope.

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground.

Confound themselves with working. Learn this,

Thomas,
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends,

A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in,

'Ihat the united vessel of their blood,

Mingled with venom of suggestion,

—

A-., force perforce, the age will pour it in,

—

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong

As aconitum or rash gunpowder.
Cla. I shall observe him with all care and love.

K. Hen. Why art thou not at Windsor with

him, Thomas? [London.
Cla. He is not there to-day ; lie dines in

K. Hen. And how accompanied? canst thou

tell that?

Cla. With Poins, and other his continual vA-

lowers.

K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil 10

weeds

;

And he, the noble image of my youth.

Is overspread with fhem : therefore my grief

Stretch, . itse.f beyond the hour of death:

The bloOd weeps from my hcait v, l:cn I uo

shape,

In forms imaginary, the unguidcd dus
And rotten times that you shall look upon
When I am sleeping with my ancestors.

For when his headstrong riot hath no curb,

\Vhen rage and hot blood are his counsellors

W'hen means and lavish manners meet together,

O, wi'h what wings shall his affections fly

Towc ds fronting peril and oppos'd decay !

IVor. My gracious lord, you look beyond him
quite:

The prince but studies his companions
Like a strange tongue ; wherein, to gain the

language.

"TiS needful that the most immodest word

Be look'd upon and learn'd ; which once aitain'd,

Your highness knows, comes to no further \!se

But to be known and hated. So, like gross

terms.

The prince will, in the perfectnei:; of time.

Cast off his followers ; and their memory
Shall as a pattern or a measure live.

By which his grace must mete the lives of others,

Turning past evils to advantages.

K. Hen. 'Tis seldom when the bee doth

leave her comb
In the dead carrion,

—

En!cr Westmokela.nli.

\Mio 's here? Westmoreland ?

West. Health to my sovereign, and new
happiness

Added to I'.-r.t that I am to deliver ! [hand :

Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace's

Mowbray, the Lishop Scroop, Hastings, and all,

Are brought to the correction of your law

;

There is not now a rebel's sword unsheathed.

But peace puts forth her olive cvciywhere:

The manner how this action hath t)een borne,

Here at more leisure may your highness read,

With every course in his particular.

K. Hen. O, Westmoreland, thou art a

summer bird,

Which ever in the haunch of winter sings

The lifiing-up of day. Look, here 's more news.

Efiter Harcourt.

Har. From enemies heaven keep youX

majesty

;

R 2
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And, when they stand against you, may they

fall

As those that I am come to tell you of

!

The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bar-

dolph,

With a great powc of English and of Scots,

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown :

The manner and true order nf the figlii

Tn;S packet, please it you, contains at large.

A'. Hen. Aiul wherefore should these good
news make me sick ?

Will fortune never come with both hands full,

But write her fair words still in foulest letters?

She either gives a stomach, and no food,

—

Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast.

And takes away the stomach,—suchare therich.

That have abundance, and enjoy it not.

I should rejoice now at this happy news

;

Ar.d now my sight fails, and my i)rain is giddy:—
me ! come uear aie, now I am much ill.

\Swoons.
P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty !

CLi. O my royal father

!

IVc'sl. My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself,

look up.

War. Be patient, princes ; you do know,
these fits

Are wilh his highness very ordinary. [well.

S ind from him, give him air ; he '11 straight be
CU. No, no : he cannot long hold out these

pangs

:

The incessant care and labour of hii mind
1 lath wrought the mure, that should confine it

in, [out.

So lliin, that life looks through, and will break
P. Humph. The people fear me ; for they do

observe
Unfather'd heirs and loathly births of nature:
The seasons ciiange their manners, as the ear
Had found some months asleep, and leap'd

them over. [tween

;

Cla. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb be-
A;id the old folk, time's doting chronicles,
S;y it did so a little time before [died.
Tiiat our great grandsire, Edward, sick'd and

War. Speak lower, princes, for the king re-

covers, [end.
P. Humph. This apoplexy will certain be his
K. Hen. I pray you, take me up, and bear

me hence
In'o some other chamber: softly, pray.

[ They convey t/ie King in/o an inner part of
the room, andplace him on a bed.

I,ci there be no noise made, my gentle friends;
Unless some dull and favourable hand
\"> ;H whimper music to my weary spirit.

War. Call for the mvsic in the other room.

K. Htn. Set me the crown upon my pillov.-

here.

Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much.
War. Less noise, less noise !

Enter Prince Henry.

/" Htit. Who saw the Duke of Clarence?
Cla. 1 am here, brother, full of heaviness,
P. Hen. How now! rain within doors, and

none abroad !

How doth the king 1

P. Humph. Exceeding ill.

P. Hen. Heard he the good news yet ?

Tell it iiim.

P. Humph. He alter'd much upon the hear-
ing it.

r. Hen. If he be sick

With joy, he will recover without pliysic.

ll^ar. Not so much noise, my lords;—sweet
prince, speak low;

The king your father is dispos'd to sleep.

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room.
War. Will 't please your grace to go along

with us?
P. Hen. No ; I will sit and watch liere by

the king. \Exeunt all but \' . Henry.
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow.

Being so troublesome a bedfellow?

O polish 'd perturbation! gulden care!
That kcep'st the ports of slumber open wide
To many a watcliful night !—sleep with it now I

\'et not so sound and half so deeply sweet
.As he whose brow with homely biggin bound
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty

!

When thou dust pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit

Like a rich armour worn in heat of day,

That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath

There lies a downy feather which stirs not:

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down
Perforce must move.—My gracious lord! my

father !—
This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep

That from this golden rigol hath divorc'd

So many English kings. Thy due from me
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood.
Which nature, love, and filial tenderness
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously:
My due from thee is this imperial crown,
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood,

Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits,

—

[Pzctting it on his head.

Wliich God shall guard: and put the world's

whole strength

Into one giant arm, it shall not force

This lineal honour from me: this from thee

Win I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. \_Exit,

K. Hen. Warwick ! Gloster ! Clarence !
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Re-enter Warwick and the rest.

Cla. Doth the king call ?

War. What would your majesty ? how fares

your grace ? [my lords ?

K. Hen. Why did you leave me here alone,

Cla. We left the prince my brother here, my
liege,

Who undL-rtook to sit and watch by you.

K. Hot. The Prince of Wales ! Where is

he? let me see him :

lie is not here.

//'.;;-. This door is open ; he is gone this way.

P. Humph. lie came not through the cham-

ber where v.'e stay'd.

K. Hen. Where is the crown ? who took it

from my pillow ?

War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left

it here.

K. Hen. The prince hath ta'en it hence :

—

go, seek him out.

Is he so hasty that he doth suppose

My sleep my death ?— [hither.

I'lnd him, my Lord of Warwick ; chide him
\^Exit Warwick.

This part of his conjoins with my disease.

And helps to end me.—See, sons, what things

you are !

How quickly nature falls into revolt

When gold becomes her object !

For this the foolish over-careful fathers

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their

brains with care,

Their bones with industry ;

For this they have engrossed and pil'd up

The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold ;

Yox. this they have been thoughtful to invest

Their sons with arts and martial exercises :

When, like the bee, tolling from every flower

The virtuou-s sweets, [packed,

Our thighs with wax, our mouths with honey

We bring it to the hive : and, like the bees,

Are murder'd for our pains. This bitter taste

Yield his engrossments to the ending father.

Rt-e>iter Vv ARWicK.

Now, where is he that will not stay so long

Till his friend sickness hath dctermiu'd me?
War. My lord, I found the prmce in the

next room,
Wishing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ;

With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow,

T'iuit tyranny, which never quaff'd but blood,

Would, by beholding him, have wash'd his knife

With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither.

K. Hen. But wherefore did he take away
the crown?

Re-e7iter Prince Henry.

Lo, where he comes.—Come hither to me,
Harry.

—

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone.

[y^'.rf/!/// Clar., p. Humph., Lords, &=€.

P. Hen. I never thought to hear you speak
again.

K. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that

thought

:

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee.

Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine
honours

Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth !

Thou seek'st the greatness that will overwhelm
thee.

Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity

Is held from falling with so weak a wind
That it will quickly drop: my day is dim.

Thou hast stolen that which, after some few

hours.

Were thine without offence ; and at my death

Thou hast seal'd up my expectation :

Thy life did manifest thou lov'dst me not,

And thou wilt have me die assur'd of it.

Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts.

Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart,

To stab at half an hour of my life.

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour?

Then, get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself;

And bid the meny bells ring to thine ear.

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead.

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse

Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head :

Only compound me with forgotten dust

;

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms.
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ;

For now a time is come to mock at form :

—

Harry the fifth is crown'd :—up, vanity!

Down, royal state ! all you sage counsellors,

hence

!

And to the English court assemble now.

From every region, apes of idleness ! [scum :

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your

Have you a rufiian that will swear, drink, dance.

Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways ?

Be happy, he will trouble you no more ;

England shall double-gild his treble guilt,

—

England shall give him office, honour, might

;

For the fifth Harry from curb'd license plucks

The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog

Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent.

O my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows !

When that my care could not withhold thy riots,

What wilt thou do when riot is thy care?
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O, thou vvilt be a wilderness again,

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants !

P. Hen. O, pardon me, my liege ! but for

my tears, \_Knecling.

The moist impediments unto my speech,

I had forestaird this dear and deep rebuke

Ere you with grief had spt)ke and I had heard

The course of it so far. There is your crown ;

And He that wears the crown iniinortally

Lung guard it yours ! If I affect it more
Tiian as your honour and as your renown,

Let me no more from this obedience rise,

—

Which my most inward and t.ue duteous spirit

Teacheth,—this prostrate and exterior bending!

Clod witness with me, when I here came in,

And found no course of breath within your

majesty.

How cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign,

O, let me in my present wildness die,

And never live to show the incredulous world
The noble change that I have purposed !

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead,

—

And dead almost, my liege, to think you were,

—

I spake unto the crown as having sense, [/«^
And thus upbraided it : The care on thee depend-
Hath fed tipon the body of my father ;

Therefore, thou, best ofgold, art -worst ofgold

:

Other, lessfine in carat, is more precious.

Preserving life in medicine potable ; [nown'd,
Put thou, most fine, most honouj^d, most ; e-

Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal

liege.

Accusing it, I put it on my head,
'Jo try with it,—as with an enemy
Tiial had before my face murdcr'd myfaiher,

—

Tiie quarrel of a true inheritor.

But if it did infect my blood with joy,

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride ;

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine
Did with the least affection of a welcome
Give entertainment to the might of it,

Let God for ever keep it from my head,
And make me as the poorest vassal is,

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it !

K. Hen. O my son,

God put it in thy mind to take it hence,
That thou mightst win the more thy father's love.

Pleading so wisely in excuse of it

!

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed ;

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel
That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my son.
By what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways
I met this crown ; and I myself know well
How troublesome it sat upon my head :

To thee it shall descend with better quiet.
Better opinion, better confirmatior ;

For all the soil of the achievement goes

With me into the earth. It seem'd in me
But as an honour snatch d with boisterous hand;
And I had many living to upbraid
My gain of it by their assistances

;

Wiiich daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed,
Wounding supposed peace: all these bold fears

Thou see'st with peril I have answered ;

For all my reign hath been but as a scene

Acting that argument : and now my fleath

Changes the mode ; for what in me was pur-

chas'd.

Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort

;

So thou the garland wear's! successively.

\'et, though thou stand'st more sure than I

could do,

Thou artnolfirni enough, since griefs are green;

And all my friends, which thou must make ttiy

friends.

Have but their stings and teeth newly ta'en out;

By whose fell working I was first advanc'd,

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear

To be again displac'd : \\hicli to avoid,

I cut them off; and had a purpose now
To lead out many to the Holy Land,
Lest rest and lying still might make them look

Too near unto my state. 1 herefore, my Harry,
Be it thy course to busy giddy minds [out,

With foreign quarrels ; that action, hence Ixirne

May waste the memory of the former days.

More would I, but my lungs are wasted so.

That strength of speech is utterly denied me.
How I came by the crown, O God forgive ;

And grant it may with thee in true peace live 1

P. Plen. My gracious liege,

"I'ou won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me;
Then plain and right must my possession be:

Which I with more than with a common pain

"Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain.

K. Hen. Look, look, here comes my John of

Lancaster.

Enter Prince John of Lancaster, War-
wick, Lords, and others.

P. John. Health, peace and happiness to my
royal father !

K. Ilcn. Thou bring'st me happiness and
peace, son John ;

But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown

From this hare wither'd trunk : upon thy siglit,

My worldly business makes a period.

—

Where is my Lord of Warwick ?

P. Hen. My Lord of Warwick I

K. He/z.'Doih any name particular belong

Unto the lodging where I first did swoon?
IVar. 'Tis call'd Jerusalem, my noble lord.

A". Hen. Laud be to God !—even there my
life mrst end.
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It hath been prophesied to me many years,

I should not die but in Jerusalem;
Which vainly I suppos'd the Holy Land :

—

But bear me to that chamber ; there I 11 lie

;

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. \Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Gloucestershire. A Hall in

Shallow's House.

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph, and
Page.

Shal. By cock and pie, sir, you shall not

away to-night.—What, Davy, I say !

Fal. You must excuse me. Master Robert
Shallow.

Shal. I will not excuse you ; you shall not

be excused; excuses shall not be admitted;

there is no excuse sliall serve ; you shall not be

excused.—Why, Davy!

Enter Davy.

Davy. Here, sir.

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy,—let me see,

Davy; let me see:—yea, marry, William cook,

bid him come hither.— Sir John, you shall not

be excused.

Davy. Marry, sir, thus;—those precepts can-

not be served : and, again, sir,—shall we sow
the headland with wheat?

Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for

William cook:—are there no young pigeons?

Davy. Yes, sir.—Here is now the smith's

note for shoeing and plough-irons.

Shal. Let it be cast, and paid.—Sir John,
you shall not be excused.

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket
must needs be had :—and, sir, do you mean to

stop any of William's wages about the sack he
lost the other day at Hinckley fair?

Shal. He shall answer it.—Some pigeons,

Davy, a couple of short-legged hens, a joint of

mutton, and any pretty little tiny kickshaws,
tell William coolc.

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night,

sir?

Shal. Yea, Davy, I will use him well: a

friend i' the court is better than a penny in

purse. Use his men well, Davy; for they are

arrant knaves, and will backbite.

Davy. No worse than they are back-bitten,

sir; for they have marvellous foul linen.

Shal. Well conceited, Davy:—about thy

business, Davy.
Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance

William Visor of Wincot against Clement Perkes
of tlie hill.

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy,
against that Visor : that Visor is an arrant

knave, on my knowledge.
Davy. I grant your worship that he is a knave,

sir; but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should

have some countenance at his friend's request.

An honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself,

wlien a knave is not. I have served your wor-

ship truly, sir, this eight years; and if I cannot

once or twice in a quarter bear out a knave
against an honest man, I have but a very little

credit with your worship. The knave is mine
honest friend, sir; therefore, I beseech your
worship, let him be countenanced.

Shal. Go to; I say, he shall iiave no wrong.
Look about, Davy. \^Exit Davy.] Where are

you, Sir John? Come, come, come, off with

your boots.—Give me your hand. Master Bar-

dolph.

Bard. I am glad to see your worship.

Shal. I thank thee wdth all my heart, kind
Master Bardolph:—and welcome, my tall

fellow \to the Page].—Come, Sir John.
Fal. I'll follow you, good Master Robert

Shallow. {^Exit Shallow.] Bardolph, look

to our horses. [Exeiitit Bardolph and Page.]

If I were sawed into quantities, I should make
four dozen of such bearded hermits' staves as

blaster Shallow. It is a wonderiul thing to see

the semblahile coherence of his men's spirits and
his : they, by observing of him, do bear them-
selves like foolish justices; he, by conversing

with them, is turned into a jusi ice-like serving-

man : their spirits are so married in conjunction

with the participation of society that they flock

together in consent, like so many wild geese.

If I had a suit to Master Shallow, I would
humour his men with the imputation of being

near their master : if to his men, I would curry

with Master Shallow that no man could better

command his servants. It is certain that either

wise bearing or ignorant carriage is caught, as

men take diseases, one of another: therefore,

let men take heed of their company. I will

devise matter enough out of this Shallow to

keep Prince Harry in continual laughter the

wearing out of six fashions,—which is four

terms, or two actions,—and he shall laugh
without intervallums. O, it is much that

a lie with a slight oath, and a jest with a
sad brow, will do with a fellow that never
had the ache in his shoulders ! O, you shall

see him laugh till his face be like a wet cloak

ill laid up!
Shal. {Within.'\ Sir John !

f-al. I come, Master Shallow; I come.

Master Shallow. {_Exit.
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SCENS TL- -Westminster.
Palace.

A Room in iJte

Enltr, severally, Warwick and the Lord
Chief-Juslice.

War. How now, my lord chiaf-juslice!

whither away?
Ch. Just. How dolh the king? [ended.

IVar. Exceeding well ; his cares are now all

Ck. Just. I hope, not dead.

War. He 's walk'd the way of nature ;

And to our purposes he lives no more.

Ch. Jtisl. I would his majesty had call'd me'

wilii him

:

The service that I truly did his life

Hath left me open to all injuries. [you not.

War, Indeed I think the young king loves

Ch. Ju:t. I know he doth not; and do arm
myself

To welcome the condition of the time

;

Which cannot look more hideously upon me
Tiian I have drawn it in my fantasy.

War. Here come the heavy issue of dead
Hariy :

ttiat the living Harry had the temper
Of him, the worst of tiiesc three gentlemen !

1 I> >\v many nohles then should hold their places,

TJiat must strike sail to spirits of vile sort

!

Ck. Just. O God. I fear all will he overturn'd.

Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey,
Clarence, Westmoreland, and others.

P. Jokii. Good-morrow, cousin Warwick,
good-morrow.

P. PTumph., Cla. Good-morrow, cousin.

P. John. We meet like men that had forgot

to speak.

War. We do remember ; but our argument
Ij ail too heavy to admit much talk.

P. John. Well, peace be with him that hath

made us hea\'y!

Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest we be heavier!

P. tlmn^h. O, good my lord, you have lost

a friend indeed

;

And I dare swear you borrow not that face

IJf seeming sorrow,— it is sure your own.
P. John. Though no man be assur'd what

grace to find.

Yon stand in coldest expectation :

I am the sorrier; would 'twere otherwse.
Cla. Well, you must now speak Sir John

Falstafif fair

;

Which swims against your stream of quality.

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did
in honour.

Led by the impartial conduce of my soul;

And never shall you see that I will beg

A ragged and forestall'd remission.

If truth and upright innocency fail me,
I '11 to the king my master that is d(-ad,

/\jid tell him who hath sent me after him.
War. Here comes the prince.

Enter Yi-Vis^^ Henry V.

Ch. Just. Good-morrow ; and God save your
majesty! [majesty,

liing. This new and gorgeous garment.
Sits not so easy on me as you think.

—

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear:

This is the English, not the Turkish court;

Not Amu rath an Amurath succeeds.

But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers,

For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you:
Sorrow so royally in you appears

That I will deeply put the fashion on,

And wear it in my heart: why, then, be sad;

But entertain no more of it, good brothers.

Than a joint burden laid upon us all.

For me, by heaven, I bid you be assur'd,

I '11 be your father and your brother too;

Let me but l)ear your love, I '11 bear your cares:

Yet weep that Harry 's dead ; and so will I

;

But Harry lives, that shall convert those lears.

By number, into hours of happiness.

P.John, <5r^(-. We hope no other from youy
majesty.

King. You all look strangely on me:—and
you most; [?<? the Chicf-Justi' •>.

You pre, I think, assur'd I love you not.

Ch. Just. I am assur'd, if I be mea:.ur"d

rightly,

Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me.
King. No

!

How might a prince of my great hopes forget

So great indignities you laid upon nie?

What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison

The immediate heir of England ! Was this aisy?

May this be wash'd in Lethe, and forgotten?

Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your
father

;

The image of his power lay then in me

:

And, in the administration of his law.

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth,
\'our highness pleased to forget my place.

And majesty and power of law a,nd justice.

The image of the king whom. I presented,

And struck me in my ver)' seat of judement;
Whereon, as an offender to your father,

I gave bold way to my authority.

And did commit you. If the deed were ill.

Be you contented, wearing now the garland.

To have a son set vour decrees at naught,

To pluck down justice from your awful beach,
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To trip the course of law, and bliml the sword
That guards the peace and safety of your person

;

Nay, more, to spurn at your most royal image,

And mock your workings in a second body.

Question your p yal tlioughts, make the case

your?
J

Be now the fatner, and propose a son;

Hear your own dignity so much profan'd,

Sl-o your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted,

llchold yourself so by a son disdain'd;

And then imagine me taking your part,

And, in your power, soft silencing your son:

After this cold considerance, sentence me;
And, as you are a king, speak in your slate

\\'hat I have done that misbecame my place,

My person, or my liege's sovereignty.

A'titg. You are right, justice, and you weigh
this well

;

Therefore still bear the balance and the sword

:

And I do wish your honours may increase

Till you do live to see a son of mine
Offend you, and obey you, as I did.

So shall I live to speak my father's words
Happy am /, that have a man so hold.

That dares dojustice on viy proper- son ;

And not less happy, having surli a son,

7'hat would deliver r(p his greatness so

Into the hands ofJustice.—You did commit me :

For which I do commit into your hand
The unstain'd sword that you have us'd to bear

;

With this remembrance,— tliat you use the same
With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit

As you have done 'gainst me. There is my hand

;

\'ou shall be as a father to my youth

:

I\Iy voice shall sound as you do prompt mine eai

;

And I will stoop and humble my intents

To your well-practis'd wise directions.

—

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you;

—

My father is gone wild into his grave,

J"or in his tomb lie my afTections;

And with his spirit sadly I survive,

To mock the expectation of the world,

To frustrate prophecies, and to ra/e out

Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down
After my seeming. The tide of blood in ine

Hath proudly flow'd in vanity till now:
Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea,

Where it shall mingle with {he slate of floods,

And flow henceforth in formal majesty.

Now call we our high court of parliament:

And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel,

That the great body of our state may go
In equal rank with the besl-govern'd nation;

That war or peace, or both at once, may be

As things acquainted and familiar to us ;

In which you, father, shall have foremost hand.

\ To the Lord Chief-Tustife.

Our coronation done, we will accite,

A.s I before remembcr'd, all our state*

And,—God consigning to my good intents,

—

No prince nor peer shall have just cause to .-,ay,

God shorten Harry's happy life one day.

\I£xeunt.

Scene III.—Gi.cucestf.r.shire. The Garden
ry'Sii.'M-LOw's /louse.

Enter Falstaff, Siiai.loav, Silence, Bar-
DOLi'Ji, the Page, and Davy.

Shal. Nay, you shall see mine orchard, whc;e,

in an arbour, we will eat a last year's pippin of

my own grafting, with a dish of carraways, ai.u

so forth:—come, cousin Silence:—and llien to

bed.

Fal. 'Fore God, you have here a goodly
dwelling and a rich.

Shal. Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all,

beggars all. Sir John:—marry, goijd air.

—

Spread, Davy; spread, Davy: well said, Davy.
Fal. This Davy serves you for good uses; he

is your serving-man and your husband.

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very-

good varlel. Sir John :—by the mass, I ha\ e

dru.ik too much sack at supper :—a good varlet.

Now sit down, now sit down:-—come, cousin.

Sil. Ah, sirrah ! quoth-a,—we shall

Do nothing but eat, and make good cheei

,

[Singing.

Andpraise heaven for the merry year ;

When flesh is cheap, andfemales dear^

And lusty lails roam here and there.

So merrily.

And ever among so merrily.

Fal. There 's a merry heart !—Good Master

Silence, I '11 give you a health for that anon.

Shal. Give Master P.ardolph some wine, Davy.

Davy. Sweet sir, sit \scating Bardoeph and
the Page at another table']; I'll be with you
anon ; most sweet sir, sit.—Master Page, good
Master Page, sit.— Pro face ! What you want
in meat, we'll have in drink. But you must

bear ; the heart 's all. [Exit.

Shal. Be meny. Master Bardcjlph ;—and,

my little soldier there, be merry.

Sil. Be merry, be mer?y, my -wife has all;

[Singing.

For women are shrews, both short and tall;

' Tis merry in hall when beards ivag all.

And ivelcome merry shrovc-tnie.

Be ?nerry, be merry, &^c.

Fal. I did not tliink Master Silence had l)een

a man of this mettle.

Sil. Who, I? I have been merry Iwice and

once ere now.
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Re-enter Uavy.

Davy. There is a dish of leather-coals for

you. {^Setting them before Bard.
Skal. DavT%—
Davy. Your worship?—I'll be \vith you

sLraif;ht \lo Bard.]—A cup of wine, sir?

Sil. A cup ofwine that 's brisk andfine,
[Singing.

And drink unto the lenian mine;
And a iiieny heart lives long-a.

Fal. Well, said, Master Silence.

Sil. A.nd we shall be merry;—now conies iir

the- ^weet of the night.

''a!. Meakh and lont; life to you, Master

Sii-'iicc.

Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come) [Singing.

I'll pledge you a mile to the bottom.

Shal. Honest I5.udolph, welcome : if thou

wantest anything, and wilt not call, beshrew

thy heart.—Werconie, my little tiny thief {to

I'.'i.: Page] ; and welcome indeed too.—I '11 drink

t.) .Master Bardolph, and to all the cavaleroes

about London.
Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die.

Bard. A.n I might see you there, Davy,

—

Shal. By tlie mass, you '11 crack a ijuart to-

gether,—ha ! will you not. Master Bardolph?

Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot.

Shal. By God's liggens, I thank ihee:—the

knave will stick l)y ihee, I can assure thee that:

\-\ii will not out ; he is true bred.

Bard. And I'll stick by him, sir.

Shal. Why, there spoke a king. Lack no-

thing: be merry. [A'nocki7i^ hcard.\ Look
v.ho's at door there, ho! who knocks?

\_Exit Davy.
Fal. Why, now you have done me right.

[ To Su.. , 'cvho has drunk a bumper.

Sil. Do VIC right, [Singing.

.'Itid dub me knight:

Sainingo.

Is't not so?

Fal. 'Tis so.

5/7. Is't so? Why, then, say an old man
can do somewhat.

Re-enter Davy.

Davy. An it please your worship, there's

one Pistol come from the court with news.

Fal. From the court! let him come in.

Enter 1'istol

How now, Pistol

!

Fist. Sir John, God save you !

Fal. What wind blew you hither, Pistol?

Fist. Ni.it the ill wind which blcws no man

to good.—Sweet knight, thou art now one of

the greatest men in the realm.

Sil, By 'r lady, I think he be, but goodman
Puff of Barsou.

Fist. Puff?

Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward base !
—

Sir John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend,

And helter-.skelter have I rode to ihee;

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys.

And golden times, and happy news of price.

Fill. I pr'ythee now, deliver them like a man
of this vvorld. [base !

Fist. A foutra for the world and worldlings

I speak of Africa and golden joys.

Fal. O base .\ssyrian knight, what is thy news?
Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof.

Sil. And Robin Hood, Scarlet, andJohn.
[Singing.

Fist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Heli-

cons?

And shall good nev.-s be bafPicd?

Then, Pislol, lay thy head in Furies' lap.

Siial. Honest gentleman, I know not your

breeding.

Pist. Why, then, lament, therefore.

Shal. Give me pardon, sir:—if, sir, you come
with news from the court, I take it there is but

two ways; either to utter them, or to conceal

ihem. I am, sir, under the king, in some
;uithority.

Fist. Under which king, bezonian? speak,

or die.

Shal. Under King Harry.

Pist. Harry the fourth? or fifth?

Shal. Harry the fourth.

Pist. A foutra for thine office!

—

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king;

Harry the fifth's the man. I speak the truth:

When Pistol lies, do this; and fig me, like

The bragging Spaniard.

Fal. What ! is the old king dead?

Fist. As nail in door: the things I speak are

just.

Fal. Away, Bardolph! saddle my horse.

—

Master Robert Shallow, choose what office thou

wilt in the land, 'lis thine.— Pistol, I will double-

charge thee with dignities.

Bard. O joyful day!

I would not lake a knighthood for my fortune.

Fist. What, I do bring good news?
Fal. Carry Master Silence to bed.—Master

Shallow, my Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt

;

I ava fortune's steward. Get on thy boots:

we'll ride all mght:—O sweet Pistol !—away,
Bardolph! [Exit Bardolph.]—Come, Pistol,

utter more to me; and, withal, devise r.onif'-

tli'i-i'T to do thvseir good.—Boot, boot. Master



SCENE IV.] SECOND PART OF KING HENRY IV. 529

Shallow : I know l.he young king is sick for me.
Let us take any man's horses ; the laws of Eng-

I
land are at my commandment. Happy are
they which have been my friends; and woe
unto my Lord Chief-Justice !

Pist. Let vultures vile seize on his lungs also !

i Where is the life thai late I led? say they

:

I" Why, here it is;—welcome this pleasant day!
\^Exeii7it.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Beadles, draggi)7g in HOSTESS Quickly
and Doll Tearsheet.

Host. No, thou arrant knave; I Vvould I

might die, that I might have thee hanged : thou
i hast drawn my shoulder out of joint.

\ I Bead. The constables have delivered her

iover to me ; and she shall have whipping-cheer
enough, I warrant her: there hath been a man
or two lately killed about her.

Doll. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come
on; I'll tell thee what, thou damned tripe-

ij

visaged rascal, an the child I now go with do
» miscarry, thou hadst better thou hadst struck thy
mother, thou paper-faced villain.

Host. O the Lord, that Sir John were come !

he would make this a bloody day to somebody.
But I pray God the fruit of her womb miscarrj'

!

I Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen of
cushions again

; you have but eleven now.
.

Come, I charge )'ou both go with me; for the
man is dead thai you and Pistol beat among you.

Doll. I '11 tell thee what, thou thin man in a
.,

censer, I will have you as soundly swinged for

this,—you blue-bottle rogue, you filthy fam-
,
ished correctioner, if you be not swinged, I '11

forswear half-kirtles.

! I Bead. Come, come, you she knight -errant,
I come. [might!

Host. O God, that right should thus overcome
Well, of sufferance comes ease. [a justice.

Doll. Come, you rogue, come ; bring me to
Host. Ay, come, you starved bloodhound.
Doll. Goodman death, goodman bones!
?Iost. Thou atomy, thou !

Doll. Come, you thin thing ; come, you rascal.

I Bead. Very well. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A public Place near IVestminster
Abbey.

Enter two Grooms, strewing rushes.

1 Groom. More rushes, more rushes.

2 Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice.
I Groom. It will be two o'clock ere they come

iom the coronation: despatch, despatch.

\Exeunt.

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bar-
DOLPH, a7id the Page;

Fal. Stand here by me, Master Robert Shal-
low ; I will make the king do you grace : I will
leer upon him, as he comes by; and do but
mark the countenance that he will give me.

Pist. God bless thy lungs, good knight.
Fal. Come here. Pistol; stand behind me.

—

O, if I had had time to have made new liveries,

I would have bestowed the thousand pound I

borrowed of you [to Shallow]. But 'tis no
matter; this poor show doth better: this duih
mfer the zeal I had to see him,—

Shal. It doih so.

Hal. It shows my earnestness of affection,

—

Shal. It doth so.

Fal. My devotion,

—

Shal. It doth, it doth, it doth.
Fal. As it were, to ride day and night ; and

not to deliberate, not to remember, not to ha\e
patience to shift me,

—

Shal. It is most certain.

Fal. But to stand stained with travel, and
sweating with desire to see him ; thinking of
nothing else, putting all affairs else in oblivion,
as if there were nothing else to be done but to
see him.

Pist. 'Tis semper idem, for absque hoc nihil
est : 'tis all in every part.

Shal. 'Tis so, indeed.
Pist. My knight. I will inflame thy noble liver,

And make thee rage.

Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thouglits,
Is in base durance and contagious prison;
llaul'd thither

By most mechanical and dirty hand :— [snake,
Rouseup revenge from ebonden with fell Alecto's
I'or Doll is in. Pistol speaks naught but trutli.

Fal. I will deliver her.

[Shouts zvithin, and the trutjtpets sound.
Pist. There roar'd the sea, and trumpet-

clangor sounds.

Enter the King and his Train, the Chief-Justice
among them.

Fal. God save thy grace. King Ilal; my
royal Hal

!

Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most
royal imp of fame !

Fal. God save thee, my sweet boy ! [man.
A'ing. My lord chief-justice, speak to that vain
Ch. Just. Have you your wits? know you

what 'tis you speak ? [heart I

Fal. My king ! my Jove ! I speak to thee, ni/

King. I know thee not, old man : fall to Civj

prayers

;
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How ill white hairs become a fool and jester !

I havj long dream'd of such a kind of man,

S>) -ni'feit-sweird, so old, and so profane ;

Bill, being awake, I do despise my dream.

Mike less ihy body hence, and mure ihy grace ;

I>eave gormandizing ; know the grave dolh gape

For thee thrice wider than for otiier men.

—

Reply not to me with a fool-born jest

:

I'leiuine not that I am the thing I was

;

For God dolh know, so shall the world perceive.

That I have turn'd away my former self

;

S ) will I those that kept me company.
W.ien thou dost hear I am as I have been,

Ajjproach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast,

Taa tutor and the feeder of my riots :

T -1 then £ banish thee, on p.iin of death,

—

-II I h.ive done thj rest of my misleaders,

—

N jt to coine near our person by ten mile.

P'or co:npjtence of life I will allow you,

That lack of mjans enforce you not to evil

:

AnJ, as we hear you do reform yourselves,

We will, according lo your strcngihandqualities,

Give you advancement.—Be it your cliarge, niy

lord.

To sie perform'd the tenor of our word.

—

Sit on. [Exeunt King and hh Train.

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand

p^und.
Skill. Yea, marr)', Sir John ; which I be-

seech you to let mj have home with me.
Fal. That can hardly be. Master Shallow.

Do not you grieve at this ; I shall be sent for

in private to him : look you, he must seem thus

to the world : fear not your advancement : I

will be the man yet that shall make you great.

Shal. I cannot perceive how,—-unless you
give me your doublet, and stuff me out with

straw. I beseech you, good Sir John, let me
have five Iiundred of my thi>usand.

/•';.''. Sir, I will be as good as my word: this

that you heard was but a colour. [Sir John.

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in,

Fal. Fear no colours : go with me to

dinner. Come, Lieutenant Pistol ;—come,
Bardolph :— I shall be sent for soon at "..ight.

Re-enter Pri.n'ce John, the Chief-Justice,

Officers, ^c.

C7i. Just. Go, ca»y Sir John Falstaff to the

Fleet

;

Take all his company along with \\\n\.

Fal. My lord, my lord,

—

[you soon.

—

Ch. Just. I cannot now speak: I will hear

Tike them away. [contenta.

Fist. Se fortuna mi torrnenta, lo sperare in:

[Exeunt Fal., Shal., Pist., Bard.,
Pace (7;?7 0rFircrs.

P. John. I like this fair proceeding of the
king's :

He hath intent his wonted followers
Shall ail be very well provided for

;

But all are bauLsli'd till their conversations
Appear more wise and mtidcst to the woi Id.

Ch. Just. And so they are.

P. John. The king hath call'd his parliament,

my lord.

Ch. Juit. He hath.

P. John. I will lay odds that, ere this year
expire.

We bear our civil swords and native fire

As far as France : I heard a bird so sing,

Uliose music, to my thinking, pleas'd the king.

Come, will you hence? [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.—5/>^-(y« by a Dancer.

First my fear ; then my court'sy ; last my
speech. My fear is, your displeasure ;

court'sy, my duly ; and my speech, to beg your
pardons. If you look for a good sf>eech now,
you undo me : for what I have-to say is of minei
own making ; and what, indeed, I should say

will, I doubt, prove mine own marring. But'

to the purpose, and so to the venture.—Be it

known to )-ou,—as it is very well,— I was lately:

here in the end of a displeasing play, to pray
your patience for it, and to promise you a

l)etter. I did mean, indeed, to pay you with-

this ; which, if, like an ill venture, it come un-

luckily home, I break, and you, my gentle

creditors, lose. Here I promised you I would
he, and here I commit my body to your mercies:

bate me some, and I will pay you some, and,

as most debtors do, promise you infinitely.

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me,i

will you command me to use my legs ? and yet!

that were but liglit payment,—to dance out of

your debt. But a good conscience will makei

any fXDssible satisfaction, and so will I. All

the gentlewomen here have forgiven me : it'

the gentlemen will not, then the gentlemen do
not agree with the gentlewomen, which was!

never seen before in such an assembly.

One word more, I beseech you. If you be

not too much cloyed with fat meat, our humblcl

author will conlinue the story, wiih Sir Johni

ill it, and make you merry with fair Katharind
of France : where, for anything I l.now, Tal-

staff shall die of a sweat, unlccn already he be:

killed with your hard opinions ; for Oldcastliil

died a martyr, and this is not the man. My!
tongue is weary; when my bg3 r.ro too, I wil

bid you ^ood -night : and so kneel down before

you ;—but, indeed, .o pray for the queen.
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Scene,—At the beginning of the Play, lies in England ; but afterwards icholly in Francb.

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts

;

Into a thousand pails (iivide one man,
And make imaginarx- puissance ; [them
Thinlc, when we ia!k of horses, that you see

Priming their proud hoofs i' the receiving earth ;

For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our

kings.

Carry them here and there ;
jumping o'er times,

Turning the accomplishment of many years

Into an hour-glass : for the which sup[)!y,

Admit me Chorus to this history

;

WTio, prologue-Hke, your humliie patience pray,

Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.

!

Enter Chorus.

Chor. O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend

The brightest heaven of invention !

'A kingdom for a stage, princes to act,

i'\nd monarchs to behold tlie swelling scene !

iPhen should ihe warlike Harry, like himself,

[Assume the port of Mars ; and at his heels,

[Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword,

and fire, fall,

j3rouch for em])loyment. But pardon, gentles

iFhe flat unraised spirit that hath dar'd

Dn this unworthy scaffold to Uing forth

150 great an object : can this cockpit liold

The vasty fields of France? or may we cram
IfViihin this wooden O the very casques

That did affright the air at Agincourt?

j), pardon ! since a crooked figure may
Vttest in little place a million ;

Vnd let us, ciphers to this great acompt,
)n your imaginary forces work.

, suppose within the girdle of these walls

i^re now confin'd two mighty monarchies,
iMiose high iipreared and abutting fronts

The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder

:

ACT I.

Scene L—London. .-/;/ Aftte-chamber in

the King's J'alaic.

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury and
the Bishop of Ely,

Cant. I^Iy lord, I '11 tell you,—that self bill

is urg'd, [''-"'K'^

WTiich in the eleventh year of the last king's

\Vas like, and had indeed against us pass'd.
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I5ut that the scambhng and unquiet time

DiJ push it out of further question. [now?
Ely. But how, my lord, shall wc resist it

Cant. It must be ihouglu on. If it pass

against us.

We lose the better half of our possession :

l'"or all the temporal lands, which men devout

By testament have given to the church.

Would they strip from us ; being valu'd thus,;^

As much as would maintain, to tiie king's

honour,

Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights,

•Six thousand and two hundred good esquires;

And, to relief of lazars and weak age,

Of indigent faint souls past corporal toil,

A luadred alms-houses right well supplied
;

And to the coffers of the king, beside, [bill.

A thousand pounds by the year : thus runs the

E!y. This would drink dee]).

Cant. 'Twould drink the cup and all.

Ely. But what prevention .-' [g'lfd.

Can!. The king is full of grace and fair re-

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church.

Cant. Thecoursesof hisyouth promis'dit not.

Thj breath no sooner left his father's body
Bai that his wildness, mortified in him,
Seem'd to die too : }'ea, at that very moment,
Consideration, like an angel, came,
And whipp'd llie olfending Adam out of him,
Leaving his body as a paradise,

Tj envelop and contain celestial spirits.

Never was such a sudden scholar made ;

Never came reformation in a flood,

With such a heady current, scouring faults;

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness

So soon did lose his seat, and all at once,

As in this king.

Ely. We are blessed in the change.
Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity.

And, all-admiring, with an inward wish
\r>v\ would desire the king were made a prelate:

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs,

You would say, it hath been all-in-all his study:
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear
A fearful battle render'd you in music ;

Turn him to any cause of policy,

The (jordian knot of it he will unloose,

Familiar as his garter :—that, when he speaks.
The air, a charter'd libertine, is still,

And the mute wonder lurketli in men's ears,

To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences
;

So that the art and practice part of life

Must be the mi.stress to this theoric : [it.

Which is a wonder how his grace should glean
E::ice his addiction was to courses vain;
His companies unletter'd, rude, and shallow;
His hours fill'd up with riots, banquets, sports;

And never noted in him any study.

Any retirement, any sequestration

From open haunts and popularity. [nettle,

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best

Neighbour'd by fruit of baser quality:

And so the prince obscur'd his contemplation
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt,
Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night,

Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty.

Cant. It must be so ; for miracles are ceas'd ;

And therefore we must needs admit the means
How things are perfected.

Ely. But, my good lord,

How now for mitigation of this bill

Urg'd by the commons? Doth his majesty
Incline to it, or no?

Cant. He seems indifferent ;

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part

Than cherishing the exhibitors against us :

For I have made an ofi'er to his majesty,

—

Upon our spiritual convocation.

And in regard of causes now in hand.
Which I have open'd to his grace at large,

As touching France,—to give a gic.Uer sum
Than ever at one time the clergy yet

Did to his predecessors part withal. [lord?

Ely. How did this offer seem receiv'd, my
Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty;

Save that there was not time enough to hear,

—

As, I perceiv'd, his grace would fain have
done,

—

The severals and unhidden passages
Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms.
And, generally, to the crown and seat of France,
Deriv'd from Edward, his great-granulaiher.

Ely. What was the impediment that broke
this off? [stant

Cant. The French ambassador upon that in-

Crav'd audience : and the hour, I think, is come
To give him hearing: is it four o'clock?

Ely. It is.

Cant. Then go we in, to know his embassy;
Which I could, with a ready guess, declare,

Before the Frenchman speak a word of it.

Ely. I '11 wait upon you ; and I long to hear
it. [Exeunt.

Scene II.— The same. A Room of Slate in

the same.

Enter KiNG Henry, Gloster, Bedford,
Exi:ter, Warwick, Westmoreland, a)id

Attendants.

K. Hen. Where is my gracious Lord of

Canterbury?
Exe. Not here in presence.
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A'. Hen. Send for him, good uncle.

West, Shall we call in the ambassador, my
liege? [resolv'd,

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin ; we would be
Before we hear him, of some things of weight,
That task our thoughts, concerning us and

France.

Enter the Archbishoi' of Canterbury and
Bishop of Ely.

Cant. God and his angels guard your sacred
throne,

And make you long become it

!

A'. Hen. Sure, we thank you.
^'ly learned lord, we pray you to proceed,
And justly and religiously unfold
Why the law Salique, that they have in France,
(.'r should, or should not, bar us in our claim :

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord.

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your
reading,

' 'r nicely ch. rge your understanding soul
W'itli opening titles miscreate, whose right

S :,: . i:Mt in native colours with the truth;

\ .1 ( i!>d doth know how many, now in health,

S.iall drop their blood in approbation
' U' what your reverence shall incite us to :

Therefore take heed how you impawn our
perscjn.

How you awake the sleeping sword of war:
'\'\

-j charge you, in the name of God, take heed
;

111- never two such kingdoms did contend
W'iihout much fall of blood; whose guiltless

drops
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint
Gainst him whose wrongs give edge unto the

swords
That make such waste in brief mortality.
I 'nder this conjuration, speak, my lord ;

ir we will hear, note, and believe in heart
i :iat what you speak is in your conscience

wash'd
As pure as sin with baptism.

Cant. Then hear me, siracious sovereign,

—

and you peers,

That owe yourselves, your lives, and services
i

T I this imperial throne.—There is no bar i

I
' make against your highness' claim to France
t this, which they produce from Pharamond,—

• terram Salieam ntiiUeixs ne siieeedanf,
-'•'.:• woman sha.U snecced in Salique land:
V. inch Saiifiue land the French unjustly gloze
T' I be the realm of France, and Pharamond
The founder of this law and female bar.
\'et their own authors faithfully affirm
T!-iat the land Salique is in Germany,
Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe ;

WTiere Charles the Great, having subdu'd the

Saxons,
There left behind and settled certain Frenc ;

Who, holding in disdain the German women
For some dishonest manners of their life,

Establish'd then this law,—to wit, no female
Should be inheritrix in Salique land :

Which Salique, as I said, 'twixt Elbe and Sala,
Is at this day in Germany called Meisen.
Then doth it well appear, the Salique law
Was not devised for the realm of France :

Nor did the French possess the Salique land
Until iour hundred one-and-twenty years
After defunction of King Pharamond,
Idly suppos'd the founder of this law

;

Who died v.'ithin the year of our redemption
Four hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the Grc:it

Subdu'd the Sax(^ns, and did seat the French
Beyond the river Sala, in the year
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say.

King Pepin, which deposed Childerick,

Did, as heir general, being descended
Of Blithild, which was daughter to King

Clothair,

Make claim and title to the crown of France.
Hugh Capet also,—who usurp'd the crown
Of Charles the Duke of Lorraine, sole heir male
< -)f the true line and stock ofCharles the Great,—
To fine his title v.ith some show of truth,

—

Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and
naught,

—

Convcy'd himself as licir to the Lady Lingare,

Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son
To Louis the emperor, and Louis the son
OfCharles the Great. Also King Louis the Tenth,
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet,
Could not keep quiet in his coriscience,

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied

That fair Queen Isabel, his grandmother,
Was lineal of the Lady Ermengare,
Daughter to Cliarles the foresaid Duke of Lor-

raine: [Great
By the which marriage the line of Charles the

Was re-united to the Crown of France.
So that, as clear as is the summer's sun,

King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet's claim.

King Louis his satisfaction, all appear
To hold in right and title of the female:
So do the kings of France unto this day

;

Howbeit they v.'ould hold up this Salique law
To bar your highness claiming from the female

;

And rather choose to hide them in a net

Than amply to imbar their crooked titles

Usurp'd from you and your progenitors.

A'. Hen. May I with right and conscience

make this claim ?

Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign

!
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For in the brok of Numbers is it writ,-..

When the man dies, let the inheritance

Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord,

Stand for your own; unwind your bloody flag;

Look back unto your mighty ancestors:

Go, my dread lord, to your great -grandsire's

tomb,
From whom you claim ; invoke his warlike spirit.

And your great-uncle's, Edward the Black
Prince,

Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy,

Making defeat on the full power of France,

Whiles his mosi mighty father on a hill

Stood smiling to behold his lion's whelp
Forage in blood of French nobility.

O noble English, th*t could entertain

With half their forces the full pride of France,

And let another half stand laughing by,

All out of work and cold for action ! [dead,

Ely. Awake remembrance of these valiant

And with your puissant arm renew iheir feats:

Vou are their heir; you sit upon their throne;

The blood and courage that renowned them
Runs in your veins; and my thrice-puissant liege

Is in the very May-morn of his youth.

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises.

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the

earth

Do all expect that you should rouse yourself,

As did the former lions of your blood.

West. They know your grace hath cause and
means and might :

—

So hath your highness; never king of England
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjects.

Whose hearts have left their bodies here in

England,
And lie pavilion'd in the fields of France.

Cant. O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege,

With blood and sword and fire to win your right

:

In aid whereof we of the spiritualty

Will raise your highness such a mighty sum
As never did tlie clergy at one lime
Bring in to any of your ancestors. [French,

K. lien. We must not only arm to invade the

Bat lay down our proportions to defend
^Vgainst the Scot, who will make road upon us

With all advantages. [reign,

Cant. They of those marches, gracious sove-

Shall be a wall sufiicient to defend
Oar inland from the pilfering borderers.

A'. ILn. We do not mean the coursing

snatchers only,

Bi t fear the main intendment of the Scot,

V/ho hath been still a giddy neighbour to us

;

For you shall read that my great-grandfather

Never went with his forces into France
But that the Scot on his unfurnish'd kingdom

Came pouring, like the tide into a breach,
With ample and brim fulness of his force ;

Galling the gleaned land v^itU hot essays,

!
Girding with grievous siege castles and towns;
That England, being empty of defence,
Hath shook and trembled at the iSl neighbour-

hood.

Cant. She hath been then more fear'd than
harm'd, my liege;

For hear her but exampled by herself:—
When all her chivalry hath been in i'rance,

.\nd she a mourning widow of her nobles,

SJie hath herself not only v.'ell defended,
But taken, and impounded as a stray.

The king of Scots ; whom she did send to France,
To fill King Ed .vard's fame with prisoner lungs,

And make her chronicle as rich with praise

As is the ooze and bottom of the sea

With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries.

West. But there 's a saying, very^ old and true,

—

If that you "Ujill F7-ance win.
Then with Scotlandfirst bei^ln .•

For once the eagle England being in prey.

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely eggs;

Playing the mouse in absence of tlie cat.

To tear and havoc more than she can eat.

Exe. It follows, then, the cat must stay at

home

:

Yet that is but a curs'd necessity,

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries.

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves.

Wliile that the armed hand doth fight abroad,
The advised head defends itself at home;
For government, though high, and low, and

lower.

Put into parts, doth keep in one concent

;

Congruing in a full and natural close.

Like music.

Cani. Therefore doth heaven divide

The state of man in divers functions,

Setting endeavour in continual motion

;

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt.

Obedience : for so work the honey bees

;

Creatures that, by a rule in nature, teach

The act of order to a peopled kingdom.
They have a king, and officers of sorts

:

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home;
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad;

Others, like soldiers, armed m their stings.

Make boot upon the siunmer's velvet buds;
Which pillage they with merry march bring

home
To the tent-royal of their emperor:
Who, busied in his majesty, surveys

The singing masons building roofs of gold;

The civil citizens kneading up the honey

;
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The poor mechanic poncis crowding in

Their heavy burdens at his narrow gat:';

The sad-ey'd justice, with his surly hum,
Delivering o'er to executors pale

The lazy yawnir.g diann-. I this 'nffir,

—

That many things, having full reference

To one concent, may work contrariously:

A- many arrows, loosed several ways,

F!> to one mark ;

As many several ways meet in one town

;

A.s nir ly fresh streams meet in one talt sea;

As many lines close in the dial's centre:

So may a thousand actions, once afoot,

End in one purpose,and be all well borne

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege.

Divide your happy England into four;

Whereof take you one quarter into France,

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake.

}( we, with ihrice such powers left at home,
Cannjt defend our own doors from the dog.

Let us be worried, and our nation lose

The name of hardiness and policy.

A'. Hen. Call in the messengers sent from
the Dauphin. \Exit an Attendant.

Now are we well resolv'd : and, by God's help
And yours, the noble sinews of our power,
i ,ance being ours, we'll bend it to our awe,
(Jr break it all to pieces: or there we'll sit.

Killing in large and ample empery
()'cr PVanceand all her almost kingly dukedoms,
<Jr lay these bones in an unworthy urn,

Tombless, with no remembrance over them.:

Either our histor)' shall with full mouth
Speak treely of our acts, or else our grave.

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless

mouth,
^s'ot worshipp'd with a waxen epitaph.

Enter Ambassadors of France.

y.ow are we well prepar'd to know the pleastire

( It our fair cousin Dauphin ; for v/e hear
\ uur greeting is from him, not from the king.

! Anib. May it please your majesty to give
us leave

Freely to render what we have in charge

;

C*r shall we sparingly show you far off

1 ue Dauphin's meaning and our embassy?
A'. lien. We are no tyrant, but a Christian

king;

Unto whose grace our passion is as subject
-'-- are our wretches fetter'd in our prisons:

1 i;erefore with frank and with uncurbed plain-

ness

TjU us the Dauphin's mind.
I Ainb, Thus, then, in few.

\'"ur highness, lately sending into France,
L':d claim some certain dukedoms, in the right

Of your great predecessor. King Edv.airi the
Thiid.

in answer of which, claim, the prince our niajter
Say?, that ycu sr.vour t^^.^ -;,ucli oryour youth ;

And bids you be advis'd there 's naught in France
That can be with a nimble galliard won;

—

Vou cannot revel into dukedoms there.

i\z therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit,

This tun of treasure; and, in lieu of this,

Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks.

K. lien. What treasure, uncle?

Exe. Tennis-balls, my liege.

K. Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is so
pleasant with us;

Ilis present and your pains we thank you for:

W hen we have match'd our rackets to these balls.

We will, in France, by God's grace, play a set

Shall strike his father's crown into the hazaul.
Tell him he hath made a match with such a

wrangler
That all the courts of France will be disturb^
With chases. And we imdersland him well,

How he comes o'er us with our wilder days,
Not measuring what use we made of iheiu.

We never valu'd this (X)or seat of England ;

And therefore, living hence, did give ourstlf

To harl>arous license ; as 'lis ever conmioii
That men are merriest when they are ficni !). e.

But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my slate;

Be like a king, and show my sail of greatness,

When I do rouse me in my throne of France;
For that I have laid by my majesty,

And plodded like a man for working-days ;

But I will rise there with so full a glory

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France,
\'ea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us.

And tell the pleasant prince this mock of his

Hath turn'd his balls togun-stones; andhiss' ul

Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful ven-

geance [widows
That shall fly with them ; for many a thousand
Shall this his mock mock out of their dear

husbands; [down;
Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles

And some are yet ungotten and unborn [scorn.

That shall have cause to curse the Daupliin's

But this lies all within the v.-ill of God,
To wh.om I do appeal ; and in whose name,
Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on,

To venge me as I may, and to put forth

My rightful hand in a well-halIow"d cause.

So, get you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin
Ilis jest will savour but of shallow wit, [it.

—

When thousands weep, more than did laugh, at

Convey them with safe conduct. —Fare you v.'ell.

\^Exeunt Ambassador;.
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Exe. This was a merry message.

K. Hen. We hope to make 'he sender bkish

at it.

Therefore, my lords, omit r.O happy hour

That rnay '^ive furtlicrance to our expedition
;

For we have now no thought in us but France,

Save those to God, that run before our business.

Therefore let our proportions for these wars
Be soon collected, and all things thought upon
That may with reasonable swiftness add
More feathers to our wings; for, God before.

We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door.

Therefore let every man now task his thought,

That this fair action may on foot be brought.

\Exeiint.

EnU'- Chorus.

Chor. Now all the youth of England are on
fire,

Ar,d silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies :

Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought
Reigns solely in the breast of every man :

Tliey sell the pasture now to buy the horse ;

Following the mirror of all Christian kings,

With winged heels, as English Mercuries,

For now sits E.\'pectation in the air ;

And hides a sword from hilts unto the point

W'ith crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets,

Promis'd to Harry and his followers.

The French, advis'd by good intelligence

Of this most dreadful preparation,

Shake in their fear ; and with pale policy

Seek to divert the English purposes.

O England !—model to thy inward greatness,

Like little body with a mighty heart,

—

What mightst thou do, that honour would
thee do.

Were all thy children kind and natural ! [out

But see thy fault ! France hath in thee found
A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills

With treacherous crowns ; and three corrupted

men,

—

[second,

One, Richard Earl of Cambridge ; and the

Henry Lord Scroop of Masham and the third,

SirThomasGrey, knight, of Northumberland,—
Have, for the guilt of France,—Oguilt indeed!

—

Confirm'd conspiracy with fearful France ;

And by their hands this grace of kings must
die,

—

If hell and treason hold their promises,—
Ere he take ship for France, and in South-

ampton.
Linger your patience on ; and well digest

The abuse of distance, while we force a play.

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ;

The king is set from London ; and the scene

Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton,

—

There is the play-house now, there must you
sit :

And thence to France shall we convey you safe.

And bring you back, charming the narrow seas

To give you gentle ^ ass ; fcr, if we r.}->y;

We '11 not offend one stomach with our play.

But, till the king conie forth, and not till then,

Unto Southampton do we shift our scene.

\_Exit.

ACT II.

Scene 1.

—

London. Before the Boars Ihad
Tavern, Eastcheap.

Enter, severally, Nym and Bardoi.ph.

Bard. Well met, Corporal Nym.
Nyin. Good-morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph.
Bard. What, are Ancient Pistol and you

friends yet ?

Nytn. For my part, I care not: I say little;

but when lime shall serve, there shall be smiles;

—but that shall be as it may. I dare not fight

;

but I will wink, and hold out mine iron : it is

a simple one ; but what though ? it will toast

cheese : and it will endure cold as another
man's sword will, and there 's the humour of it.

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast to make you
friends ; and we '11 be all three sworn brothers

to France : let it be so, good Corporal Nym.
Nym. Faith, I will live so long as I may,

that 's the certain of it ; and when I cannot live

any longer, I will do as I may : that is my rest,

that is the rendezvous of it.

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is

married to Nell Quickly: and, certainly, she

did you wrong; for you were trolh-pligh'. to

her.

Nym. I cannot tell :—things must be as they

may : men may sleep, and they may have their

throats about them at that time ; and, some
say, knives have edges. It must be as it may:
though patience be a tired mare, yet she will

plod. There must be conclusions. Well, I

cannot tell.

Bard. Here cu. .,3 Ancient Pistol and his

wife :—good corporal, be patient here.

Enter Pistol atid Hostess.

How now, mine host Pistol !

Fist. Base tike, call'st thou me host ?

Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term ;

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers.

Host. No, by my troth, not long ; for we
cannot lodge and board a dozen or fourteen

gentlewomen that live honestly by the prick of

Iheir needles, but it will be thought we keep a
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bawdy-nouse straight. [Nym draws his szvord.
]

well-a-day, Lady, if he be not drawn ! now
we shall sec wilful adultery and murder coni-

niilted.

Bard. Good lieutenant,—good corporal,

—

offer nothing here.

Ajv!. Pish !

Pist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog ! thou

prick-ear'd cur of Iceland !

Host. Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour,

and put up your sword.

Nym. Will you sb.og off ? I would have you
solus. \ Sheathing his stvord.

Pist. Soiiis, egregious dog ? O viper vile I

The sotiis in thy most marvellous face ;

The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat,

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy ;

.•\nd, which is worse, witliin thy nasty mouth 1

1 do retort tlie solus in thy bowels ;

For I can take, and Pistol's cock is up,

And flashing fire will follow.

Nym. I am not H.irbason
;
you cannot con-

i'lre me. I have an humour to knock you in-

diffcrer.tly well. If you grow foul with nic,

Pistol, I \\\\\ scour you with my rapier, as I

may, in fair terms : if you would walk off I

«ould prick your guts a little, in good terms,

as I may: and that's the humour of it.

Fisl. O iiia;j;gart vile and damned furious

wight !

The grave doth gape and doting death is near;

Therefore exhale. [Pistol and Nym d>-au:

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say :—he
that strikes the first stroke I'll run him up to

the hilts, as I am a soldier. [/harvs.

Pist. An oath of mickle might ; and fury

shall abate.

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give :

Thv spirits are most tall.

Nym. I will cut thy throat one time or other,

in fair terms : tliat is the humour of it.

Pii'. Coupe la ^!;oro-e ! That's the word.— I

tht'i- defy again.

hound of Crete, think'st thou my spouse
to get ?

No : to the spital go,

Antl from the pov.dciing tub of infamy
prlch forth the la/ar kite of Cressid's kind,

l)')ll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse:
1 iiave, and I will liold, the quoidant (Quickly

for the only she; and

—

Paiica, there's enough.
Gu to.

Enter the Boy.

Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to

my master,—and you, hostess :—he is very sick,

and would to bed.—Good Bardolph, put thy

nose between" hi? thcct;, and do the office of a

warming-pan. Faith, he's very l\\.

Baid. Awa)', you rogue.

Host. I>y my troth, he'll jicld the crow a

pudding one of these days : the king has

killed Ills heart.— Good husband, C()U:e li,>me

presently. \_E.\eunt Hostess am/ Boy.

Bard. Cnine, shall I make you two friends?

We must to France together : why the devil

should we keep knives to cut one another's

throats?

Pis'. Let Roods o'erswell and ficnds for

food hciwl on !

Nym. You'll pay me the eight shillings i

won iif you at be; ting ?

/'/>/. Base is the slave that pays.

Nym. That now I will have : that 's the

humour of it.

list. As manhood shall compound: push
home. [PlS'l'i'i. (?;/(/ Nym draw.

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the

first tlirust I'll kill him; by this s>void, I

will.

Pist. Sword is an oath, and oaths nmst l.ave

their course.

Pa-id. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be
friends, be friends: an tiiou wilt not, why, then,

be enemies willi me too. I'r'ythee, put \\\t.

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings I won
of you at betting ?

Pist. A noble shalt thou have, and present

[)ay ;

.-\nd liquor likewise will I give to thee,

.\nd friendship shall combine, and brotherhood:

I '11 live by Nym and N)'m sh.all live by me;

—

Is not this just ?— for I shall sutler be

Unto the ramp, and profits will accrue.

Gi-"C me thy hand.

Nym. I shall have my noble.''

Pist. In cash most jusMy paid.

Nym. Well, then, that's the liumour of it.

Re-enter Hostess.

Host. As ever you came of women, come in

quickly to Sir John. Ah, poor heart ! he is so

shaken of a burning quotidian tcrtir.n that it is

most lamentable to behold. Sweet men, come
to him.
Nym. The king hath run l)ad humours on the

knight ; that's the even of it.

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right;

His heart is fracted and corroborate.

Nym. The king is a good king: but it must
be as it may; he passes some humours and
careers.

Pist. Let us condole the knight; for, lamb-

kins, we will live. [Exeunt.



538 KING HENRY V. [act II.

Scene II.—̂ oUTHAMrr6N. A Cjumil
Chamber.

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmore-
land.

Bed. 'Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust

these traitors.

Exe. They shall be apprehendeil by and by.

West. How smooth and even they do bear

themselves !

As if allegiance in their bosom sat,

Crowned with faith and constant loyalty.

Bed. The Icing hath note of all that they in-

tend.

By interception which they dream not of.

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow,

Wliom he hath duU'd and cloy'd with gracious

favours,

—

That he should, fur a foreign purse, so sell

His sovereign's li:e to death and treachery!

Trumpet sounds. EnferKiSG Hen ry. Scroop,
Cambridge, Grey, Lords, and Attendants.

'•' Jlen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will

aboard.

Hy Lord of Cambridge,—and my kind Lord of

Masham,^ [thoughts:

And you, my gentle knight,—give me your

TliMik you not that the powers we bear with us

Will cut their passage through the force of

France,

Doing the execution and the act

For which we have in head assembled them?
Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man Ao

his best. [persuaded

K. Hen. I doubt not that ; since we are well

We carry not a heart with us from hence
That grows not in a fair consent with ours.

Nor leave not one behind that doth not wish

Success and conquest to attend on us.

Cam. Never was monarch better fear'd and
lov'd [subject

Than is your majesty: there's not, I think, a

Tiiat sits in heart-grief and uneasiness

Under the sweet shade of your government.
Grey. True: those that were your father's

enemies [you

Have steep'd their galls in honey, and do serve

With hearts create of duty and of zeal.

A'. Hen, We therefore have great cause of

thankfulness

;

And shall forget the office of our hand
Sooner than quittance of desert and merit

According to the weight and worthiness.

Scroop. So service phall with steel'd sinews

toil.

And labour shall refresh itself with hope.

To do your grace incessant services.

K. Hen. Vve judge no less.—Uncle of Exeter,

Enlarge the man committed yesterday.

That rail'd against our person : we consider

It was excess of wine that set him on;
And on his more advice we pardon him.

Scroop. That 's mercy, but too much security

:

Let him be punish'd, sovereign; lest examine
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a kind.

K. Hen, O, let us yet be merciful. [too.

Cam. So may yuur liighness, and yet punibh
Grey. Sir, you show great mercy if you give

him life.

After the taste of much correction. [of me
K. Hen. Alas, your too much love and care

Are heavy orisons 'gainst this poor wretch

!

If little faults, proceeding on distemper.

Shall not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch

our eye [digested.

When capital crimes, chew'd, swallowd, and
Apjx'ar before us?—We '11 yet enlarge that man,
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their

dear care

And tender preservation of our person,

Would have hiin punish'd. And now to our

French causes

:

Who are the late commissioners?
Cam. I one, my lord

:

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day.

Scroop. So did you me, my liege.

Grey. And me, niy royal sovereign.

A". Hen. Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge,
there is yours;

—

[sir knight,

There yours, Lord Scroop of Masham ;—and,

Grey of Northumberland, this same is j-ours:—
Read them, anrl Icnow I know yoar worthi-

ness.

—

[eter,

—

My Lord of Westmoreland,—and Uncle Kx-
We will aboard to-night.—Why, hcv; now,

gentlemen

!

What see you in those papers, that you lose

So much complexion?—Look ye, how they

change

!

[there

Their cheeks are paper.—Why, what read you

That hath so co« arded and clias'd your blood

Out of appearance ?

Cam. I do confess my fault.

And do submit me to your highness' mercy.

Cny, Scroop. 7V» which we all appeal.

K. Hen. The mercy that was quick in us

but late

By your own counsel is suppress'd and kill'd

:

Vou must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy

;

For your own reasons turn into your bosoms,

As dogs upon their masters, worrying you.

—

See you, my princes and my noble peers.
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Tlicsc English monsters! My Lord of Cam-
bridge here,

—

\'ou know how apt our love was to accord

To furnish hiin with all appertinents

Belonging to his honour; and this man
Ji.uh, for a few light crouTis, liglitly conspir'd,

And sworn unto the practices of France,

To kill us here in Hampton: to the which

Tliis knight, no less for bounty bound to us

Tiian Cambridge is, hath likewise sworn.

—

But, 6, [cruel,

WHiat shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop? thou

Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature!

Thou that didst bear the key of all my counsels.

That knew'st the very bottom of my soul.

That almost mightst have coinVl me into gold,

W'ouldst thou have practis'd on me for th)-

use,

—

May it be possible that foreign hire

Could out of thee ext/act one spark of evil

That miglit annoy my finger? 'tis so strange

Tliat, though the tnuh of it stands off as gross

As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it.

Treason and murder ever kept together.

As two yoke-devils sv.'orn to cither's purpose,

Working so grossly in a natural cause

That admiration did not whoop at them;
Bat thou, 'gainst all proporlion, didst bring in

Wonder to wait on treason and on nmrder:
And wliatsuever cunning fiend it was
That wrought upon thee so preposterously

Hath got (he voice in hell for excellence:

And other devils, that suggest by treasons,

Do botch and bungle up damnation [fetch'd

With patches, colours, and with forms belBg
From glistering semblances of piety;

But he that temper'd thee bade thee stand up.

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do
treason,

Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor.

If that same demon that hath guU'd lliee thus

Sliould wilh his lion gait walk the whole world.
He might return to vasty Tartar back,
And tell the legions, I can never win
A soul so easy as that EngHshinan^s.
O, how hast thou with jealousy infected

The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful?

W'liy, sodidstthou : seem they grave and learned?
^^'hy, so didst thou : come they of noble family?
\Vhy, so didst thon : seem they religious?

^\ hy, so didst thou : or are they spare in diet
;

]'"ree from gross passion, or of mirth or anger

;

Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blooJ

;

Garnish'd and deck'd in modest complement

;

Not working with the eye without the ear.

And but in purged judgment trusting neither.

Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem

:

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot.

To n;ark the full-fraught man and best indu'd
With some suspicion. I will weep for thee;
For this revolt of thine, methinlcs, is like

.'\nother fall of man.—Tlieir faults are open:
Arrest them to the answer of the lav,' ;

—

.And God acquit them of their practices !

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the
name of Richard Earl of Cambridge.

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of

Ilcnry Lord Scroop of Masham.
I arrest thee of high treason, by the nanse of

Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland.
Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath dis-

cover'd

;

And I repent my fault more than m.y death

;

Which I beseech your highness to forgive,

Although my body pay the price of it.

Cam. For me,— the gold of France did not
seduce;

Although I did admit it as a m.otive

The sooner to effect \\hat I intended:
But God be thanked for prevention;
Wliich I in sufferance heartily will rejoice.

Beseeching God and you to pardon me.
dry. Never did faithful subject more rejoice

At the discovery of most dangerous treason

Than I do at this hour joy o'er myself.

Prevented from a damned enterprise:

I\Iy fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign.

A'. Hen. God quit you in his mercy! Hear
your sentence.

You have conspir'd against our royal person,

Join'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his

coffers

Receiv'd the golden earnest of our death

;

W'hcrein you would have sold your king to

slaughter,

His princes and his peers to servitude,

His subjects to oppression and contempt.
And his whole kingdom into desolation.

Touching our person seek we no revenge

;

Bi;t we our kingdom's safety nuist so tender,

Y\'hose ruin you have sought, that to her laws

W'e do deliver you. Get you, therefore, hence.

Poor miserable wretches, to your death

:

The taste whereof God of his mercy give you
Patience to endure, and true repentance
Of all your dear offences!—-Bear them hence.

[Exatril Cotispiraiors, guarded.
"Jow, lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious.

Vv'e doubt not of a fair and lucky war:
Since God so graciously hath brought to light

This dangerous treason, lurking in our v. ;.y

i'o hinder our beginnings, we doubt not no^y

But every rub is smoothed on our way.



S-.0 KING HENRY V. [ACT II.

Tiien, fortli, dear coiiiurynien : let us deliver

Our puissance into the hand of God,
Putting it slrai'j'it in expedition.

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance :

No king of England, if not king of France

Scene III.

—

London. IVie Hostess's House
in Eastcheap.

Enter PisTOi,, Hostess, NvM, Bakdoi.tii,
and Boy.

Host. Pr'ylhee, honey-sweet husband, let me
bring thee to Staines.

Pist. No; for my manly heart doth yearn.

—

Bardolph, be blithe ;—Nym, rouse thy vaunting
veins;

—

[is dead.
Boy, bristle thy courage up;—for Falstaff he
And we must yearn therefore.

Bard. Would I were with him, wheresome'er
he is, either in heaven or in hell

!

Host. Nay, sure, he 's not in hell : he 's in

Arthur's bosom, if ever man went to Arthur's

bosom. 'A made a finer end, and went away,
an it had been any chrislom child; 'a parted

even just between twelve and one, even at the

turning o' the tide : for after I saw him fumble
with the sheets, and play with flowers, and smile

upon his fingers' ends, I knew there was but one
v/ay ; for his nose v/as as sharp as a pen, and 'a

babbled of green fields. TTr.v 7tow, SirJohn!
quoth I: what, man! he d good cheer. So 'a

cried o\xt—God, God, God!\hxtQ or four times.

Now I, to comfort him, bid him 'a should not
think of God ; I hoped there was no need to

trouble himsilf with any such thoughts yet. So
'a bade me lay more clothes on his feet : I put
my hand into the bed and felt them, and they
were as cold as any stone ; then I felt to his

knees, and so upward and upward, and all was
as cold as any stone.

Nym. They say he cried out of sack.

Host. Ay, that 'a did.

Bard. And of women.
Host. Nay, that 'a did not.

Boy. Yes, that 'a did ; and said they were
devils incarnate.

Host. 'A could never abide carnation; 'twas

a colour he never liked.

Boy. 'A said once, the devil would have him
about women.

Host. 'A did in some sort, indeed, handle
women ; but then he was rheumatic, and talked
of the whore of Babylon.

Boy. Do you not remember, 'a saw a flea

Stick upon Bardolph's nose, and 'a said it was
a black soul burning in hell?

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone tliat maintained
that fire: that's all the riches I got in !;is

service.

Hym. Shall we shog? the king will be gone
Irom Southampton. [thy lipf;.

Fist. Come, let's away.—My love, give me
Look to my chattels and my moveables:
Let senses rule; the word is. Pilch and pay;
Trust none

;

For oaths are straws, men's faithsare wafer-cakes,

And holdfast is the only dog, my duck:
Therefore caveto be thy counsellor.

Go, clear thy crystals.—Yoke-fellows in arms,

Let us to France; like horse-leeches, my boys.

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck !

Boy. And that is but unwholesome food, they

say.

Pist. Touch her soft mouth and march.

Bard. Farewell, hostess. [A'issuig ker.

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humour o(

it; but, adieu.

Pist. Let housewifery appear : keep close, I

thee command.
Host. Farewell ; adieu. [E.reuiit.

Scene IV. — France. A Room in the

French King's Palace.

Flourish. Enter the French King, attended

,

the Dauphin, the Duke of Burgundv,
the Constable, and others.

Fr. King. Thus come the Er^glish with full

power upon us

;

And more than care-Cully it us concerns

To answer royally in our defences.

Therefore the Dukes of Berri and of Bretagne,

Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth,—

And you. Prince Dauphin,—with all swift de-

spatch.

To line and new repair our towns of war

With men of courage and with means defendant

;

For England his approaches makes as fierce

As waters to the sucking of a gulf.

It fits us, then, to be as provident

As fear may teach us, out of late examples

Left by the fatal and neglected English

Upon our fields.

Dan. My most redoubted father,

It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe

;

For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom.—
Though war, nor no known quarrel, sscre in

question,

—

But that defences, musters, preparations.

Should be maintain'd, assembled, and collected.

As were a war in expectation.

Therefore, I say, 'tis meet we all go forth

To view the sick and feeble parts of France:
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And let us do it with no show of fear

;

No, with no more than if we heard that England
VVc-re busied with a Whitsun morris-dance

:

l-'ur, my good hege, she is so idly king'd.

Her sceptre so fantastically borne

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth,

That fear attends her not.

Con. O peace, Prince Dauphin !

You are too much mistaken in this kir.g

:

Question your grace the late ambassadors,

—

Willi what great state he heard their embassy,

1 low well supplied with noble counsellors,

How modest in exception, and withal

How terrible in constant resolution,

—

\nd you shall find his vanities forespent

\'v\.re but the outside of the Roman Brutus,

Covering discretion with a coat of folly;

Ai gardeners do with ordure hide those roots

That shall first spring and be most delicate.

Dan. Well, 'tis not so, my lord high-constable;

Bill though we think it so, it is no matter:
in cases of defence 'tis best to v.'cigh

liic enemy more mighty than he seems:
S" the proportions of defence are lill'd ;

Which, of a weak and niggardly projection,

})oth like a miser spoil his coat wiih scanting

A liltle cloth.

Fr. King. Think we King Harry strong;

A nil. princes, look you strongly arm to meet
him.

The Ivindred of him hath been flesh'd upon us;
And he is bred out of that bloody strain

That haunted us in our familiar paths:

W'itness our too-much memorable shame
\Vhen Cressy battle fatally was struck,

And all our princes captiv'd by the hand
Of that black name, Edward Black Prince of

Wales; [standing,

Whiles that his mountain sire,—on mountain
L^p in the air, crown'd with the golden sun,

—

Saw his heroical seed, and smil'd to see him.
Mangle the work of nature, and deface

I'iie patterns tliat by God and by French fathers

Had twenty years been made. This is a stem
• )f that victorious stock ; and let us fear

The native mightiness and fate of him.

Enter a Messenger.

I\Icss. Ambassadors from Harry King of Eng-
land

Do crave admittance to your majesty.

Fr. King. We '11 give them present audience.

Go, and bring them.
{Exeunt Mess, and certain Lords.

\'ou see this chase is hotly follow'd, friends.

Dati. Turn head and stop pursuit ; for coward
dojis

Most spend their mouths when what they seem
to threaten

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign.

Take up the English short ; and let them know
Of what a monarchy you are the head

:

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin

As self-neglecting.

Re-enter Lords, -with Exeter «W Train.

Fr. King. from our brother England?
Exe. From him ; and tlius he greets your

majesty.

He wills you, in the name of God Almighty,
That you divest yourself, and lay apart

Tlie borrow'd glories that by gilt of heaven,

By law of nature and of nations, 'l<>ng

To him and to his heirs; namely, the crown,
And all wuk -stretched honours that pertain,

By custom and the ordinance of times.

Unto the crown of France. That yoii may know
'Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim, [days,

Pick'd from the \\on^ -holes of long-vanLih'd

Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak'd.

He sends you this most memorable line,

[ Gives a paper.
In every branch truly demonstrative;
Willing you overlook this pedigree:

And when you find him evenly deriv'd

From his most fam'd of famous ancestors,

Edward the Third, he bids you then resign

Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held
From him the native and true challenger.

Fr. King. Or else what follows? [crown
Exe. Bloody constraint ; for if you hide the

Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it

:

Therefore in fierce tempest is he coming,
In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove,

—

That if requiring fail, he will compel;

—

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord,
Deliver uj) the crown; and to take mercy
On the poor souls for whom this hungry war
Opens his vasty jaws : and on your head
Turns he the widows' tears, the orphans' cries.

The dead men's blood, the pining maidens'
groans.

For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers.

That shall be swaliow'd in this controversy.

This is his claim, his threatening, and my mes-
sage ;

Unless the Dauphin be in presence here.

To whom expre.^sl)' I bring greeting too.

Fr. King. For us, we will consider of this

further:

To-morrow shall you bear our full intent

Back to our brother England.
Dan. For the Dauphin,

I stand here for him : \s hat to him from England?
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Ex:. Scorn and defiance ; slight regard, con-

tempt,

And anvthing that may not misbecome
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at.

Thus sr.ys my king: an if your father's highness

Do not, in grant of all demands at large,

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty,

lie '11 call you to so hot an ansv.cr for it

That caves and womby vaidtages of France

Sliall chide your trespass and return your mock
In second accent of his ordinance.

Dati. Say, if my Titlier render fair return.

It is against my will ; for I desire

Nothing but odds with En.^hind : to that end,

As matching to his youth and vanity,

I did present him with the Paris balls.

Exe. He '11 make your Paris Louvre shake

for it,

Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe:
And, be assur'<l, you '11 find a difference,

—

As we, his subjects, have in wonder found,

—

l^etween the promise of his greener days

And thecc he masters now : now li: weighs time

Even to the utmost grain;—that you shall read

In your own losses if he stay in France.

Fr, King. To-morrow shall you know our

mind at full. [king

Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our

Come here himself to question our delay;

For he is fooled in this land already.

Fr. King. You shall be soon despatch'd with

fair conditions:

A night is but small breath and little pause

To answer matters of this consequence.
\Exeunt.

Enter Chorus.

Clio. Thus with imagin'd wing our swif. scene

flies.

In motion of no less celerity [seen

Than that of thought. Suppose that you have
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier

Embark his royalty; and his brave fleet

With silken streamers the young Phoebus fan-

ning:

Play with your fancies ; and in them behold

Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing.

Hear the slirill whistle which doth order give

To sounds confus'd ; behold the threaden sails,

Borne with the invisible and creeping wind,
Draw the huge bollomsthrough thefurrou'dsea.

Breasting the lofty surge: O, tio but think

You stand upon the rivage and behold

A city on the inconstant billows dancing

;

For so appears this fleet majestical,

Holding due course to Harfleur. Follow, follow!

Grapple your minds to sternage of this nn.vy;

.\nd leave your England, as dead midnight si ill,

Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women,
Either past or not arrived to pith and puissance

;

For who is he, whose chin is but enrich'd

With one appearing hair, that will not follow

These cuU'd and choice-drawn cavaliers to

France? [siege;

Work, work your thoughts, and therein see a

Behold the ordnance on their carri;>ges,

With fatal mouths gaping on girded Ilaifleur.

Suppose the ambassador from the French comes
back

;

Tells Harry that the king doth offer him
Katharine his daugiiter ; and with her, to dowry.
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms.
The offer likes not: and the nimble gunner
With linstock now the devilish cannon touches,

[.-i/anew, aiid chambers go off, within.

.^nd down goes all before them. Slid be kind.

And eke out our performance with your mind.
\Exit.

ACT III.

Scenic I.

—

Fka.nce. Before Harfleur.

.ilarnms. Enter KiNG Henry, Exetrr, Bed-
FORO, Gloster, a>id Soldiers, with scaling-

ladders.

K. Hen. Once more unto the breach, dear

friends, once more

;

Or close the wall up with our English dea/l

!

In peace there's nothing so becomes a man
As modest stillness and humility:

But when the blast of war blows in our ears.

Then imitate the action of the tiger ;

St^iffen the sinews, summon up the blood,

Disguise fliir nature with hard-favour'd rage;

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect

;

Let it pry through the portage of the head

Like the brass cannon; let the brow o'ervvhclm

it

As fearfully as doth a galled rock

O'erhang and jutty his confounded base,

Swill'd with the wild and wasteful ocean.

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide

;

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit

To his full height!—On, on, you noble English,

Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof!

—

Fathers that, like so many .Alexanders,

Have in these parts from morn till even fought.

And sheath'd their swords for lack of argu-

ment:

—

Dishonour not your mothers; now attest

That those wiiom you calld f:\thers did beget you!

Be copy now to men of grosser blood,

And teach them how to wt'— \nd von. coo<J

veomen,
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Whose limbs were made in England, show us

here

The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear

That you are worth your breeding: which I

doubt not;

For there is none of you so mean and base,

That hath not TioLile lustre in your eyes.

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,

Str.-.ining upon the start. The game 's afoot

:

F'lllow your spirit ; and upon this charge

Cry—God for Harry! England! and Saint

George

!

[JExeu/i/. Alarum^ and chambers go off,

loiUiiii.

Entey'HYM, Bardolph, Pistol, and 'Qoy.

Bard. On, on, on, on, on ! to the breach, to

the breach

!

Nyin. Pray thee, corporal, stay: the knocks
are too hot; and, for mine own part, I have not

a case of lives : the humour of it is too hot, that

is the very plr.in-song of it.

Pist. The plain -song is most just; for

humours do abound

:

Kiiccks go and corne ; God's vassals drop and die'

And Ev/ord and shield

In bloody field

Doth win immortal fame.

Boy. Would I were in an alehouse in I^n-
don ! I would give ail my lame for a pot of

ale and safety.

Phi. And' I:

If wislies would prevail with me,
My purpose should not fail with me,

Kut thithei would i hie.

C'Oy. As duly, bat not as truly,

As bird doth sing on bough.

Enter FluELLEN.

Flu. Up to the preach, you dogs! avaunt,

you cullions! \Driving them forivard.

Pist. Be merciful, great duke, tomen of mould!
Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage

!

Abate thy rage, great duke ! [chuck !

Good bavvcock, bate thy rage ! use lenity, sweet
Nyiii. These be good humours !—your honour

wins bad humours.
\_Exeunl Nym, Pistol, aiui Bardolph,

followed by Fi.UELLEN.
Boy. As young as I am, I have observed

these three swasherG. I am boy to them all

three: but all they three, though they would
serve me, could not l>e man to me; for, indeed,

three such antics do not amount to a man. For
Bardolph,—he is white-livered and red-faced ;

by the means whereof 'a faces it out, but fights

r/it. For Pistol,—he hath a killing tongue and

a quiet swoid; bv the means whereof 'a L-.eaks

words andl<ceps whole weapons. For i^^-m,

—

he hath heaid that ni.-n of few words are the
best men; and thcreUsre he scorns to say his

prayers lest 'a ihoulJ be thought a coward: but
his few bad v/orcL; are matched with as fev/

good deeds ; for 'a never broke any man's head
but his own, and that was against a post when
he was drimk. They will steal anything, and
call it purchase. Bardolph stole a lute-case,

bore it twelve leagues, and suid it for three

halfpence. Nym and Bardolph are swcjin

brothers in filching; and in Calais they stole a
fire-shovel : I knew by that piece of service the

men would carrj- coals. They would have n.e

as familiar with men's pockets as their gloves

or iheir handkerchers: which nmkes mcch
against my manhood, if I should take from
another's pocket to put into mine ; for it is plain

peici^eiing up of wrongs. I must leave them,
and seek some better service : their villany goes
against my weak stomach, and therefore I miist

cast it up. \^Exit.

Re-enter Fluellen, Gowkv. following.

Go7u. Captain Fluellen, you must come pre-

sently to the mines ; the Duke of Gloster would
speak with you.

/''lit. To the mines ! tell you the duke it is

not so goot to come to the mines ; for, look
you, the mines is not according to the disHp-
lines of the war : the concavities of it is not
sufficient ; for, look you, th' athversary,— you
may discuss unto the duke, look you,— is digt

hiiuself four yard under the countermines ; by
Cheshu, I think 'a will plow up all, if there is

not belter directions.

Goiv. The Duke of Gloster, to whom the

order of the siege is given, is altogether directed

by an Iiishman,—a very valiant gentleman, i'

faith.

Phi. It is Captain Macmorris, is it not ?

Gow. I think ii be.

Plii. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the

'orld : I will verify as much in his peard: he
has no more directions in the true disciplines

of the wars, look you, of the Roman disciplines,

than is a puppy-dog.
Gozv. Here 'a comes; and the Scots captain,

Captain Jamy, with him.

Ell/. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falornus

gentleman, that is certain, and of great expedi-

tion and knowledge in the ancient wars, upon
my particular knowledge of his directions : by
Cheshu, he will maintain his argument as ".veil

as any military man in the 'orld, in the discip-

lines of the pristine wars of the Roman.s.
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Enter Macmorris a/iii Jamv, at a distance.

Jamy. I say jud-day, Captain Fluellen.

Flu. God-den to your worship, goot Cap-
tain Jamy.

GoTV. How now, Captain Macmorris! have

you quit the mines? have the pioneers given o'er?

Mac. By Chrish la, lish ill done: the work
ish give over, the trumpet sound the retreat.

By my hand, I swear, and by my father's souf,

the work ish ill done ; it ish give over : I

would have blowed up the town, so Chrish save

me, la, in an hour : O, tish ill done, tish ill

done ; by my hand, tish ill done !

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now,
will you voutsa/e me, look you, a few disputa-

tions with you, as partly touching or concerning

the disciplines of the war, the Roman wars, in

the way of argument, look you, and friendly

communication ; partly to satisfy my opinion,

and partly for the satisfaction, look you, of my
mind, as touching the direction of the military

discipline ; that is the point.

Jamy. It sail be very gud, gud feith, gud
captains baih : and I sail quit you with gud
leve, as I may pick occasion ; that sail I, mary.

Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish

save me : the day is hot, and the weather, and

the wars, and the king, and the dukes: it is no

time to discourse. The town is beseeched, and
the trumpet call us to the breach ; and we talk

and, by Chiish, do nothing: 'tis shame for us

all : so God sa' me, 'tis shame to stand still ;

it is shame, by my hand : and there is throats

to be cut, and works to be done ; and there

ish nothing done, so Chrish sa' me, la.

J^ainy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine
take themselves to slumber, aile do gud service,

or aile lig i' the grund for it ; ay, or go to death ;

and aile pay 't as valorously as I may, that sail

I suerly do, that is the breffand the long. Mary,
I wad full fain heard some question 'tween you
Iway.

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you,

under your correction, there is not many of

your nation,

—

Mac. Of my nation ! What ish my nation?

v.'hat ish my nation? Who talks of my nation

ish a villain, and a basterd, and a knave, and a

rascal.

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter other-

wise than is meant. Captain Macmorris, perad-

venture I shall think you do not use me with

that affability as in discretion you ought to use

me, look you ; being as goot a man as yourself,

both in the disciplines of war and in the deriva-

tion of my birth, and in other particularities.

Mac. I do not know you so good a man as

myself: so Chrish save me, I will cut off your

head.

Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each

other.

Jamy. h\i. ! that's a foul fault.

\^A parley sounded.

Gow. The town sounds a parley.

F'lu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more
pettcr opportunity to be required, look you, 1

will be so pold as to tell you I know the dis

ciplines of war; and there is an end. S^Exeunt.

Scene II.— The same. Before the Gates of
Harfleur.

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls

,

the English Forces below. Enter King
Henkv and his Train.

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governoi uf

the town?
This is the latest parley we will admit:
Therefore, to our best mercy give yourselves

;

Or like to men proud of destruction,

Defy us to our worst : for as I am a soldier,

—

.\ name that, in my thoughts, becomes m^
best,

—

If I begin the battery once again,

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur

Till in her ashes she lie buried.

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up;

And the flesh'd soldier,^rough and hard of

heart,

—

In liberty of bloody hand shall range

With conscience wide as hell ; mowing like grass

Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering in-

fants.

What is it then to me if impious war,

—

Array'd in flames, like to the piince of fiends,

—

Do, with his smirch'd complexion, all fell feats

Enlink'd to waste and desolation?

What is 't to me when you yourselves are cause,

If your pure maidens fall into the hand
Of hot and forcing violation?

What rein can hold licentious wickedness

When down the hill he holds his fierce career?

We may as bootless spend our vain command
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil,

.\s send precepts to the Leviathan [fleur,

To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Har-

Take pity of your town and of your people

W^tHl-s yet my soldiers are in my command;
Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace

O'erblows the fdthy and contagious clouds

Of heady murder, spoil, and villany.

If not, why, in a moment look to see

The blind "and bloodv soldier with foul hand



SCENE III.] KING HENRY V. 545

Defile the locks of your shiill - shrieking

daughters

;

Your fathers taken by the silver beards,

And their most reverend heads dash'd to the

walls

;

Your naked infants spitted upon pikes,

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls con-

fus'd

Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry
At Herod's bloody-hunting slaughtermen.

What say you? will you yield, and this avoid?

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy'd?

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end

:

The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated.

Returns us that his powers are not yet ready

To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great

king,

V/e yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy.

ICnter our gates ; dispose of us and ours ;

I"or we no longer are defensible. [Exeter,

K. Hen. Open your gates.—Come, uncle

Go you and enter Harfleur; there remain.

And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French:

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle,

—

The winter coming on, and sickness growing

Upon our soldiers,—we will retire to Calais.

To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest;

To-morrow for the march are we adcirest.

[Flojtn'sh. The King, &rc., etHer the Town.

Scene HI.

—

Rouen. A Roo?n in the Palace.

Enter ICatharine and ALICE.

Kath. Alice, iti as ete en An^leterre, et tu

paries bien le langage.

Alice. Un peu, madame.

Kath. Je te prie, nt'ensa'gnez ; il fattt que

fapprenne a parler. Cointncnt appelez-vons la

main en Anglais?
Alice. La main? elle est appelce de hand.

Kath. De hand. Et les doigts ?

Alice. Les doigts? tna poi, foublie les doigts

;

mais je tne souviendrai. Les doigti ? je pense

qtt'ils sont appelh de iingres; oiii, de fingres.

Kath. La tnain, de hand ; les doigts, de

fingres. Je pense que Je suis le ton ecolier ; fai
gagne deux mots dAiiglais vilement. Comment
appelez-vons les angles?

Alice. Les angles? les appelons de nails.

I-Cath. De nails. Ecoidez ; dites-moi, si Je

park bien: de hand, de fingres, et de nails.

Alice. Cest bien dit, tnadame ; il estfort ton

Anglais.
Kath. Dites-moi fAnglais pour le bras.

Alice. De arm, madame.
Kath. Et le coude?

Alice. De elbow.

Kath. De elbow. Je nCen pais la repetition

de tons les mots qtte vous m''avez appris dcs lI

present.

Alice. II est trcp difficile, madame, comme je

pense.

A'atk. Excusez-?noi, Alice ; ecoutcz: de hand,

de fingres, de nails, de arm, de bilbow.

Alice. De elbow, tnadame.

Kath. O Seigneur Dieu, Je m^en onhlie ! de
elbow. Comment appelez-vous le col

?

Alice. De neck, madame.
KatJi. De nick. Et le mento>i ?

Alice. De chin.

ICatk. De sin. Le col, de nick ; le tnenton,

de sin.

Alice. Qui. Sauf rotre hoiuwur, en vente,

vous prononcez les mots aiissi droit que les na.'ij's

({Angleterre.

Kath. Je w<? doute pcijit cTapPrendre, pa> la

grace de Dieu, et en pen de temps.

Alice. PTavez-vous pas deja ouhlie ce que je

vous ai enseigne ?

Kath. Non, je reciterai a vouspromptement

:

de hand, de fingres, de mails,

—

Alice. De nails, madame.
Kath. De nails, de arm, de ilhow.

Alice. Sauf voire konneur, de elbow.

A'ath. Ainsi dis-Je ; de elbow, de nick, et

de sin. Comment appelez-vous le pied et la robe ?

.4 lice. De foot, madame ; et de coun.

Kath. De foot et de coun! O Seigneur

Dieu I ce sont mots de son tnauvais, corrupt-

ible, gros, et impudiqtie, et non pour les dames
(Phonneur d user: Je ne voudrais prononcer ccs

mots devant les seig7ieurs de France pour tout le

monde. IIfaut de foot et de coun neanvioins.

je reciterai une autre fois ma lecon ensemble :

de hand, de fingres, de nails, de arm, de

elbow, de nick, de sin, de foot, de coun.

Alice. Excellent, madame !

Kath. Cest assez pour une pois : allons-ujus

a diner. [E.veunt.

Scene IV. The same. Another Room in

ttie same.

Enter the French Kinc-, the Dauphin,
Duke or Boi;rbon, t/ie Constable of

France, and others.

Fr. King. 'Tis certain he hath pass'd the

river Somme.
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my lord,

Let us not live in France ; let us quit all.

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people.

Dau. O Dieu vivant! shall a fewsprays ol us.

The emptying of our fathers' luxury,

Our <:rif)n«, put in wild and savnee ^'r-ck, g
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Spurt up so suddenly into the clouds.

And overlook tlieir grafters?

Bour. Normans, but bastard Normans,
Normar. bastavdoS

fiiort de nia vie! if they march alonjj

IJiifoiight withal, but I will sell my dukedom
To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm

In liiat nook-shotten isle of Albion.

Con. Dien de batallies! where have they

this mettle?

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull

;

On whom, as in des])iu;, the sun looks pale,

Killing their fruit with frowns? Can sodden
water, [broth,

A drench for sur-rein'd jides, their b::rley-

Dtcoct their cold blood to such valiant hcnt?

And shall our quick blood, spirited v.illi wine.

Seem frosty? O, for honour of our land,

Let us not hang like roping icicles

Ujjon our houses' tiiatch. whiles a more frosty

people [fields,

—

Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich

Toor we may call them in their native lords

!

Dan. By faith and honour,

Our madams mock at us, and plainly say

Our mettle is bred out, and they will give

Their bodies to the Iufi of English youth

Tu new-store France with bastard warriors.

Bour. They bid us to the English dancing-

schools,

And teach lavoltas high and swift corantos;

Sa\ing our grace is only in our heels,

And that we are most lofty runaways.
Fi: King. Where is Monljoy, the herald?

speed him hence:
I>et him greet England with oursharpdefiance.

—

Uji, princes! and, with spirit of honour cdg'd

More sharper than your sword:-, hie to the field :

Charles De-la-bret, high-constable of France :

You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berri,

Alencon, Brabant, Bar, and Biugiindy :

Jaques Chatillon, Rambures, Vaudemont,
Beaumont, Grandpree, Roussi, and Fauconberg,
FoixjLestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois ;

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and
knights, [shames.

For your great seats, now quit you of great

Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our
land

With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur :

Rush on his host as doth the melted snow
Upon the valleys, whose low vassal seat

The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon:
Go down upon him,—you have power enough,

—

And in a captive chariot into Rouen
Bring him our prisoner.

Con. This becomes the great.

Sorr)- am I his numbers are so few,

His soldiers sick, and famish'd in their march;
For I am sure, v/hc;i he shall see our army,
He'll drop his he.iit into the sink of fear.

And for achievement offer us his ransom.
Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste

on Montjoy

;

And let hii^ say to England that we send

To know V.'hat v.'illing ransom he will give.

—

Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with uc in Rouen.
Dau. Iiot so, I do beseech your majesty.

Fr. King. Be patient ; for you shall remain
v/ith us.

—

Nov/ forth, lord constable and princes all.

And quickly bring us word of England's fall.

\Exeunt.

Scent, V.— The English Camp i)i Picardy.

Eiiter, severally, Gower and Fi.UELlen.

Goiv. How now. Captain Fluellen ! come
you from the bridge?

Flu. I assure you there is verj- excellent ser-

vices committed at the pridge.

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe?

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous
as Agamemnon ; and a man that 1 love and
honour v.'ith my soul, and my heart, and my
duty, and my life, and my living, and my I'.tter-

laost power: he is not,—God be praised and
plessed !—any hurt in the 'orld ; but keeps llie

pridge most valiantly, with excellent discipline.

Thcr? is an auncient there at the pridge,—

I

tliink in my vcr)' conscience he is as valiant a

r.ian as Mark Antony; and he is a man of no
estimation in the 'orld ; but I did swj him do as

gallant scn'ice.

Coiv. What do you call him?
Flu. He i" called Auncient PistoL

Go-tv. I !:now him not.

Flu. Here is the man.

Enter Pistol.

Pist. Captain, Ilheebeseechtodomefavours:

The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well.

Flu. Ay, I praise Got ; and I have merited

some love at his hands. [lieart,

l^isl. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of

Of buxom valour, hath by cruel fate

And giddy Fortune's furious fickle wheel,

—

That goddess blind.

That stands upon the rolling restless stone,

—

Flu. By your patience, Auncient Pi.-icl.

Fortune is painted plind, with a muffler afore

her eyes, to sii^nify to you that Fortune is pli: d ;

and she is painted also with a wlicel, to sig^iiy

to you, which is the moral of it, that she is
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turnino;, and inconstant, and mutability, and
v.irialfon • and her foot, look you, is fixed upon
aspheiical none, which rolls, and rolls and rolls.

—In good truth, the poet makes a most excellent

description of it : Fortune is an excellent moral.

Pist. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns

on liim

;

[be,

—

For he hatb stol'n a pax, and hanged must 'a

A damned death

!

Let gallows gape for dog ; let man go free,

And let not hemp his windpipe suffocate:

But Exeter hath given the doom of death

For pax cf litile price. [voice ;

Therefore, go speak,—the duke will hear thy

And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut

With edge of penny cord and vile reproach:

Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee re-

quite.

Fhi. Auncient Pistol, I do partly understand

your meaning.
Pist. Why, then, rejoice therefore.

Fhi. Certainly, Auncient, it is not a thing to

rejoice at : for if, look you, he were my prother

I would desire the duke to use his goot pleasure,

and put him to execution ; for discipline ought

to lie used. [friendship!

Pist. Die and be damn'd! and fico for thy

Flu. It is well.

Pist. The fig of Spain 1 \Exit.

Flu. Very goot.

Coiv. Why, thisisan arrant counterfeit rascal

;

I remember him now; a bawd, a cutpurse.

Flu. I '11 assure you, 'a uttered as prave 'ords

at the pridge as you shall see in a summer's
day. But it is very well ; what he has spoke
to me, that is well, I warrant you, when time

is serve

Gmo. Wliy, 'tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that

now and then goes to the wars, to grace himself,

at his return into I^ondon, under the form of a

soldier. And su.ch fellows are perfect in the

great comni:\nders' names: and they will !eam
you by rote where services were done ;—at such
and such a sconce, at such a breach, at such a

convoy ; who came off bravely, who was shot,

who disgraced, what terms the enemy stood o.

and this they con perfectly in the i^hrase of

war, wiiich they trick up with new-tuned oaths

:

and what a heard of the general's cut, and a
horrid suit of the camp, will do among foaming
bottles and ale-washed wits, is wonderful to be
thought on. But you must learn to know such
slanders of the age, or else you may be marvel-
lously mistook.

Flu. I tell you what, Captain Cower, I do
perceive he is not the man that l.e would gladly

make shov/ to the 'orld he is : if I find a hole

in his coat I will tell him my mind. [Drum
within.'] Hark you, the king is coming; and
I must speak with him from the pridge.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, t:w^ Soldiers.

Got bless your majesty !

K. Hen. How now, Fluellen ! cam'st thou
from the bridge?

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The Duke
of Exeter has very gallantly maintaineti the
pridge : the French is gone off, look you : and
there is gallant and most prave passages : marry,
th' athversary was have possession of the pridge;
but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of
Exeter is master of the pridge: I can tell your
majesty the duke is a prave man.

A'. Hen. What men have you lost, Fluellen/
Flu. The perdition of th'athvirsai-yhath been

very great, reasonable great : marry, for my part,

I think the duke hath lost never a man, hut one
that is like to be executed forrobbinga clnuch,

—

one Bardolph, if your majesty know the man:
Us face is all bubukles, and whelks, and knobs,
and flames of fire; and his lips plows at iiis

nose, and it is like a coal of fire, sometimes
plue and sometimes red; but his nose is exe-

cuted and his fire's out.

K. Hen. We would have all such offenders

so cut off:—and we give express charge tliat in

our TParches through the country there be no-
thing compelled froi.i the vil' ges, nothing taken

but paid for, none of the French upbraided or

abused in disdainful language; for when len-

iiy and cruelty pi" for a kingdom the gentler

gamester is the soonest winner.

Tucket sounds. Enter MOKTJOV.

Mont. \'ou know me by my habit.

A'. Hen. Well, then, I know thee: what
shall I know of thee?

Mont. My master's mind.
K. Hen. Unfold it.

Mont. Thus says my king:—Say thou to

Harry of England: Though we seemed dead
we did but sleep ; advantage is a better soldier

than rashness. Tell him we could have re-

iiuked him at Harlleur, but that we thought not

cjood to bruise an injury till it were full ripe:

—

now we speak upon our cue, and our voice is

imperial : England shall repent his folly, see his

weakness, and admire our sufferance. Bid him,

therefore, consider of his ransom ; which must

proportion the losses we have borne, the sub-

jects we have lost, the disgracewe have digested ;

which, in weight to re-answer, his pettiness

would bow under. For our losses his exchequer

is too poor ; for the effusion of our blood the
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muster of his kingdom too faint a number ; and
for our disgrace his own person, kneeling at our

feet, but a weak and worthless satisfaction. To
tliis add deliance: and tell him, for conclusion,

he hath betrayed his followers, whose condem-
nation is pronounced. So far my king and
master; so much my office. [quality.

K. Hen. What is thy name? I know thy

Mont. Montjoy. [thee back,

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn
And tell thy king, —I do not seek him now

;

IJiil could be willing to march on to Calais

Without impeachment: for, to say the sooth,

—

Tliough 'tis no wisdom to confess so much
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage,

—

^ i y pcojiie are with sickness much enfeebled :

My numbers lessen'd ; and those few I have
Almost no better than so many French

:

Who, when they were in health, 1 tell thee.

herald,

I thought upon one pair of English legs [God,
Did march three Erenchmen.— Vet, Ibrgive me.
That I do brag thus !— this your air of France
I lath blown that vice in me; I must repent.

CJ'j, therefore, tell thy master here I am;
My ransom is this frail and worthless trunk;

My army but a weak and sickly guard:
Vet, God before, tell him we will come on,

Tiiough France himself, and such another
neighbour, [Montjoy.

Stand in our way. There's for thy labour.

Go, bid thy master well advise himself:

If we may pass, ° will; if we be hinder'd,
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well.

The sum of all our answer is but this:

We would not seek a battle as we are

;

Nor as we are, we say, we will not shun it

:

S > tell your master.

iMouf. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your
highness. [Exit.

do. T hope they will not come upon us now.
A'. Hen. We are in God's hand, brother, not

in theirs. [night :

—

March to the bridge; it now draws toward
Beyond the river we'll encamp ourselves;

And on to-morrow bid them march away.
[Exetait.

.SCKNE \'I.— The French Camp near Agin-
coiiri.

\JSnfer the Constable of France, the Lord
IvAMBURES, the Duke of Orleans, the

Dauphin, and others.

Con. Tut ! I have the best armour of the

world.—Would it were day!

Orl. You have an excellent armour; but let

my horse have his due.

Coti, It is the best horse of Europe.
Orl, Will it never be morning?
Dai(. My Lord of Orleans and my lord high-

constable, you talk of horse and armour,

—

Orl. Vou are as well provided of both as any
prince in the world.

Dan. W'hrX a long night is this!— I will not

change my horse with any that treads but on
four pasterns. Ca, ha! he bounds from the

earth as if his entrails were hairs; le cheval

volant, the Pegasus, qui a les naimes de feii!

When I bestride him I soar, I am a hawk : he
trots the air ; the earth .sings when he touches

it ; the basest horn of his hoof is more musical

than the pipe of Ilermes.

Orl. He's of the colour of the nutmeg.
Dait. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a

beast for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; and
the dull elements of earth anti water never ap-

pear in him, but only in patient stillness while

his rider mounts him : he is indeed a horse ; and
all other jades you may call beasts.

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute

and excellent horse.

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh

is like the bidding of a monarch, and his coun-

tenance enforces homage.
Orl. No more, cousin.

Dan. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot,

t'rom the rising of the lark to the lodging of the

lamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey : it

is a theme as fluent as the sea ; turn the sands

into eloquent tongues, and my horse is argu-

ment for them all : 'tis a subject for a sovereign

to reason on, and for a sovereign's sovereign to

ride on ; and for the world,—familiar to us and

unknown,—to lay apart their particular func-

tions and wonder at him. I once writ a sonnet

in his praise, and began thus : l^onder oj

natrti-e,—
0}i. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one's

mistress.

Datt. Then did they imitate that which I

composed to my courser: for my horse is my
mistress.

Orl. Your mistress bears well.

Dau. Me well ; w hich is the prescript praise

and perfection of a good and particular mistress.

Con. Nay, for methought yesterday your

mistress shrewdly shook your back.

Dau. So, perhaps, did yours.

Con. Mine was not bridled.

Dau. O, then, belike she was old and

gentle ; and you rode like a kern of Ireland,

your French hose offaiid in your strait strossers.
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Con. You have good judgment in horseman-
ship.

Dau. Be warned by me, then: they that

ride so, and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs.

I had rather have my horse to my mistress.

Con. I had as lief have my mistress a jade.

Dau. I tell tliee, constable, my mistress

wears his own hair.

Con. I could make as true a lioast as that if

I had a sow to my mistress.

Da2t. l.e chien est relonme d son propre
voniissement, el la triiie lavca an boiirbier: thou
makcst u.se of anything.

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mis-

tress ; or any such proverb so little kin to the

put pose.

Ram. My lord constable, the armour that I

saw in your lent to-night, are those stars or

suns upon it?

Con. Stars, my lord. [hope.

Diui. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I

Con. .\nd yet my sky shall not want.

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many
supernu(iusly, and 'twere more honour some
were away.

Con. Even as your horse bears your praises;

who would trot as well were some of your
lirags dismounted.

Dan. Would I were able to load him with
li:> desert!—Will it never be day?—I will trot

t" norrow a mile, and my way shall be paved
\\ ii linglish faces.

Con. I will not say so, for fear I should be
faced out of my way: but I would it were
morning ; for I would fain be about the ears of

the Englisii.

Ram. Who wiil go to hazard with me for

twenty prisoners?

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard
ere you have them.
Dan. 'Tis midnight ; I '11 go arm myself.

lExit.
Orl. Tlie Dauphin longs for morning.
Rain. lie longs to eat the English.

Con. I think he will eat all he kills.

Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he 's a

.gallant prince.

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread

out the oath.

Orl. lie is, simply, the most active gentle-

man of Prance.

Con. Doing is activity; and he wiil still be
doing.

Orl. He never did harm that [ heard of.

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow: he will

keep that good name still.

Orl. \ know hii-> to he valiant.

Con. I was told that by one that knows him
better than you.

Orl. What 'she?
Con. Marry, he told me so himself; and he

said he cared not who knew it.

Orl, lie needs not; it is no hidden virtue in

him.

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is; never any-
body saw it but his lackey : 'tis a hooded valour

;

and when it appears it will bate.

Orl. Ill-will never .said well.

Con. I will cap that proverb with—There is

llaltery in fiiendship.

Orl. And I will lake up that with—dive the

devil his due.

Con. Well placed: there stands your fricprl

for the devil : have at the very eye of that pro-

verb with—A pox of the devil.

Orl. You are the better at proverbs by how
much—A fool's bolt is soon shot.

Con. ^'ou have shot over.

Orl. 'Tis not the first time you were overshot.

Enter a Messenger.

M'.-ss. My lord high-constable, the English

lie within (ificen hundred jiaces of your tents.

Con. Who hath measured the ground?
A/fss. The Lord (irandpree.

Con. A valiant and must e.xpert gentleman.—
Would it were day!—Alas, poor Ilarry of Eng-
land ! he longs not for the dawning as we do.

Orl. Wliat a wretched and peevish fellow is

this ICing of England, to mo[ie \\\y\\ his fat-

brained followers so far out of his kncnvledge!

Con. If the English had any apprehension
they would run away.

Orl. That they lack; for if their heads h;.d

any intellectual armour they could never wear
such heavy head -pieces.

Ram. That island of England breeds very

valiant creatures ; their mastiffs are of unmatch-
able courage.

Orl. l""oolish curs, tliat run winking into the

mouth of a Russian bear, and have their head-;

cuishcd like rotten apples! You may as well

say, that 's a valiant flea that dare eat his break-

last on the lip of a lion.

Con. Just, just ; and the men do .sympathize

Vv-ith the mastiffs in robustious and rough com-
ing-on, leaving their wits with their wives: and
then give them great meals of beef, and iron and
steel, they will eat like wolves and fight like

devils. [of beef.

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out

Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they have
only stomachs to eat, and none to l^ght. Now
'.> it time to arm : •-•nx\s., -'rill we about it?
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Orl. It isnow twoo'clock : but. Id nic sre, —
by ten

We shall have each a hundred Englishmen.
YExetiiit.

Enter Ciniius.

Cltor. Now cnU-rtain conjcclme of a lime

When crccpini; nnirniur and llie poring dark

l'"ills ihe wide vessel uf the universe,

i' loni cain{) to camp, lhrouL;h ihe foul womb of

night

T;ij lunn of cither army stilly sounds,

Tiiat l!ic (ix'd sentinels almost receive

Tlu- secret wliispers of each other's watcli

:

Fire answers fire, and ihrougti their paly flames

E.ich battle sees the other's mnber'd face:

Steed threatens steed, in I'.igh and boastful

neighs

Piercing the nigiil's d\iU car; and from Ihe tents

The armourers, accomplishing the knights,

With busy hammers closing rivets up.

Give dreadful note of preparation:

Tlie country cocUs do crow, the clocV:s do tol!,

And the third hour of drowsy morning name.
i'roud of their rnnnbcrs and secure in soul,

The confident and ovcr-lusly French
Do the low-rated I'^nglish play at dice;

And ctiide the cripple tanly-gaited night,

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp

So tediously away. The pot)i condemned
English,

Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate
Tlie morning's danger; and their gesture sati

Investing lank-lean cheeks and war-worn coals

I'lesenlelh them unto the ga/ing moon [hold

So many liorrid ghosts. O, now, wiio will In-

The royal captain of this ruin'd band [tenl,

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to

Lei iiim cr)-, I .aise and glory on his head '

l"or forth hi- goes and visits all his host;

Bids them good-morrow with a modest smile.

And calls iheni brothers, friemls, and coimU)
men.

Upon liis royal face there is no note

How dread an army hath enniuiuicd him;
Nor doth he dedicate one jot o( colour

Unto the wear\ ami ail-watched night;

Put freshly looks, aiul c)ver-bears attaint

Vvlih cheerhil semblance and sweet ma'iesty:

Hiat every wretch, pining and pale before,

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks:

A largess universal, like the sun.

His liberal eye doth give to every one,

Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all.

Behold, as may unworlhiness define,

A little touch of Harry in the night:

And so our scene must to the battle fly;

Where,—O for pity !— we shall much disgrace
With four or five most vile and ragged foils,

l\ight ill-dispijs'd in brawl ridiculous.

The name cjf Agincourt. Yet sit and sec;
Minding true things by what their mockeries

be. {Pixit.

ACT IV.

SCF.NK I.- France. The Er.-Ush Camp at

Enter King Henrv, Uedkord, and
Glostek.

K. Hen. Gloster, 'tis true that we arc in

great danger;
The greater Iherefoie should our courage he.—
Good-morrow, brother Bedford. — God Al-

mighty !

There is some soul of goodness in things evil,

Would men oliscrvingly distil it out;
For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers,

\\nTich is both healtliful and good husbandr)^

:

Besides, they are our out\\a;d consciences

And preachers to us all: admonishing
That we should dress us fairly for our end.
Thus may we gather honey from the weed,
-And make a monil of the devil hiiuseif.

Enter Erpincham.

Good-morrow, old Sir Thomas Er])inghaTn

:

A good .soft pillow for that good while hcail

Were better than a churlish lutf o\ 1 ranee.

Erp. Not SO, my liege: this lodging likes me
belter.

Since I may s;^y. Now lie I like .a king.

K. Hen. 'Tis good lor men to love their pre-

sent pains

Upon example; .so the spirit is eas'd:

And when the mind is qtiicken'd, out of doubt
The organs, though defunct :ind dead before,

Break up their drcjwsy grave, and newly move
With casted slough and fresh legerity. (both.

Lend me thy cloak. Sir Thoniiis.—Brothers

("onnnend me to the princes in our camp;
00 my good-morrow to them ; and anon
Desire them all to my pavilion.

Clo. We shall, my liege.

[Exeunt G^LOSTER and BEDFORD.
Eii> Shall 1 attend your grace?
A' Hen. No, my good knight;

Go wilh my brothers to my lords of England:
1 and my bosom must debate aw hile.

And then ! would no other company.
Erp. The Lord in heaven bless ihce, noble

Harry

!

[ ^ixiU
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K. Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart ! thou

speak'st cheerfully.

Enter Pistol,

Pist. Qui va Ih ?

A'. Hen. A friend.

Pist, Discuss unto me ; art thou officer ?

Or art thou base, common, and popular ?

K. Hen. I am a gentleman of a company.
Pist. Traifst thou the puissant pike ?

K. Hen. Even so. Wliat are you ?

Pist, As good a gentleman as the emperor.

K. Hen. Then you are a better than the king.

Pist, The king 's a bawcock and a heart of

gold,

A lad of life, an imp of fame ;

Of parents good, of fist most valiant

:

I kiss his dirty shoe, and from my heart-strings

1 love the lovely bully.—What is ihy name ?

K. Hen. Harry le Roi.

Pist. Le Roy ! a Cornish name : art thou of

Cornish crew?
K. Hen. No, I am a Welshman.
Pist. Kjiow'st thou Fluellen ?

K. Hen. Yes. [his pate

Pist. Tell him, I '11 knock his leek about

Upon Saint Davy's day.

I\. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in

your cap that day, lest he knock that about

yours.

Pist. Art thou his friend?

K. Hen. And his kinsman too.

Pist. Ihejico for thee, then !

7\. Hen. I thank you : God be with you !

Pist. My name is Pistol called. \^Ejcit.

A'. Hen, It sorts well with your fierceness.

Etiter Fluellen aWGower, severally.

Gow. Captain Fluellen !

Flu. So! in the nameof Cheshu Christ, speak

fewer. It is the greatest admiration in the uni-

versal 'orld when the true and auncient prero-

ga;i''- and laws of the vvars is not kept : if you

•w'oa.J take the pains but to examine the wars

of Pompey ihe Great, you sliall find, I warrant

you, that there is no tiddle-taddle nor pibble-

pabble in Pompey 's camp ; I warrant you, you

shall find the ceremonies of the wars, and the

cares of it, and the forms of it, and the sobriety

of it, and the modesty of it, to be otherwise.

Gow. Why, the enemy is loud ; you hear him
all night.

////. If the enemy is an ass, and a fool, and
a prating co.xcomb, is it meet, think you, that

we should also, look you, be an ass, and a
fool, and a prating coxcomb,—in your owti

conscience, now ?

Gow. I will speak lower.

Flu, I pray you and peseech you that you will.

[Exeunt Gower a7td Fluellen.
A'. Hen. Though it appear a little out of

fashion,

There is much care and valour in this Welshman.

Enter B.\tes, Court, and Willl\ms.

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the

morning wnich breaks yonder?
Bales. I think it be : but we have no great

cause to desire the approach of day.

Will, We see yonder the beginning of the

day, but I think we shall never see the end of

it.—Who goes there?

K. Hen. A friend.

Will. Under what captain serve you?
H. Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham.
//'///. A good old connnander and a most

kind gentleman: I pray you, what thinks l.j

of our estate ?

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand,

that look to be washed otT the next tide.

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the

king ?

A'. Hen. No ; nor it is not meet he should.

For though I speak it to you, I think the king

is but a man as I am : the violet smells to him
as it doth to me ; the element shows to him as

it doth to me ; all his senses have but human
conditions : his ceremonies laid by, in his naked-

ness he appears but a man ; and though l'.;s

alTections are higher mounted than ouis, yet,

when they stoop, they stoop with the like wing.

Therefore when he sees reason of fears, as v, e

do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish

as ours are : yet, in reason, no man should

possess him with any appearance of fear, lest

he, by showing it, should di^lleartcn his aiiny.

Bates, He may show what outward courage

he will ; but I believe, as cold a night as 'tis,

he could wish himself in the Thames up to th.e

neck ;—and so I would he were, and I by him,

at all adventures, so we were quit here.

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my con-

science of the king : I think he would not wish

himself anywhere but where he is.

Bates, Then I would he were here alone ; so

should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many
poor men's lives saved.

K. Hen. I dare say you love him not so ill,

to wish him here alone, howsoever you speak

this, to feel other men's minds : methinlis I

could not die anywhere so contented as in the

king's company,—his cause being just and his

quarrel honourable.

Will. That's more than we know.
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Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek

after ; for we know enough if we know we are

the king's subjecls : if his cause be wrong, our

obedience to the king wipes the crime of it out

of us.

Will. But if the cause be not good, the king

himself hath a heavy reckoning to make when
all those legs and arms and heads, chopped off

in a battle, shall join together at the latter day
and cry all. We died at such a place; some-

swearing; some crying for a surgeon ; some upon
their wives left poor behind them ; some upon
the debts they owe ; some upon their children

rawly left. I am afeared there are few die well

that die in a battle ; for how can they charitably

dispose of anything when blood is their argu-

ment? Now, if these men do not die well, it

will be a black matter for the king that led

them to it ; who to disobey were against all

proportion of subjection.

K. Hen. So if a son, that is by his father

sent about merchandise do sinfully miscarry

upon the sea, the imputation of his wickedness,

by your rule, shouUi be imposed upon his father

that sent him : or if a servant, under his mas-
ter's command, transporting a sum of money, be
assailed by robbers, and die in many irrccon-

cilcd iniquities, you may call the business of the

master the author of the servant's damnation :

—

but this is not so: the king is not bound to

answer the particular endings of his soldiers, the

father of his son, nor the master of his servant

;

for they purpose not their death when they

purpose their services. Besides, there is no
king, be his cause never so spotless, if it come
to the arbitrement of swords, can try it out with

all unspotted soldiers: some peradventure have
on them the guilt of premeditated and contrived

murder; some of beguiling virgins with the

broken seals of perjury; some making the wars

tb.eir bulwark that have before gored the gentle

bosom, of peace uiih pillage and robbery. Now,
if these men have defeated the law and outrun

native punishment, though they can outstrip men
they have no wings to fly from God : war is his

beadle, war is his vengeance ; so that here men
are punished for before-breach of the king's

laws in now the king's quarrel : where they

feared the death they have borne life away ; and
v/here they would be safe they perish : then if

they die unprovided, no more is the king guilty

of their damnation than he was before guilty of

those impieties for the which they are now
visited. Every subject's duty is the king's; but

every subject's soul is his own. Therefore

Enould every soldier in the wars do as every sick

man in his bed,—wash every mote out of his

conscience : and dying so, death is to him ad-
vantage ; or not dying, the time was blessedly

lost wherein such preparation was gained : and
in him that escapes it were not sin to think that,

making God .so free an offer, he let him outlive
that day to see his greatness, and to teach
others how they should prepare.

Will. 'Tis certain, eveiy man that dies ill,

the ill upon his own head,—the king is not to

answer for it.

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for

me ; and yet I determine to fight lustily for him.
K. Hen. I myself heard the king say ha

would not be ransoined.

IVill. Ay, he said so, to m.ake us fight

cheerfully : but when our throats are cut he
may be ransomed, and we ne'er the wiser.

K. Hen. If I live to see it I will never trust

his word after.

Will. You pay him then ! That 's a perilous

shot out of an elder-gun, that a poor and a

private displeasure can do against a monarch !

you may as well go about to turn the sun to

ice with fanning in his face with a peacock's
feather. You '11 never trust his word after I

come, 'tis a foolish saying.

K. Hen. Your reproof is something too

round ; I should be angry with you if the time
were convenient.

Will. Let it be a quarrel between us if you
live.

A'. Hen. I embrace it.

IVill. How shall I know thee again ?

K. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I

will wear it in my bonnet : then, if ever thou
darest acknowledge it, I will make it myqnarrel.

M-'ill. Here 's my glove : give me another of

thine.

A'. Hen. There.
Will. This will I also wear in my cap: if

ever thou come to me and say, alter to-morrow,
This is my gloz'e, by this hand I will take thee

a box on the ear. [lenge it.

A'. /A'«. If ever I live to see it I will chal-

Will. Thou darest as well be hanged.

A'. Hen. Well, I will do it though I take

thee in the king's company.
Will. Keep thy word : fare thee well.

Bates. Be friends, ycni Englis'n fools, be
friends : we have French quarrels enow, if you
could tell how to reckon.

A'. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty
French crowns to one they will beat us ; for they

bear them on thcirshoulders: but ii is no English

treason to cut French crowns ; and to-morrow
the king himself will be a cHpocr.

\ Exeunt Soldiers.
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Upon the king !—let us our lives, our souls,

Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and
Our sins lay on the king ! VVe must bear all.

O hard condition, twin-born with greatness.

Subject to the breath of every fool, [ing !

Whose sense no more can feel but his own wring-

What infinite heart"s-ease must kings neglect

Tiiat private men enjoy !

And what have kings that privates have not too.

Save ceremony,—save general ceremony ?

And what art thcu, thou idol ceremony?
What kind of god art thou, that suffer'st more
Of mortal griefs than do thy worshippers?
What are thy rents ? what are thy comings-in ?

ceremony, show me but thy worlli I

What is thy soul of adoration ?

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form,

Creating aw e and fear in other men ?

Wherein thou art less happy being fear'd

Than they in fearing.

What drink'bt thou oft, instead of homage
sweet.

But poison'd flattery? O, be sick, great great-

ness.

And bid thy ceremon)' give thee cure i

Think'st thou the fiery fever will go out

With titles blown from adulation?

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ?

Canst thou, when thou command"st the beggar's

knee,

Command the health of it? No, thou proud
dream,

That play St so subtly with a king's repose:

1 am a king that find thee ; and I know
'Tis not the Ijalm, the sceptre, and the ball,

The sword, the mace, the crown imperial,

The intertissued robe of gold and pearl,

The farced title running 'fore the king,

Tiie throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp
Tliat beats upon the high shore of this world,

—

Ni), not all these, thrice gorgeous ceremony,
Nut all these, laid in bed majestical.

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave

\'v"ho, with a body fill'd and vacant mind,
Ciets him to rest, cramm'd with distressful bread;
Never sees honid night, the child of iiell

;

Bat, like a lackey, from the rise to set

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night

Sleeps in Elysium; next day, after dawn.
Doth rise and help Hyperion to his horse;

And follows so the ever-running year,

Vv'ith profitable labour, to his grave

:

And but for ceremony, such a wretch,

Winding up days with toil and nights with sleep,

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king.

The slave, a member of the country's peace,

Enjoys it ; but in gross brain little wots

What watch the king keeps to maintain ihe

peace
Whose hours the peasant best advantages.

Enter Erpixgiiam.

Eip. My loid, )uur nobles, jealous of )our
absence.

Seek through your camp to find you.
K. Hen. Good old knight,

Collect them all together at ni)- lent:

I '11 be before thee.

Ei-p. I shall do 't, my lord. {Exit.

A'. Hen. O God of battles! steel my soldiers'

hearts

;

Possess them not with fear 5 take from them now
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers
Pluck their hearts horn them !—Not to-day, O

Lord,

O, not to-day, think not upon the fault

My father made in compassing the crown !

I Richard's body have interred new,
And on it have l-estow'd more contrite tears

Than from it issu'd forced drops of blood

:

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay,
U'ho twice a day their wither'd hands hold up
Toward heaven, to pardon bkjod ; and I have

built

Two chantries, where the sad and solemn prRsts

S'ng still for Richard's soul. More will I do;
Though all that I can do is nothing worth,
Since that my penitence comes after all,

Imploring pardon.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. My hcge!
K. Hen. My brother Gloster's voice ?—Ay

;

I know thy errand, I will go with thee:

—

The day, my friends, and all things stay for me.
\Exeunl.

Scene II.— 77^^ French Camp.

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Ramrures, and
cli'.eri.

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour ; up, my
lords I

Dan. JMontez a cheval!—My horse! varlet,

iaquais! ha!
Ori. O brave spirit

!

Dait. Via !—les eaiix et la terre,—
Orl. Rienpttis ? Fair ct Icfeu,—
Ddu. del! cousin Orleans.

Enter Constal/le.

Now, my lord constable!

L'o>i. Hark, how our steeds for present ser-

vice reitrh

!

„ ^
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Dau. Mount ihem, and make incision in

iheir hides,

That their hot blood may spin in English eyes,

And dout lliem with superfluous courage, ha!
Ka»i. What, will you have them weep our

horses' blood?
Ilosv shall we, then, behold their natural tears?

Enter a Messenger.

I^Iess. The English are embattled, you PVench
peers.

Con. To horse, you gallant princes! straight

to hoisi-

1

Do but behold yon |)oor and starved band,

And your lair show shall suck away their souls,

Leaving them but the shales and husks of men.
There is not work enough for all our hands;
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins

To give each naked curtle-axe a stain,

Tiiat our French gallants shall to-day draw out,

And sheathe for lack of sport: let us but blow
on them,

The vapour of our valour will o'erturn them.
'Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords,

Thatour superfluous lackeys and our peasants,

—

Who in unnecessary action swarm
About our squares of battle,—were enow
To purge this field of such a hilding foe;

Though we upon this mountain's basis by
Took stand lor idle speculation, —
But that our honours must not. What 's to say?

A very little little let us do.

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound
The tueket-sonance and the note to mount:
For our approach shall SO much dare the field

That England shall couch down in fear and yield.

Enter Grandpree.

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords

of France?
Vond island carrions, desperate of their bones,

lU-favouredly become the morning field:

Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose,

And our air shakes ihem passing scornfully:

15ig Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar 'd host.

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps:

The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks,

With torcli staves in their hand; and their poor
jades

Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and
hips,

Thegum down-ropingfrom their pale-dead eyes.

And in their pale dull mouths the gimmel-bit
Ivies foul with chew'd grass, still and motionless;

And their executors, the knavish crows,
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour.

Description cannot suit itself in svords

To demonstrate the life of such a battle

In life so lifeless as it shows itself.

Con. They have said their prayers and they

stay for death. [fresh suits,

Dau. Shall we go send them diimers and
And give llieir fasting horses provender,

And after fight with them? [field!—
Con. I slay but for my guidon:—to the

I will the banner from a trumpet lake.

And use it for my haste. Come, come, away'.

The sun is high, and we outwear the day.

\_Exeunt,

SCKNE \l\.— The English Camp.

Enter tlie English Host ; Glostek, BicdforI),

I'.XKTKR, SaI,ISBURY, and WliSTMOKK-
l.AND.

Glo. Where is the king?
Bed. The king himself is rode to view their

battle.

IVcst. Of fighting men they have full three-

score thousand. [fresh.

Exe. There 's five to one ; besides, they all are

Sal. God's arm strike with us! 'tis a fearful

odds.

God b' wi' you, princes all ; [ '11 to my charge

:

If we no more meet till we meet in heaven.
Then joyfully,—my noble Lord of Bedford,

—

My dear Lord Gloster, —and my good Lord
Exeter,

—

And my kind kinsman,—warriors all, adieu !

Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury ; and good
luck go with thee! [day:

Exe. Farewell, kind lord ; fight valiantly to-

And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it.

For thou art fram'd of the finn truth of valour.

[^jrzV Salisbury.
Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindness;

Priiicely in both.

West. O that we now had here

Enter King Henry.

But one ten thousand of those men in England
That do no work to-day

!

K. Hen. What's he that wishes so?

My cousin Westmoreland?—No, my fair cousin:

If we are mark'd to die, we are enow
To do our country loss; and if to live,

The fewer men the greater share of honour.

Clod's will ! I pray thee, wish not one man more.
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold

;

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost

;

It yearns me not if men my garments wear;
Such outward things dwell not in my desires;

But if it be a sin to covet honour,
1 am the most offending soul alive.



SCENE IIlO KING HENRY V. 555

Ho, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England:
God's peace! I would not lose so great an

honour, [me,
As one man more, methinks, would sliare from
For the best hope I have. O do not wish one

more

!

[host,

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my
That he which hath no stomach to this fight.

Let him depart; his passport shall be made,
And crowns for convoy put into his purse:

We would not die in that man's company
That fears his fellowship to die wiih us.

This day is calld the feast of Crispian :

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd,
And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,

And say, To-morrow is Saint Crispian

:

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,

And say. These wounds I had on Crispin's day.

Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot,

But he '11 remember with advantages [names,
What feats he did that day: then shall our
Familiar in their mouths as household words,

—

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbur)' and Gloster,

—

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd.
This story shall the good man teach his son

;

And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,

From this day to the ending of the world.

But we in it shall be remembered,

—

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;

For he to-day that .sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother: be he ne'er so vile.

This day shall gentle his condition:

And gentlemen in England now a-bed [here.

Shall think themselves accurs'd they were not

And hold their manhoods cheap while any
speaks

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.

Re-enter Salisbury.

Sal. .My sovereign lord, bestow yourself

with speed

:

The French are bravely in their battles set,

And will with all expedience charge on us.

K. Hen. All things are ready if our minds
be so.

West. Perish the man whose mind is back-

ward now

!

K. Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from
England, coz?

West. God's will ! my liege, would you and
I alone,

Without more help, could fight this royal battle !

K. Hen. Why, now thou hast unwish'd five

thousand men

;

Which likes me better than to wish us one.

—

You know your places : God be with you all

!

Tucket. Ettter Montjoy.
Mont. Once more I come to know of thee.

King Harry,
If for thy ransom thou wilt now compound,
Hefore thy most assured overthrow:
P"or certainly thou art so near the gulf

Thou needs must be englulted. Besides, in

mercy.
The constable desires thee thou wilt mind
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire

From off these fields, where, wretches, their

poor bodies

Must lie and fester.

K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now?
Mont. The constable of I"ranee. [back:
K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my Ibrmeransw-er

Bid them achieve me, and then sell my bones.

Good God ! why should they mock poor
felk^ws thus?

The man that once did sell the lion's skin

While the beast liv'd was kill'd with hunting
him.

A many of our bodies shall no doubt
Find native graves; upon the which, I trust,

Shall witness live in brass of this day's work:
.\nd those that leave their valiant bones in

France, [hills,

Dying like men, though buried in your dung-
They shall be fam'd; for there the sun shall

greet them,
And draw their honours reeking up to heaven,
I^eaving their earthly parts to choke your clime.

The smell whereof shall breed a plague in

France.

Mark, then, abounding valour in our English,

That, being dead, like to the bullet's grazing,

Break out into a second course of mischief.

Killing in relapse of mortality.

Let me speak proudly :— tell the constable

We are but warriors for the working-di;)-

;

Our gayness and our gilt are all besniiicli'd

With rainy marching in the painful field;

There 's not a piece of feather in our host,—
Good argument, I hope, we will not fly,—
.\nd time hath worn us into slovenry:

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim ;

And my poor soldiers tell me yet ere right

They 'II be in fresher robes ; or they will pluck

The gay new coats o'er the French soldiers'

heads, [this,—

And turn them out of service. If they do
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As, if God please, they shall,—my ransom then
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy

labour

;

Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald

:

They shall have none, I swear, but these my
joints,—

Which if they have as I will leave 'em them,
Shall yield them little, tell the constable.

Mont. I shall, King Harry. And so, fare

thee well

:

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit.

A', //en. I fear thou wilt once more come
again for ransom.

Enter the DuKE OF York.

York. My Lord, most humbly on my knee
I beg

Tlie leading of the vaward.
A', /{en. Take it, brave York.—Now,

soldiers, march away :

—

And how tho» pleasest, God, dispose the day !

\_Exeutit.

Scene l\.— The Field of Battle.

Alarnt/ti. Exatrsions. ^«/^r French Soldier,

Pistol, and Boy.

Fist. Yield, cur !

F)-. Sol. Je pense que voiis Stes le getittl-

hoinme de bonne qualite.

Pist. Quality! Callino, castore me ! art thou
a gentleman ? what is thy name ? discuss.

/•>. Sol. O Seigneur Dieu I

Pist. O, Signieur Dew should be a gentle-

man:

—

Perpend my words, O Signieur Dew, and
mark ;

—

O Signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox.

Except, O Signieur, thou do give to me
Egregious ransom.

Fr. Sol. O prennez misericorde t ayez pitie
de iiioi !

Pist. Moy shall not serve ; I will have forty

moys ;

Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat

In drops of crimson blood.

Fr. Sol. Est-il impossible d^echapper laforce
de ton bras ?

/^ist. Brass, cur

!

T!iou damned and luxurious mountain-goat,
Oifer'st me brass?

Fr. Sol. pardonnez-moi

!

[moys?

—

Fist. Say'st thou me so? is that a ton of
Come hither, boy : ask me this slave in French
What is his name.

Hoy. Ecoutez : comment etes-vous appele?

Fr. Sol. Monsieur le Fer.

Boy. He says his name is Master Fer.

Pist. Master Fer ! I '11 fer him, and firk him,

and ferret him:—discuss the same in French
unto him.

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and
ferret, and firk.

Pist. Bid him prepare; for I will cut his

throat.

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, monsieur?
Boy. // me comrnande de vous dire que vous

faites vous pret ; ccrce soldc.t ici est dispose tout

a cette hcure do coupcr z'otrc gorge.

Pist. Out, coupe iagcyge, par mafoi, pesant.

Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns

;

Or mangled shalt thou be by tliia my sword.

Fr. Sol. O, je vous supplie, pour ramour de

Die'.i, me pardonner! Je suis gentilhojunie de

bonne maison: gardcz ma vie, et je vous don-

I ) cit- deux cents ecus.

Pist. What are his v/ords?

Bey. He prays you to save his life : he is a
gent/eman of a good house ; and for his ransom
he '.'ill give you two hundred crowns.

Pist. Tell him my fury shall abate, and I

The crowns will take.

Fr. Scil. Petit monsieur, que dit-il?

Boy, Z^ncore qiiil est contre son juremeut de

pardonner aucun prisonnier, tieanmoir.s, pour
les ecus que vous Pavez promis, il est content de

vous donner la liberte, le franchisement.

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je vous do)tne milk
remercimcns ; etje m'estime heureux quejz suis

tombe entre les mains d'un chevalier, je pense, le

plus brave, vail'ant, et tres distingue seigneur

cT .-ingleterre.

Pist. Expound unto me, boy.

Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a thou-

sand thanks ; and he esteems himself happy that

he hath fallen into the hands of one,—as he

thinks,—the most brave, valorous, and thrice-

worthy signieur of England.
Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mere)-

show.—Follow me ! [Exit.

Boy. Suivez-vous le grand capitaine. [Exii
French Soldier.] I did never know so full a

voice issue from so empty a heart : but the saying

is true,—the empty vessel makes the greatest

sound. Bardolph and Nym had ten limes more
valour than this roaring devil i' the old play, that

every one may pare his nails with a wooden
dagger; and they are both hanged ; and so would
this be if he durst steal anything adventurously.

I must stay with the lackeys, with the luggage

of our camp : the French might have a good prey

of U3 if he knew of it ; for there is none to guard

it but boys. \,£xit.
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Sci:nk v.—Another pari of the Field of Battle.

Alarums. Enter DAUPHIN, Orleans, Bouk-

BON, Constable, Rambures, and uthers.

Con. Odiable!

Orl. O seigneur! le jour est perdu, tout est

perdu!
Dau. Mart de ma vie! all is confounded, all

!

Reproach and everlasting shame [tune!—

Sits mocking in our plumes.— C? mcchante for-

Do not run away. \A short alarum.

Con. Why, all our ranks are broke.

Dau. O perdurable shame !—let 's stab our-

selves, [for?

Be these the wretches that we play'd at dice

Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his

ransom? [but shame

!

Bour. Shame, and eternal shame, nothing

Let us die in honour: once more back again ;

And he that will not follow Bourbon now.

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand,

Lilcc a base pander, hold the chamber-door

Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog,

His fairest daughter is contaminated. [now !

Con. Disorder, that hath spoil'd us, friend us

Let us on heaps go offer up our lives

Unto these English, or else die wild fame.

Orl. We are enow yet living in the field

To smother up the English in our throngs.

If any order might be tliought upon.

Bour. The devil take order now ! I '11 to the

throng:

Let life be short, else shame will be too long.

[E.xeunt.

Scene VI.

—

Another part of the Field.

Alarums. Enter KiNG Menry and Forces,

Exeter, and others.

K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice-valiant

countrymen

:

[field.

Bui all 's not done ;
yet keep '.lie French the

E.xe. The Duke of York commends him to

your majesty.

A'. Hen. Lives he, good uncle? thrice within

this hour

I saw him down ; thrice up again, and fighting ;

I rom helmet to the spur all blood he was.

Exe. In which array, brave soldier, doth he lie

L.uding the plain; and by his bloody side,—

\()ke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,—

The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies.

Suffolk first died: and York, all haggled over,

Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteep'd.

And takes him by the beard; kisse- the ga^l-.es

That blondiiv did yawn u|inn his t\n-,

And cries aloud, Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk!

My soul shall ihine keep company to heaven ;

Tarry, sweet so:;l,f::- wine, then fly a-breast

;

As in this g!orio::s and wellfoughtcnfeld

We kept together in our chivalry!

Upon these words I came and cheer'd him un:

He smil'd me in the face, raught me his hantl,

And, with a feeble grip, says, Dear my lord.

Commend my service to my sovereign.

So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck

He threw his wounded arm, and kiss'd hi^' lips;

And so, espous'd to death, with blood he ^^\k\W

A testament of noble-ending love.

The pretty and sweet m.anner i.f it foic'd

Those waters from me which 1 would have

stopp'd ;

But I had not .so much of man in me,

.'\nd all my mothei came into mine eyes,

.'\nd gave me up to tears.

K. Hen. I blame you not ;

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound

With n-.istful eyes, or they will issue too.

—

[.Alarum.

But, hark ! what new alari;-^' is this same?--
^

The French have reinforc'ci their -riUter'd

men :

—

Then every soldier kill his [-.nsoners;

Give the word through. {Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

Another part of the Field.

Alarums. Enter Fluei.i.en and GowER.

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage! 'tis ex-

pressly against the law of arms: 'tis as arrant a

piece of knavery, mark you now, as can be

offered; in your conscience, now, is it not?

Gow. 'Tis certain there 's not a boy left alive

;

and the cowardly rascals that ran from the battle

have done this slaughter: besides, they have

burned and carried away all that was in the

king's tent ; wherefore the king, most worthil,v,

hath caused every soldier to cut his prisoner's

throat. O, 'tis a gallant king!

1-iu. Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, Captain

Gower. What call you the town's name where

.'Mexander the pig was porn?

Gow. Alexander the Great.

/'///. Why, I pray you, is not pig great? the

pig, or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or

the magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save

the phrase is a little variations.

Gow. I think Alexander the Great was born

in Macedon: his father was called Philip of

Macedon, as I take it.

Flu. I think it is in Macedon where Alex-

ander is porn. I tell you, captain, if you look

1.. tiie nip <s of the ',.i'.d, I warrant vnn '.l^all
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find, in the comparisons between Macedon and
Monmouth, that the situations, look you, is both
alike. There is a river in Macedon ; and there

is also moreover a river at Monmouth : it is

called Wye at Monmouth ; but it is out of my
prains what is the name of the other river; but

'tis all one, 'tis alika as my fingers is to my
fingers, and there is salmons in both. If you
mark Alexander's life well, Harry of Mon-
mouth's life is come after it indifferent well; for

there is figures in all things. Alexander,—Got
knows, and you know,—in his rages, and his

furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and his

moods, and his displeasures, and his indigna-

tions, and also being a little intoxicates in his

prains, did, in his ales and his angers, look you,
kill his pest friend, Clytus.

Go7v. Our king is not like him in that : he
nevei killed any of his friends.

Fhi. It is not well done, mark you now, to

take tiie tales out of my mouth ere it is made
and finished. I speak but in the figures and
comparisons of it : as Alexander is kill his friend

Clytus, being in his ales and his cups; so also

Harry Monmouth, being in his right wits and
his goot judgments, turned away the fat knight
with the great pelly-doublet : lie was full of jests,

and gipes, and knaveries, and mocks; I have
forgot his name.

Go2v. Sir John Falstaff.

F/u. That is he :—I can tell you there is goot
men porn at Monmouth.

Go'w. Here comes his majesty.

AlariDH. Enter KiNG HenrY, vjitk a /^art of
the English Forces; VVarwiC|<:, Gi.OSTi:r,
Exeter, and others.

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to

France
Until this instant.—Take a trumpet, herald;
Ride thou unto the horsemen on yond hill

:

If they will fight with us, bid them come down.
Or void the field ; they do offend our sight

:

If they'll do neither, we will come to them,
And make them skirr away as swift as stones
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings:

Besides, we 'II cut the throats of those we have

;

And not a man of them that we shall take
Sliall ta.ste our mercy:—go and tell them so.

Fxe. Here conies the herald of the French,
my liege. [be.

G!o. His eyes are humbler than they us'd to

Enter MONTJOY.

Ji. Hen. How novir! what means this, herald?
kncw'st thou not

That I have fin'd these bones of mine for ransom?
Com'st thou again for ransom?

Mont. No, great king:

I come to thee for charitable license,

That we may wander o'er this bloody field

To book our dead, and then to bury them ;

To sort our nobles from our common men

;

For many of our princes,—woe the while!

—

Lie drown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood ;

—

So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs

In blood of princes;—and their wounded steeds

Fret fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage

V'erk out their armed heels at their dead masters,

Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great king,

To view the field in .safety, and dispose

Of their dead bodies !

/C. Hen. I tell thee truly, herald,

I know not if the day be ours or no

;

For yet a many of your horsemen f)cer

And gallop o'er the field.

Mont. The day is yours.

fC. Hen. Praised be God, and notourstrength,
for it !

—

What is this castle call'd that stands hard by?
Mont. They call it .\gincourt. [court,

A'. Hen. Then call we this the field of Agin-
Fought on the day of Crispin Crisjiianus.

Flu. Your grandfather offamous memor}', an 't

please your majesty, and your great-uncle Ed-
ward the Plack Prince of Wales, as I have read

in the chronicles, fought a most prave pattle

here in France.

K. Hen. They did, Fluellen.

Fhi. Your majesty says very true: if your
majesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen
did goct service in a garden where leeks did
grow, V/earing leeks in their Monmouth caps;
which, your majesty knows, to this hour is an
honourable padge of the service; and I do pe-
lieve your majesty takes no scorn to wear the
leek upon Saint Tavy's day.

A'. Hen. I v/ear it for a memorable honoiir;

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman.
Flu. All the water in Wye cannot wash your

majesty's Welsh plood out of your pody, I can
tell you that : Got pless it and preser\-e it as long
as it pleases his grace and his majesty too!

A'. Hen. Thanks, good my countrj-man.
/•"/«. By Cheshu, I am your majesty's country,

man, I care not who know it; I will confess it

to all the 'orld : I need not be ashamed of your
majesty, praised be Got, so lo.ng as your majesty
is an honest man. [with him :

K. Hen. God keep me so !—Our heralds go
Bring me just notice of the numbers dead
On both our parts.—Call yonder fellow hither.

i.
Points to Will. Exetnit Mont, and others.



SCENE vn.] KING HENRY V. 559

Exe. Soldier, you must come to the king.

A'. Hen. Soldier, why wearcst thou that glove

in thy cap?
IVilL All 't please your majesty, 'tis the gage

of one thai 1 should fight wiihal, if he be alive.

A'. Hen. An Englishman?
li'ill. An 't please your majesty, a rascal that

swaggered with nie last nighi ; who, if alive and
ever dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn

to take him a bo.x o' the ear : or if 1 can see my
glove in his cap,—which he swore, as he was a

soldier, he would wear if alive,— I will strike it

out soundly.

A'. Hen. What think you, Captain Fluellen?

is it fit this soldier keep his oath ?

Flu. He is a craven and a villain else, an 't

please your majesty, in my conscience.

A'. Hen. It may be his enemy is a gentleman

of great sort, quite from the answer of his dc.--

gree.

Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as the

tcvil is, as Lucifer and Belzebub himself, it i.=;

necessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow
and his oath: if he be perjured, see you nov.',

his reputation is as arrant a villain and a Jack
sauce as ever his plack shoe trod upon Got's

ground and his earth, in my conscience, la.

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when
thou meetest the fellow.

li'ill. So I will, my lirge, as I live.

K. Hen. Who serves! liiou under?

Will. Under Captain Gower, my liege.

Fill. Gower is a goot captain, and is goot

knowledge and literatured in the wars.

A'. Hen. Call him hiiher to me, soldier.

Will. I will, my liege. YE-xil.

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen ; wear thou this

favour for me, and stick it in tny cap: when
Alcni^on and myself were down together I

pluck'd this glove from his helm : if any man
challenge this, he is a friend to Alen^on and an

enemy to our person ; if thou encounter any such.

apprehend him, an thou dost love me.

Flu. Your grace does me as great honours as

can be desired in the hearts of his subjects: I

would fain see the man that has but two leg-

that shall find himself aggriefed at this glove,

that is all ; but I would fain see it once, and

please Got of his grace that I might see it.

A'. Hen. Knowest thou Gower?
Flu. He is my dear friend, an please you.

K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek him, and brini;

him to my tent.

Flu. i will fetch him. \E.xil.

K. Hen. My Lord of Warw ick and my brother

Gloster,

Follow Fluellen cl-.^ciy at the heels:

The glove which I have given him for a favour

May haply purcliase him a box o' the ear;

It is the soldier's; I, by bargain, should

Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Warwick

:

If that the soldier strike him,—as I judge

By his blunt bearing he will keej) l.is woid,

—

Some sudden mischief may arise ot it

;

For I do know Fluellen valiant.

And, touch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder,
And quickly will return an injury: [them.

—

Follow, and see there be no harm between

Go you with me, uncle of E.\etei. \_Exeunt.

Scene VIII.— Before\\.\'!^o Henry's Pavilion.

Enter Gower and Williams.

Will. 1 warrant it is to knight you, captain.

Enter Fluei.lkn.

Fhi. Got's will and his pleasure, captain, I

peseech you now, come apace to the king : there

is more goot toward you peradvenlure than is in

your knowledge to dream of.

Will. Sir, know you this glove? [glove.

Flu. Know the glove ! 1 know the gluve is a

Will. I know this; and thus I challenge it.

\Strih-es him.

Fin. 'Sblood, an arrant traitor as any 's in the

universal 'orld, or Irt France, or in England 1

Caw. How now, sir! you villain !

Will. Do you think I '11 be forsw orn ?

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower ; I will give

treason his payment into plows, I warrant you.

Will. I am no traitor.

Flu. That 's a lie in thy throat.— I charge

you in his majesty's name, apprehend him : he 's

a friend of the Duke Alen9on's.

Enter W.'VRWiCK and Guostv.k.

War. How now, how now! what's the

matter?

Flu. IMy Lord of Warwick, here is,— praised

be Got for it !—a most contagious treason come

to light, look you, as you shall desire in a

summer's day.— Here is his majesty.

Enter KiNG Henry aW Kxf.ter.

K. Hen. How now! what's the matter?

Flu. My liege, here is a villain and a traitor,

that, look your grace, has struck the glove which

your majesty is takeout of the helmet of Alen9on.

Will. My liege, this was my glove; here is

the fellow of it ; and he that I gave it to in

change promised to wear it in his cap: I pro-

mised to strike him if he did : I met this man
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with my glove in his cap, and I have been as

good as my word.

Flu. Your majesty hear now,—saving your

majesty's manhood,—what an arrant, rascally,

beggarly, lousy knave it is : 1 hope your majesty

is pear me testimony and witness, and will

avouchment, this is the y;love of Alen^on that

your majesty is give me, in your conscience, now.
K. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier: look,

here is the fellow of it.

'Twas I, indeed, thou promiscdst to strike;

And thou hast given me most bitter terms.

Flu. An please your majesty, let his neck
answer for it if there is any martial lavv in the

'orld. [tion?

A'. Flen. How canst thou make me satisfac-

IVill. All offences, my liege, come from the

heart : never came any from mine that might
oiilsnd your majesty.

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse.

I'Vill. Your majesty came not like yourself:

you appeared to me but as a common man

;

witness the night, your garments, your lowli-

ness; and what your highness suffered under
that shape I beseech you lake it for your own
fault, and not mine : for had you been as I took
you for, I made no offence; therefore, I beseech
your highness, pardon me.

A'. Jleii. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove

with crowns,
.-Vnd give it to this fellow.—Keep it, fellow;

And wear it for an honour in thy cap
Till I do challenge it.—Give him the crowns:

—

And, captain, you must needs be friends with
him.

Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow

has mettle enough in his pelly:—hold, ihere is

twelve pence for you; and I pray you to serve

Got, and keep you out of prawls, and prabbles,

and quarrels, and dissensions, and, I warrant
you, it is the petter for you.

IVtll, I will none of your money.
Flu. It is with a goot will; I can tell you it

will serve you to mend your shoes: come,
wherefore should you be so pashful ? your shoes
is not so goot : 'tis a goot silling, I warrant you,
or I will change it.

E>iter an English Herald.

K. Hen. N<jw, herald,—are the dead num-
ber'd?

Her. Here is the number of the slaughter'd

French. [Delivers a paper.
K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort .are

taken, uncle? [king;
Exe. Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to the

Jol'.n Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt :

Of other lords and barons, knights and squires,

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men.
K. Hen. This note doth tell me of ten

thousand French [number.
That in the field lie slain; of princes, in this

And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead
One hundred twenty-six : added to these.

Of knights, escjuires, and gallant gentlemen,
Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the which
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb'd knights:
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost.

There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ;

The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights,

squires,

And gentlemen of blood and qualiiy.

The names of those their nobles that lie dead,

—

Charles F)e-la-bret, high-constable of France ;

Jaques of Chalillon, admiral of France ;

The master of the cross-bows, Lord Rambures

;

Great-master of France, the brave Sir Guischard
Dauphin ; [baiU,

John Duke of .^lencon ; Antony Duke of Bra-
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy

;

And Edward Duke of Bar : of lusty earls,

Grandpree and Roussi, P'auconberg and Foix,

Beaumont and Marie, Vaudemont and Lestrale.

Here was a royal fellowship of death. !

—

\Vhere is the number of our English dead?
[Herald presents another paper.

Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk,

Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire:

None else of name; and of all other men
But five-and-twenty.—O God, thyarmwashere;
And not to us, but to thy arm alone,

-A.scribe we all I—When, without stratagem.

But in phun shock and even play of battle,

Was ever known so great and little loss

On one part and on the other?—Take it, God,
For it is none but thine !

Exe. 'Tis wonderful !

K. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the

village :

And be it death proclaimed through our host

To boast of this, or take that praise from God
Which is his only.

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty,

to tell how many is killed ?

K. Hen. Yes, captain ; but with this acknow-
ledgment,

That God fought for us.

Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great goot.

K. Hen. Do we all holy rites

:

Let there be sung Non nobis and Te Deum

;

The dead with charity enclos'd in clay:

We'll then to Calais; and to England then;
Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy

men. lExeu/ii,
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Enter Chorus.

Chor. Vouchsafe to those that have not read
the story,

That I may prompt them: and of such as have,

I humbly pray them to admit the excuse

Of lime, of numbers, and due course of things,

Which cannot in their huge and proper life

Be here presented. Now we bear the king
Toward Calais: grant him there; (here seen,

Heave him away upon your winged thoughts
Athwart t'le sea. Behold, the English beach
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, and

boys,

Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep-
mouth'd sea,

Which, like a mighty whiffler, 'fore the king
Seems to prepare his way: so let him land;
And solemnly see him set on to London.
So swift a pace hath thought that even now
You may imagine him upon Blackheath

;

Where that his lords desire him to have borne
His bruised helmet and his bended sword
Before him through the city: he forbids it,

Being free from vainness and self-glorious

pride

;

Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent.

Quite from himself to God. But now behold,
In the quick forge and working-house of

thought.

How London doth pour out he>- citizens

!

The mayor and all his brethren, in best sort,

—

Like to the senators of the antique Rome,
With the plebeians swarming at their heels,

—

Go forth, and fetch their conquering Csesar in

:

As, by a lower but by loving likelihood.

Were now the general of our gracious em-
press,

—

As in good tim.e he may,—from Ireland coming,
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword,
How many would the peaceful city quit
To welcome him ! much more, and much more

cause.

Did they this Harry. Now in London place
him ;

—

As yet the lamentation of the French
Invites the King of England's stay at home

;

The emperor's coming in behalf of Franco,
To order peace between them ;—and omit
All the occurrences, whatever chanc'd,
Till Harry's back-return again to France

:

There must we bring him; and myself have
play'd

The interim, by remembering you 'tis past.

Then brook abridgment; and your eyes advance,
After your thoughts, straif^ht bnck again to

France. ^ Exit.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

France. An English Court of
Guard.

Enter Fluellen and Gower.

Gow. Nay, that 's right ; but why wear
you your leek to-day? Saint Davy's day is

past.

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and
wherefore in all things: I will tell you, as my
friend. Captain Gower:—the rascally, scald,
peggarly, lousy, pragging knave, Pistol,—which
you and yourself, and all the 'orld, know to be
no petter than a fellow, look you now, of no
merits,—he is come to me, and prings me pread
and salt yesterday, look you, and pid me eat
my leek : it was in a place where I could not
preed no contention w ith him ; but I will be so
pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him once
again, and then I will tell him a little piece of
my desires.

Goiu. Why, here he comes, swelling like a
turkey-cock'.

Flu. 'Tis no matter for his swellings nor his

turkey-cocks.

Enter PiSTOL.

Got pless you, Auncient Pistol ! you scurvy,

lousy knave. Got pless you !

Pist. Ha! art thou bedlam? dost thou thirst,

base Trojan,

To have me fold up Parca's fatal web?
Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek.

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy
knave, at my desires, and my requests, and my
petitions, to eat, look you, this leek: because,
look you, you do not love it, nor your affec-

tions, and your appetites, and your digestions,

does not agree with it, I would desire you to

eat it.

Pist. Not for Cadwallader and all his goats.

Fiu. There is one goat for you. [Stri/ces

him.'\ Will you be so goot, scald knave, as
eat it?

Pist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die.

F/u. You say very true, scald knave,—when
Got's will is : I will desire you to live in the
meantime and eat your victuals: come, there is

sauce for it. \^Strikinghiin again.'l You called

me yesterday moimtain-squire; but I will make
you to-day a squire of low degree. I pray you,
fall to: if you can mock a leek you can eat a
leek.

G01V. Enough, captain : you have astonished
him.
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Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part of

my leek, or I will peat his pate four days.— Pite,

I pray you ; it is goot for your green wound and
your ploody coxcomb.

Pist. Must I bite?

Flu. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt, and
out of question too, and ambiguities.

Pist. By this leek, I will most horribly re-

venge: I eat, and eke, I swear

—

Flu. Eat, 1 pray you: will you have some
more sauce to your leek? there is not enough
leek to swear by.

Pisl. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see I

cat.

Fin. Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily.

Nay, pray you, throw none away; the skin is

goot for your prokcti coxcomb. When you take

occasions to see leeks hereafter, I pray you,

mock at 'em ; that is all.

Pist. Good.
Flu. Ay, leeks is goot:—hold you, there is a

groat to heal your pate.

Pist. Me a groat!

Flu. Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take

it ; or I have another leek in my pocket which
you shall eat.

Pist. I take thy groat in earnest of revenge.

Flu. If I owe you anything I will pay you in

cudgels: you shall be a woodmonger, and buy
nothing of me but cudgels. God b' wi' you,

and keep you, and heal your pate. \Exit.

Pist. All hell shall stir for this.

Gow. Go, go; you are a counterfeit cowardly
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition,

—begun upon an honourable respect, and worn
a."; a memorable trophy of predeceased valour,

—

and dare not avouch in your deeds any of your
words? I have seen you gleeking and galling

at this gentleman twice or thrice. You thought,

because he could not speak English in the

native garb, he could r.ot therefore handle an
English cudgel: you find it otherwise; and
henceforth let a Welsh correction teach you
a good English condition. Fare ye well.

[Exit.

Pist. Doth Fortune play the huswife with

me now ?

News have I that my Nell is dead i' the spital

Of malady of France

;

And there my rendezvous is quite cut of"f.

Old I do wax; and from my weary limbs

Honour is cudgell'd. Well, bawd will I turn,

And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand.

To England will I steal, and there I '11 steal

:

And patches will I get unto these scars,

And swear I r;ot thein in th? Gallia wars.

[Exit.

Scene II.

—

Troves in Champa^nf.

An Apartment itt the French Kim;'s Palace.

Enter at one door. King Henry, BEDFOKn,
Glostek, Exeter, Warwick, Westmore-
land, and other Lords ; at another, the

French King, Queen Isahei., the Prin-
cess KATHARlNn, LorJ":. Ladies, 6^f., the

Duke of Burgundy, and his Train.

K. Hen. Pe.ice to this meeting, wherefore

we are met

!

Unto our brother France, and to our sister,

Health and fair time of day;—ioy and good
wishes [ine ;

—

To our most fair and princely cousin Kathar-

And,—as a branch and member of tliis royalty.

By whom this .^reat assembly is co Uiiv'd,

—

We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy;

—

And, princes French, and peers, health to you
all

!

[your fuce,

Fr. A'ing. Right joyous are v.-e to behold

Most worthy brother England; fairly met:

—

So are you, princes English, every one.

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother

England,
Of this good day and of this gracious meeting

As wc ere now glad to behold your eyes;

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in ihem
.\gainst the French, that met them in their bent,

The fatal balls of murdering bxsilisks:

The venom of such looks, v/c fairly liope.

Have lost their quality; and that this day
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into lovp.

K. Hen. To cry amen lo that, thus we appear.

Q. Isa. YouEnglishprincesall.Idosaluteyou.

Bur. My duty to you both, on equal love.

Great Kings of France and England ! Th:U I

have labour'd [ours.

With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeav-

To bring your most imperial majesties

Unto this bar and royal interview.

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness.

Since then my othce hath so far prevail'd

That face to face and royal eye to eye

You have congreeted, let it not flisj^race me
If I demand, before this royal view,

What rub or whr.t impediment there is

WHiy that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace,

Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyUd birliis,

Should not, in this best garden of the world.

Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage?

Alas, she halh from France too long been chas'dl

And all hL-r husbandry doth lie on heaps,

Corrupting in its own fertility.

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart,

Unpruned dies; her hedges even-pleach'd,
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Like prisoners wildly overgrown with hair,

I'ut forth disordcr'd twigs; her fallow leas

Tlie darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory

Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts,

That chould derucinatc such cavagery ;

The even mead, < t erst brought sweetly forth

The frccltlcd co«'slip, burnet, and green clover,

Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank,

Concjives by itlienccs, and notliing teems
But hatelul (IolUs, rough thistles, kecksies, burs,

Losing both beauty and utility. [hedges,

Ani' as our vineyards, fallows, r^cads, and
Defective in their n-.turcs, [;row 1 ) wildness,

F.ven so our houces and ourselv.-. and children

Have lost, or do not learn for want of lime,

The sciences that should become our country

;

But grow, like ravages,- -as soldiers will,

That nothing do but i leditate c .; blood,

—

To swearing and stern loob.s, diffus'd attire,

And everything that .- ms unnatural.

Which to reduce into our former fivour

You are .issembrd: and my rpeecli entreats

That I may know the let why gentle Peace
Should not expel ''lese inconveniences.

And bless us witli her former qualities.

A'. Heji. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would
the p- ',ce

Whose want gives growth 1 > thf' imperfections
Which )-ou have cited, you must buy that peace
Vv ilh full accord to all our just demands ;

Whose tenors and particular e.'ects

\'oii iiave, enschedul d briefly, in your hands.
Bur. The king hath heard them ; to the

which as yet

There is no answer made.
A'. Hen. Well, then, the peace

^Vllich you before so urg'd lies in his answer.
/>. A'inj^. 1 have but with a cursory eye

' )"erglanc'd the articles: pleaseih your grace
To appoint some of your council presently
To sit with us once more, with better heed
To re-survey them, we will suddenly
j'ass our accept and peremptory answer.

A'. Hun. Brother, we shall.—Go, uncle
Exeter,— [Gloster,

—

And brother Clarence, — and you, brother
Warwick,—.and Huntington,—go with the king;
And take with you free power to ratify.

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best
.Shall see advantageal)le for our dignity.

Anything in or out of our demands;
Andwe'll consign thereto.—Will you.fairsister,

Go with the princes or stay here with us?

Q. ha. Our gracious brother, I will go with
them ;

Haply a woman's voice may do some good
When articles too nicely urg'd be stood on.

A'. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine
here with us:

She is our capital demand, compris'd
Within the fore-rank of our articles.

Q. ha. She hath good leave.

{Exeicnt all but K. Hen., Kath., and A-licy..

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, .and most fair !

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms
Such as will enter at a lady's ear,

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart ?

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me ; I

cannot speak your England.
A". Hen. O f.;ir Katharine, if you will love

me soundly with your French heart, I will be
glad to hear you C(infess it brokenly with your
English tongue. Do you like me, Kate?

K'a/k. Pardonnez-mo!, I cannot tell vat is

lilce me.
A'. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate, and

you are like an angel.

A'ath. Que dit-il? qtte je suis semhlable h les

anges?
Alice. Oui, vrahnent, sanf votre g7-ace, ainsi

dit-il.

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine; and I

must riot blush to aftirm it.

A'ath. O ben Dien! les langncs des honnnes
so7:t /'leines de tfon!/>eries.

A'. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the
tongues of men are full of deceits?

Alice. Oui, dat de tongues of de mans is be
full of deceits,—dat is de princess.

A'. Hen. The princess is the better English-
woman, r faith, Kate, my wooing is ht for

thy imderstanding: I am glad thou canst speak
no better English; for if thou couldst, thou
wouldsi find me such a plain king that thou
wouldst think I had sold my farm to buy my
crown. I know no ways to mince it in lo\e,

but directly to say I love you : then, if you urge
me further thair to say, Do you in faith? I wear
out my suit. Give me your answer; i' faith,

do ; and so clap hands and a bargain: how say
you, lady?

Kath. Saitfvoirehoitneur, me understand veil.

K. Hen. IMarr\-, if you w'ould put ine to

verses or to dance for your sake, Kate, why
you undid me : for the one I have neither v/crds
nor measure, and for the other I have no
strength in measure, yet a reasonable measure
in strength. If I could win a lady at leap-frog,

or by vaulting into my saddle with my armour
on my back, under tlie correction of bragging
be it spoken, I should quickly leap into a wife.

Or if I might buffet for my love, or bound my
horse for her favours, I could lay on like a
butcher, and sit like a jack-an-apes, never ofL

,
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But, before God, Kate, I cannot look greenly,

nor gasp out my eloquence, nor I have no cun-

ning in protestation; only downright oaths,

which I never use till urged, nor never break

for urging. If thou canst love a fellow of this

temper, Kate, whose face is not worth sun-burn-

iiii);, that never looks in his glass for love of any-

thing he sees there, let thine eye be thy cook.

I speak to thee plain soldier : if thou canst love

nie for this, take me ; if not, to say to thee that

I shall die is true,—but for thy love, by the

Lord, no ; yet I love thee too. And while thou

livest, dear Kale, take a fellow of plain and un-

coined constancy; for he perforce mu:t do thee

right, because he hath not the gift to woo in

olher places : for these fellows of infinite tongue,

tliat can rhyme themselves into ladies' favours,

they do always reason themselves out again.

What 1 a speaker is but a prater ; a rhyme is

but a ballad. A good leg will fall ; a straight

back will stoop; a black beard will turn white;

a curled pate will grow bald ; a fair face will

wither; a full eye will wax hollow: but a good
heart, Kate, is the sun and the moon ; or,

rather, the sun, and not the moon,—for it

shines bright and never changes, but keeps his

course truly. If thou would have such a one,

take me: and take me, take a soldier ; take a

soldier, take a king: and what sayest ihou,

then, to my love? speak, my fair, and fairly, I

pray thee.

Kath. Is it possible dat I should love de

enemy of France ?

K. Hen. No ; it is not possible you should

love the enemy of France, Kate : but in loving

me you should love the friend of France; for I

love France so well that I will not part with a

village of it ; I will have it all mine : and, Kate,

when France is mine and I am yours, then

yours is France and you are mine.

Katk. I cannot tell vat is dat.

K. Hen. No, Kate? I will tell thee in

French ; which I am sure will hang upon my
tongue like a new-married wife about her hus-

band's neck, hardly to be shook off. Quand
fat la possession de France, et qtiand voiis avez

la possession de inoi,—let me see, what then?
Saint Denis be my speed !

—

done votre est France
et vous etes mienne. It is as easy for me, Kate,

to conquer the kingdom as to speak so much
more French: I shall never move thee in

French, unless it be to laugh at me.
Katk. Sauf votre honneiir, le Franfais que

votis paries est ineilleur que tAnglais leqttel je

parte.

Hen. No, faith, is't not, Kate: but thy

i^ ^„..ing of my tongue, and I thine, m.ost truly

falsely, must needs be granted to be much at

one. But, Kate, dost thou understand thus

much English,—Canst thou love me?
Kalh. I cannot tell.

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell,

Kate? I'll ask them. Come, I know thou

lovest me : and at night, when you cumc into

your closet, you'll question this gentlewoman
about me; and I know, Kate, you will to her

dispraise those parts in me that you love wiih

your heart: but, good Kate, mock me merci-

fully; the rather, gentle princess, because I love

tliee cruelly. If ever thou be'st mine, Kate,

—

as I have a saving faith wiiiiin me tells me thou

shalt,— I get thee with scambling, and thou nuist

therefore needs prove a good st)ldier-brecder:

shall not thou and I, between Saint Denis and
Saint George, compound a boy, half French,

half English, that shall go to Constantinople

and take the Turk by the beard? shall we not?

what sayest thou, my fair flower-de-luce?

Kath. I do not know dat.

K. Hen. No ; 'tis hereafter to know, but now
to promise: do but now promise, Kate, you
will endeavour for your French part of such a

boy; and for my English moiety take the v/ord

of a king and a bachelor. How answer you,

la plus belle Katharine du tnonde, vion trH
cherc et diving deesse?

Kath. V'our majeste 2.\'Gfausse French enough
to deceive de most sage damoiselle dat 'v~, en

France.

K. Hen. Now, fie upon my false French!
By mine honour, in true English, I love thee.

Kale: by which honour I dare not swear thou

lovest me; yet my blood begins to flatter me
that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor and
untempering effect ofmy visage. Now, beshrew
my father's ambition ! he was thinking of civil

wars when he got me : therefore was I created

with a stubborn outside, with an aspect of iron,

that when I come to woo ladies I fright them.

But, in faith, Kate, the elder I wax the better

I shall appear: my comfort is that old age, that

ill layer-up of beauty, can do no more spial

upon my face: thou hast me, if thou hast me,
at the worst ; and thou shalt wear me, if thou

wear me, better and better:—and therefore tell

me, most fair Katharine, will you have me ?

Put off your maiden blushes ; avouch the

thoughts of your heart with the looks of an em-
press; take me by the hand and say,—Harry

of England, I am thine : which word thou shalt

no sooner bless mine ear withal but I will tell

thee aloud, England is thine, Ireland is thine,

France is thine, and Henry Plantagenet is

thine ; who, though I speak it before his face.
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if he be not fellow with the best king, thou
shalt find the best king of good fellows. Come,
your answer in broken music,—for thy voice is

music and thy English broken ; therefore, queen
of all, Katharine, break thy mind to me in

broken English,—wilt thou have me?
Kath. Dat is as it sail please de roi vion pere.

K. Hen. Nay, it will please him well, Kale,
—it shall please him, Kate.

Kath. Den it sail also content me.
K. Hen. Upon that I kiss your hand, and I

call you my queen.
Kath. Laissez, mon seigneur, laissez, laissez:

mafoi,Je ne veux point que vous abaissez voire

grandeur en baisant la main dune voire indigne
seiinteur ; excuscz-moi, je vous supplie, mon
tres puissant seigneur.

K. Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate.
Kath. Les dames et demoiselles pour etre

baisees devant leur noces, il tiest pas le coutume
de Frafice.

K. Hen. Madam, my interpreter, what says

she?
Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion/^?<r les ladies

of France,— I cannot tell vat is baiser en
Anglish.

K. Hen. To kiss.

Alice. Your majesty entendre oeltre que tnoi.

K. Hen. It is not a fashion for the maids in

France to kiss before they are married, would
she say?

Alice. Oui, vraiment.

K. Hen. O Kate, nice customs court'sy to

great kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be

confined within the weak list of a country's

fashion: we are the makers of manners, Kate;
and the liberty that follows our places stops the

mouth of all find-faults,—as I will do yours for

upholding the nice fashion of your country in

denying me a kiss: therefore, patiently and
yielding. [Kissing he7:'\ You have witchcraft
in your lips, Kate: there is m.ore eloquence in

a sugar touch of ihem than in the tongues of the
French council ; and they should sooner per-

suade Harry of England than a general peti-

tion of monarchs.—Here comes your father.

Enter the French ICing and Queen, Bur-
GiTNDv, Bedford, Gloster, Exeter,
Warwick, Westmoreland, and other
French and English Lords.

Bur. God save your majesty! my royal
cousin,

Teach you our princess English?
K. Hen. I w^ould have her learn, my fair

cousin, how perfectly I love her; and that is

good English.

Bur. Is she not apt?

K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz, and my
condition is not smooth ; so that, having neither

the voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I

cannot so conjure up the spirit of love in her
that he will appear in his true likeness.

Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth if I

answer you for that. If you would conjure in

her you must make a circle ; if conjure up love

in her in his true likeness, he must appear naked
and blind. Can you blame her, then, being a
maid yet rosed-over with the virgin crimson of
modesty, if she deny the appearance of a naked
blind boy in her naked seeing self? It were,
my lord, a hard condition for a maid to consign
to.

K. Hen. Yet they do wink and yield ; as love
is blind and enforces.

Bjir. They are then excused, my lord, when
they see not what they do.

K. Hen. Then, good my lord, teach your
cousin to consent winking.

Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord,

if you will teach her to know my meaning : for

maids well sunnnered and warm kept are like

llies at Bartholomew-tide, blind, though they
have their eyes; and then they will endure
handling, which before would not abide look-
ing on.

A'. Hen. This moral ties me over to time

and a hot summer ; and so I shall catch the fly,

your cousin, in the latter end, and she must be
blind too.

Btir. As love is, my lord, before it loves.

K. Hen. It is so: and you may, some of you,
thank love for my blindness, who cannot see

many a fair French city for o'le fair Frencli

maid that stands in my way.
Fr. King. \ es, my lord, you see them pcr-

spectively, the cities turned into a maid; for

ihey are all girdled with maiden walls that war
hath never entered.

K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife?

Fr. King. So please you.

K. Hen. I am content ; so the maiden cities

you talk of may wait on her: so the maid that

stood in the way of my wish shall show me the

way to my will.

Fr. King. We have consented to all terms
of reason.

K. Hen. Is't so, my lords of England?
West. The king hath granted every article :

—

His daughter first; and, in sequel, all,

According to their firm proposed natures.

Exe. Only, he hath not yet subscribed

this:—Where your majesty demands that the

King of France, having any occasion to write
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for mailer of grant, shall name your highness in

this form and with this addition, in French,

—

Notre tris cher Jih Henry, rot d'AngUterre,

heritierde France ; and thus in Latin, Praclaris-

simtis fililts nosier He7tricus, rex Atiglia el

hceres Francis.

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so

denied

But your request shall make me let it pass.

K. Hen. I pray you, then, in love and d^ar

alliance,

Let that one article rank with the rest

;

And thereupon gi%-c me your daughter.

Fr. King. Take her, fair son ; and from tier

blood raise up
Issue to me ; that the contending kingdoms
Of France and England, whose very shores

look pale

With envy of each other's happiness, [tion

Ma}' cease their hatred; and this dear conjunc-

Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord

In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance

His bleeding sword 'twixt England and fair

France.

All. Amen !

K. Hen, Now, welcome, Kate :—and bear

me witness all,

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen.
{Flourish.

Q. Isa. God, the best maker of all marriages,

Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one !

As man and wife, being two, are one in love,

So be there 'twixt your kingdoms such a spousal

That never may ill office or fell jealousy.

Which troubles oft I he bed of blessed marriage.

Thrust in between the paction of these kingdoms,
To make divorce of their incorporate league ;

That English may as French, Frencli English-

men,
Receive each other !—God speak this Amen !

All. Amen ! [which day,

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage :— on
My Lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath.

And all the peers', for surety of our leagues.

Tiicn shall I swear to Kate, and you to me

;

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous

be ! [^Exeunt.

Enter Chorvis.

Ckor. Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen.

Our bending author hath pursu'd the story ;

In little room confming mighty men, [glory.

Mangling by starts the full ct)urse of their

Small lime, but, in ilial small, most greatly liv'd

Tiiis star of England : Fortune made his

sword ;

By which the world's best garden he achiev'd,

And of it left his son imperial lord.

Henry th Sixth, in infant liands crown'd king

Of France and England, did Ihiskingsucceed;

Whose state so many had the managing
That they lost !• ranee and made iiis England

bleed

:

[sake,

Which oft our stage hath shown ; and, for theix

In your fair minds let this acceptance lake.

iExit.
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ACT L

Scene I.— Westminster Abbey.

Dead RIarch. Corpse of King Henry the
Fifth, in slate, is brought in, attended on
by the DuKES OF Bedford, CIloster,
and Exeter, the Earl of Warwick, the

Bishop of Winchester, Heralds, &c.

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield

day to night

!

Comets, importing change of times and states,

lirandish your crystal tresses in the sky,
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars
That have consented unto Henry's death!

Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long i

England ne'er lost a king of so mucli worth.
Glo. England ne'er had a king until his time.

V^irtue he had, deserving to command :

His brandish'd sword did blind men with his

beams

;

His arms spread wider than a dragon's wings
;

His sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire,

More dazzled and drove back his enemies
Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their faces.

What should I say? his deeds exceed all speech :

He ne'er lift up his hand but conquered.
Exe. We mourn in black : why mourn we

not in blood ?

Henry is dead, and never shall revive:
U pon a wooden coffin we attend ;
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And death's dishonourable victory

We with our stately presence glorify,

.Like captives bound to a triumphant car.

What ! shall we curse the planets of mishap,

•That plotted thus our glory's overthrow ?

Or shall we think the subtle-witted French
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him,

By magie verses have contriv'd his end ?

^F/m, .He was a king bless'd of the King of

kings,

Unto the French the dreadful judgment-day
So dreadful will not be as was his sight.

The battles of the Lord of hosts he lought

:

The church's prayers made liim so prosperous.

Glo. The church! where is it? Had not

church-men pray'd.

His thread of life had not so soon decay'd :

None do you like but an effeminate prince,

Whom, like a school-boy, you may overawe.

Win. Ciloster, whate'er we like, thou art

protector.

And lookcst to command the prince and realm.

Thy wife is proud ; she holdeih thee in awe
More than God or religious churchmen may.

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov'st the

flesh

;

[go'st,

And ne'er throughout the year to church thou
Except it be to pray against thy foes.

Bed. Cease, cease these jars and rest your
minds in peace !

Let 's to the altar :—heralds, wait on us :

—

Instead of gold, we '11 offer up our arms
;

Since arms avail not, now that Henry 's dead.

—

Posterity, await for wretched years,

When at their mother's moisten'd eyes babes
shall suck ;

Our isle be made a marish of salt tears,

And none but women left to v/ail the dead.—
Henry the Fifth ! thy ghost I invocate ;

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils !

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens !

A far more glorious star thy soul will make
Than Julius Cossar or bright

—

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all

!

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,
Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture :

Guienne, Champaigne, Rheims, Orleans,
Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost.

Bed. What say'st thou, man, before dead
Henry's corse?

Speak softly ; or the loss of those great towns
Will make him burst his lead and rise from

death.

Glo. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up?
If iienry were recall'd to life again,

These news would cause him once more yield

the ghost. [us'd ?

Exe. How were they lost? what treachery was
Mess. No treachery but want of men and

money.
Among the soldiers this is muttered,

—

That here you maintain several factions ;

And v/hilst a field sbould be despatch'd and
fought.

You are dis[)uting of your generals :

One would liave ling'ring wars, with little cost;

Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings

;

A third man thinks, without expense at all,

By guileful lair words peace may be obtain'd.

Awake, awake, English nobility !

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot

:

Cropp'd are the llower-de-luces in your arms ;

Of England's coat one half is cut away.
Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral,

These tidings would call forth her flowing tides.

Bed. Me they concern ; regent I am o(

France.— [France.—
Give me my steeled coat ! I '11 fight for

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes !

Wounds will I lend the French, instead of eyes.

To weep their intermissive miseries.

Enter a second Messenger.

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad
mischance.

France is revolted from the English quite.

Except some petty towns of no import

:

The Dauphin Charles iscrowned king in Rheims;
The Bastard of Orleans with him is join'd

;

Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part

;

The Duke of Alencon fiieth to his side.

Exe. The Dauphin crowned king! all fly to

him

!

O, whither shall we fly from this reproach?
Glo. We will not fly, but to our enemies'

throats :

—

Bedford, if thou be slack I'll fight it out.

Bed. Gloster, why doubt'st thou of my for-

wardness?
An army have I muster'd in my thoughts,

Wherewith already France is overrun.

Enter a third Messenger,

3 Mess. My gracious lords,—to add to your
laments, [hearse,

—

Wherewith you now bedew King Henry's
I must inform you of a dismal fight

Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the French.
Wi7t. What! wherein Talbot overcame? is 't

so ? [thrown

:

3 Mess. O, no ; wherein Lord T"Jbot was o'er-

The circumstance I '11 tell ycu mere at large.
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The tenth of August last this dreadful lord,

Retiring from the siege of Orleans,

Having full scarce six tliousand in his troop,

By three-and-twenty thousand of the French
VVas round encompassed and set upon.
No leisure had he to enrank his men ;

He wanied pikes to set before his archers ;

Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck'd out of

hedges,

Tliey pitched in the ground confusedly.

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in.

More than three hours the fight continued ;

Where valiant Talbot, above human thought,
Enacted wonriers with his sn'ord and lance :

Hundreds he 'sent to hell, and none durst stand
him ;

Here, there, and everywhere, enrag'd he flew :

The French exclaim'd the devil was in arms ;

All the whole army stood agaz'd on him :

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit,

A Talbot I a Talbot ! cried out amain.
And rush'd into the bowels of the battle.

Here had the conquest fully been seal'd up
If Sir John Fastolfe had not play'd the coward :

He, being in the vaward,— plac'd behind.
With purpose to relieve and follow them,

—

Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke.

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre
;

Enclosed were they with their enemies :

A b.ase Walloon, to win the Dauphin's grace.

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back ;

Whom all France, with their chief assembled
strength.

Durst not presume to look once in the face.

Beif. Is Talbot slain? then I will slay myself.

For living idly here in pomp and ease.

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid,

Unto his dastard foemen is betray "d.

3 A/ess. O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner.

And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hunger-
ford :

Most of the rest slaughter'd or look like«i=e.

Be(^. His ransom there is none but I shall pay :

I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne,

—

His crown shall be the ransom of my friend ;

Four of their lords I '11 change for one of ou'-s.—
Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I ;

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make.
To keep our great Saint George's feast withal :

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will rake,

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe
quake. [sieg"d :

3 3fess. So you had need ; for Orleans is be-

The English army is grown weak and faint

:

The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply,

And hardly keeps his men from muiiny.

Since they, so few, watch such a muliiUw .

Exe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry
sworn,

Either to quell the Dauphin utterly,

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke.
Bed. I do remember it ; and here take my

I'^.-ive,

To go about my preparation. [JEAi't

G/o. I'll to the Tower, with all the haste
i can.

To view ihe artillery and munition ;

And then i vVill proclaim >'oung Henry king.

[Exit.
Ejcc. To Eltham will I, where the young

king is.

Being ordain'd his special governor
;

.^nd for his safety there I '11 best devise.

[Exif.
11'/ a. Each hath his place and function to

attend :

I am left out ; for me nothing remains.
But long I will not be Jack-out-of-ofiice :

The king from Ellh;im I intend to steal.

And sit at chiefest stern of [juhlic weal.

[Exit. Scene closes.

Scene II.

—

France. Before Orleans.

Enter Charles, with his Forces ; Alen(;on,
Reignier, and others.

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the

heavens.

So in the earth, to this day is not known

:

Late did he shine upon the English side ;

Now we are victors, upon us he smiles.

What towns of any moment but we have?
At pleasure here we lie near Oi leans ;

Otlierwhiies the famish'd English, like pale

ghosts.

Faintly besiege us one hour in a month.
Alen. They want their porridge and their

fat bull-beeves :

Either they must be dieted like mules.

And have their provender tied to iheir mouths,

Or piteous they v/ill look, like drowned mice.

Reig. Let 's raise the siege : why live we
idly here?

Talbot is taken, whom we «nnt to fear :

Remaineth none but m.ad-biain"d Salisbury;

And he may well in fretting spend his gall,

—

Nor men nor money hath he tu make war.

Cliar. Sound, sound alarum ! we will rush

on them.
Now for the honour of the forlorn French !

—

Him I forgive my death that kiileth me,
When he sees me co back one foot or flee.

[Exeurd,
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Alarums ; excursions ; aflenvards a retreat.

Iw-cnter CltARLES, ALIiNl^ON, ReIGNIEK,

aiiil otiiers.

Char. WTio ever saw the like ? what men
have I !

—

Dogs ! cowards ! dastards ! I would ne'er have

fled

Dill that they left me midst my enemies.

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide ;

'

lie fighleth as one weary of his life.

The other lords, like lions wanting food,

Do rush upon us as iheir tiungry prey.

Aleii. Froissirt, a countryman ofours, records,

England all Olivers and Rowlands bred

During the time Edward the Third did reign.

More truly now may this be verified ;

For none but Samsons and Goliasses

It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten !

Lean raw-bon'd rascals ! who would e'er suppose

They had such coinage and audacity?

Cliar. Let 't leave this town ; tor they are

hair-hr;i i n "d sla ves.

And hunger will entorce them to be more eager

:

Of old I know them ; rather with their teeth

Tiie walls they '11 tear down than forsake the

siege.

Reig. I think, by some odd gimmers or device.

Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on ;

Else ne'er could they hold out so as ihey do.

By my consent, we '11 even let them alone.

Alen. Be it so.

Enter the Bastard of Orleans.

Bast. Where 's the Prince Dauphin ? I have
news for him. [us.

Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to

Bast. Methiiiks your looks are sad, your

cheer appall'd :

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ?

Be not dismay'd, for succour is at hand :

A holy maid hither with me I bring.

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven,

Ordained is to raise this tedious siege,

Anddrive the English forth the bounds of France.

Tiie spirit of deep prophecy she hath,

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome :

What 's past and what 's to come she can descry.

Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words.

For they are certain and infallible.

Char, Go, call her in. {^E.xit Bastard.]
But first, to try her skill,

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place

:

Question her proudly ; let thy looks be stern :

By this means shall we sound what skill she

hath. \_Retires.

Re-enter the Bastard of Orlea.ns, zviih La
PUCEl.LE.

Reig. Fair maid, is't thou wilt do these won-
drous feats ?

Piu. Reignier, is't thou that ihinkcst to be-

guile me?

—

[behind ;

Where is the Dauijhin ?—Come, come fron\

1 know thee well, though never seen belore.

Be not amaz'd, there 's nothing hid from me

:

In private will I talk with thee apart.

—

Stand l)ack, you lords, and give us leave awhile.

Rcig. .She lakes upon her bravely at first

dash. [daughter,

Pnc. Dauphin, 1 am by birth a shepherd's

My wit untrain'd in any kind of art.

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd

To shine on my contemptible estate :

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs,

And to sun's parching heat display'd my cheeks,

God's mother deigned to appear lo me,
.\nd in a vision full of majesty
Wiird me to leave my b.a.se vocation,

.'\nd free my country from calamity

:

Her aid she promis'd and assur'd success :

In complete glory she reveal'd herself

:

.•\nd whereas I was black and swart before,

With those clear rays which she infus'd on me,
Tiiat beauty am I bless'd with which you see.

Ask me what question thou canst possii^le,

.\nd I will answer unpremeditated :

My courage try by combat if thou dar'st,

.-\nd thou shah find that I exceed my sex.

Resolve on this,—thou shalt be fortunate

If thou receive me for thy warlike mi'te.

Char. Thou hast astonish'd ine with thy

high terms

:

Only this proof I'll of thy valour make,

—

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me ;

And if thou vannuishest, thy words are true :

Otherwise I renounce all c<:)nfidence.

Piic. I am prepar'd : here is my keen-cdg'd

sv,-ord,

Deck'd with five flower-de-luces on each side

;

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katherine's

churchyard.

Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth.

Char. Then come, o' (Jod's name ; I fear

no woman.
Puc. And while I live I'll ne'er fly from a

man. {They/tg'it.

Char. Stay, stay thy hands! tliou art an
Amazon,

.'\nd fightest with the swcrd of Deborah.

Puc. Christ's mother helps me, else I were

too weak. [he'.p m-

:

Char. Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must

1



FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. 571

Impanemiy I burn with thy desire ;

My heart antl hands thou hast at once subdu'd.
Excellent Pucelie, if thy name be so,

Lcl me thy servant and not sovereign be :

'Tis the French Dauphin suelh to thee thus.
Pitc. I nuiht not yield to any rites of love.

For my profession 's sacred honi above :

When I have chased all thy foes from hence.
Then will I think upon a recompense.

Char. Meantime look gracious on thy pro-
strate thrall.

Reig. My lord, mcthinks, is very long in talk.

AU)!. Dcnibtless he shrives this woman to

her smock ;

Else ne'er could he so long protract his
speech.

Keig. Siiall we disturb him, since he keep-
iio mean ?

Alen. lie m.ay mean more than we poor men
do knov/ :

Tiiese women are shrewd tempters with their
tongues.

Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise
you on .?

Shall we give over Orleans, or no ?

Piii.. Why, no, I say, distrusiful recreants!
Fight till the last gasp ; I will be vour guard.

Char. What she says I'll conllrm : we'll
fight it out.

PiK. Assign'd am I to be the English
.scourge.

This night the siege assuredly I '11 raise :

Expect Saint Martin's sunnner, halcyon days.
Since I have entered into these wars,
(.ilory is like a circle in the water,
Which never ... to enlarge itself,

Till by L-road spreading it disperse lo naught.
With Henry's death the English circle ends ;

l>i^persed are the glories it included.
.Vn\y am I like that proud insulting ship
\N hich C.TTsar and his fortime bare'at once.

Char.^ Was Mahomet inspired with a dove ?

Thou with an eagle art inspired, then.
Helen, the mother of great Conslaniine,
Nor yet Saint Philip's daughters, were like

thee.

kMght star of Venus, faH'n down on the earth.
I ii'vv may I reverently worshiji thee enough ?

Alen. Leave oft' delays, and let us raise tlic

siege.

Ra'g. Woman, do what thcui canst to save our
honours

;

i'.ive them from Orleans, end be immortaliz'd.
Char. Presently we '11 try -.—come, let 's

;.v,'ay about it :

—

X G prophet w^Ill I trust if she prove false.

Scene III.—Lo;;don. Before the Gates cf
the Tower.

Enter the Duke of Gi.oster, with his
Serving-men /;/ blue loats.

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this
^'''^y '• [ance.—

Since Henry's death, I fear, there is convey-
Where be these warders, that they wait not here?
Open the gates : Cdosler ii is that calls.

rSer\ants knocL-.
1 Ward, [irithi/i.] Who's tlierethat knocks

so imperiously ?

1 Sc->-v. It is the noble Duke of (Jloster.

2 II 'an/, [inth//!.] Whoe'ei he be, you may
not be let in. [tector ?

I Se^v. \'illains, answer you so the lord pro-
I ll'ani. [IVithin.] The Lord protect him !

so we ansvtr him :

We do no otherwise than we arc wilTd.
G/o. Who willed you ? or who.se will slaa

but mine ?

There's none protector of the realm but I.

—

Break \\]^ the gates, 1 '11 be jour warrantize :

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms?
[Gloster's Servants rush at the

1 cni'er-gates.

Wood, [irithi/i.] What noise i.s this? wli.it

traitors have we here?
(''/o. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear?

Open the gates; here's Gloster that would
enter.

Hood. [IVithiii.'l Have patience, noble Duke
;

I may not open
;

The Cardinal of Winchester forbids :

I'roni him I have express commnndment
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in.

Gio. Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him
'fore me,

—

Arrogant Winchester? that haughty prelate
Whom Henry, our late sovereitm, ne'er could

brook ?

Thrni art no friend to God or to the king :

Open the gates, or I '11 shut thee out shortly.

I Serz: Open the gates unto the lord pro-
li-c'or, [quickly.

Or we '11 burst them open if that you come not
[Gloster's Servants rush again at the

Toit'cr-gates.

.£;;/<•/- Winchester, -ojith his Serving-men in
ta-cvny coats.

Win. How now, ambitious Hutiiphry ! what
means this ?

Gio. Peel'd priest, dost thou command n.e

to be shut out ?
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IFi'/t. I do, ihou most usurping prodilor,

And not protector of the king or realm.

(7/a. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator,

Thou that contriv'dst to murder our dead lord ;

Thou that giv'st whores indulgences to sin :

I 'II canvass thee in thy broad cardinal's hat,

If thou proceed in this thy insolence.

ll^tn. Nay, stand thou back ; I will not

budge a foot :

This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain,

To slay thy lorother Abel, if thou wilt, [back:

o7o. I will not slay theo, but 1 11 drive thee

Thy scarlet n^bes as a child's bearing-cloth

I '11 use to carry thee out of this place.

IVm. Do what thou dar'st ; I beard tliee to

thy face. [face ?

—

G/o. What ! am I dar'd, and bearded to my
Draw, men, for all this privileged place;

Blue-coats to lawny-co:its.— Priest, beware your
beard ;

I mean to tug it, and to cuff yon soundly

:

Under my feet I '11 stamp thy cardinal's hat;

In spite of po[)e or dignities of church.

Here by the cheeks I '11 drag thee up and down.
JVz/!. Ciloster, thou wilt answer this before

the pope. [rope !

—

G/o. Winchester goose ! I cry, a rope ! a

Now beat them hence, why do you let them
stay?

—

Thee I '11 chase hence, thou wolf in sheep's

array.

—

Out, lawny-coats!—Out, scarlet hypocrite!

Gloster and his Servants atlack the other

Parly. In the tiuuull, enter the Mayor of

London and Officers.

Alay. Fie, lords ! that you, being supreme
magistrates.

Thus conlumeliously should break the peace!

Glo. Peace, mayor! thou know'st little of my
wrongs

:

I lere 's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king,

I lath here distrain'd the Tower to his use.

IVin. Here 's Gloster, too, a foe to citizens

;

One that still motions war, and never peace,

O'ercharging your free purses with large fines;

That seeks to overthrow religion.

Because he is protector of the realm

;

And would liave armour here out of the Tower,
To crown himself king and suppress the prince.

Clo. I will not answer thee with words, but
blows. YHere they skirmish again.

May. Naught rests for me, in this tumultu-
ous strife.

But to make open proclamation :

—

Come, oflicer, as loud as e'er thou canst.

Off. \^Keads.\ All manner of men assembled
here in arms this day against God's peace and
the king's, we charge and command you, in his

highness'' name, to repair to your several dwell-

ing-placcs ; and not to wear, handle, or use any
sword, weapon, or dagger, henceforward, upon
paiti of death.

Glo. Cardinal, I '11 be no breaker of the law;
But we shall meet and break our minds at large.

Win. Gloster, we '11 meet, to thy dear cost,

be sure:

Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's work.
A/ay. I '11 call for clubs if you will not away:

—

This cardinal 's more haughty than the devil.

Glo. Mayor, . ..ewell : thou dost but what
thou mayst.

Win. Abomi.iable Gloster ! guard thy head ;

For I intend to have it ere long.

\Excunt severally, Glo. and\^\f^.,

with their Servants.

Alay. See the coast clear'd, and then wc will

depart.—

•

Good God, these nobles should such stomachs
bear

!

I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exen/it.

ScF.NE IV.

—

Franxe. Before Orleans.

Enter, on the walls, the Master-Gunner and
his Son.

M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know'st how Orleans
is besieg'd,

And how the English have the suburbs won.
Son. Father, 1 know; and oft have shot at

them,

Ilowe er, unlortimate, I missed my aim.

A/. Gun. Hut now thou shalt not. Be thou
rul'd by me:

Chief master-gunner am I of this town ;

Something I must do to procure me grace.

The prince's espials have informed me
How the English, in thesuburbsclose intrench'd,

Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars

In yonder tower, to overpeer the city,

And thence discover how with most advantage
They may vex us with shot or with assault.

To intercept this inconvenience,

A piece of ordnance 'gainst it I have plac'd;

And even these three days have I watch'd if I

Could see them.

Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer.

If thou spy'st any, run and bring me word ;

And thou shalt lind me at the governor's.

[Exit.

Son. Father, I warrant you ; take you no care;

I '11 never trouble you if I may spy them.
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Enter, in an upper Chamber of a Tower, the

Lords Salisbury and Talbot, Sir
William Glansdale, Sir Thomas Gar-
grave,, and others.

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return 'd !

How wert thou handled being prisoner?

Or by what means gott'st ihou to be releas'd?

Discourse, I pr'ythee, on this turret's top.

Tal. The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner

Caird the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles;

l'"or him I was exchang'd and ransomed.
But vvilh a baser man of arms by far

Once, in contempt, they would have barter'd me:
Which I, disdaining, scorn'd ; and craved death
fvaihei than I would be so vile-esteenvd.

In line, redeem'd I was as I desir'd. [heart!

But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my
Whom with my bare fists I would execute
If I now had him brought into my ])ower.

Sal. \'et tell'sl thou not how thou wert en-

tertain'd. [taunts.

Tal. Witli scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious
In open market-place ))roduc'd they me.
To be a public spectacle to ail

:

Here, said they, is the terror of the French,
The scarecrow that affrights our children so.

Then broke I from the officers that led me,
And with my nails digg'd stones out of the

ground
To hurl at the beholders of my shame

:

My grisly countenance made others fly

;

None durst come near for fear of sudden death.
In iron walls they deem'd me not secure

;

So great fear of my name 'mongst them was
spread

That they suppos'd I could rend bars of cteel,

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant

:

Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had.
That walk'd about me every minute-while

;

And if I did but stir out of my bed,
Ready they were to shoot me to the heart.

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments ^ou en-

dur'd

;

But we will be reveng'd sufficiently.

Now it is supper-time in Orleans:
Here, through this grate, I can count each one,
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify

:

Let us look in; the sight will much delight

thee.

—

SirThomasGargraveandSirWillianiGiansdale,
Let me have your express opinions
Where is best place to make our battery next.

Gar. I think at the north gate; for there
stand lords.

Glan. And I here, at the bulwark of the
bridge.

Tal. For aught I see, this city must be
famish'd,

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled.
{Shot from the town. Sal. and SWi

Thomas Gargrave/<z//.
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched

sinners

!

Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woeful man !

Tal. What chance is this that suddenly hath
cross'd us?

—

Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canst speak:
How far'st thou, mirror of all martial men?
(.)ne of thy eyes and thy check's side struck

off:—
Accursed tower ! accursed fatal hand
That hath contriv'd this woeful tragedy!
In thirteen battles Salisbury o'crcame;
Henry the Fifth he first Irain'd to the wars;
Whilst any trump did sound or drum struck up.
His sword did ne'er leave striking in the field.

—

Yet liv'st thou, Salisbury? though thy speech
doth fail,

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace :

The sun with one eye vicvveth all the world.

—

Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands !

—

Bear hence his body ; I will help to bury it.

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life ?

Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him.

—

Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort

;

Thou shalt not die %\hiles

—

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me,
As who should say. When I avi dead and gone,,

Reviember to avenge me on the French.—
Plantagenet, I will ; and like thee, Nero,
Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn :

Wretched shall France be only in my name.
[ Thunder heard ; afterwards ayi alarum.

What stir is this? What tumult's in the

heavens?
Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise?

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have
gather'd head :

The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd,

—

A holy prophetess new risen up,

—

Is come with a great power to raise the siege.

[Sal. lifts himself a7id groans.
Tal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth

groan

!

It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd.

—

Frenchmen, I '11 be a Salisbury to you :

—

Pucelle or puzzle, dolphin or dogfish.

Your hearts I '11 stamp out with my horse's heels,

And make a quagmire of your mingled brains.

—
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Convey me Salisbury into his tent,

And then we '11 try what ihese dastard French-

men dare.

\_£xeunt, bearing out ihc bodies.

Scene V, The same. Before one of the

Gales.

Alarum , skirmishings. Enter Talbot, pur-

suing the Dauphin, drives him in, and
exit: then enter JOAN LA PUCELLE, driving

Englishmen before her, and exit after them :

then re-enter Talboi".

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, and
my force ?

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ;

A woman clad in armour chaseth ihem.

Here, liere she comes.

Enter La Pucelle.

I Ml have a bout with thee ;

Devil or devil's dam, I '11 conjure thee :

Blood will I draw on ihee,—thou art a witch,

—

And straightway give tliysoul to him thouserv'st,

Puc. Come, come, 'lis only I that must dis-

grace thee. [T/ieyfighi.

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to pre-

vail ?

My breast I'll burst with straining of my
courage.

And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder,

But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet.

[ Ther fght again.

Puc. \Retiring.'\ Talbot, farewell: thy hour
is not yet come :

1 must go victual Orleans forthwith.

O'ertake me if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength.

Go, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men ;

Help Salisbury to make his testament

:

This day is ours, as many more shall be.

[La Pltc. enters the (own zvith Soldiers.

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's

wheel

;

I know not where I am nor what I do :

A witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal
Drives back our troops, and conquers as she

lists

:

So bees with smoke and doves with noisome
stench

Are from their hives and houses driven away.
They call'd us, for our fierceness, Erglish dogs;
Wow like to whelps we crying run av/ay.

{A short alarum.
Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight

Or tear the .ions out of Entiiaud's coal

;

Renounce j'our soil, give sheep in lions' stead:'

Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf,
;

Or horse or oxen from the leopard.

As you Hy from your oft -subdued slaves. !

[Alarum. .Andhcr slarmish.\

It will not be:—retire into youi tienches: <

^'ou all consented unto Salisbury's liealh,
J

I'or none would strike a stroke in his revenge.—

«

Pucelle is enler'd into Orleans, 1

In spite of as or aught that we could do,
j

O, would I were to die with Salisbury !

The shame hereof will make nie hide my head •{

[.ilarum. Retreat. Exeunt TalboiI
a)id Forces, ir'c.

\

\

!

Flourish. Enter on the 7vatls, L.\ PcCELLE,.
Charles, Reionier, Alkncon, and
Soldiers.

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the,

walls ; !

Rescu'd is Orleans from the English :

—

j

Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perfoim'd her wordJ
Char. Divinest creature, Astixa's daughter,]

How shall I honour ihee fot this success? \

Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens,
\

That one day bloom'd and fruitful were thei

next.— ;

France, triumph in Ihy glorious prophetess I

—

''

Kecover'd is the town of Orleans :

More blessed hap did ne'er befall our stale.

Reig. Why riiig not out the bells aloudi

throughout the town ?

Dauphin, command the citizens ma!;e bonfires.

And feast and banquet in the open streets,

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us.

Alen. All France will be replete with mirths

and joy
^

WTien they shall hear how we have play'd the!

men.
Char. 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom I he day isj

won ;

For which I will divide my crown vvith her ; ;

And all the priests and friars in my realm

Shall in procession sing her endless praise. ;

\ statelier pyramis to her I'll rear
\

Than Rhodope's of Memphis ever was :
|

In memory of hei when she is dead.

Her ashes, in an urn more precious

Than the rich jewell'd coffer of Darius,
j

Transported shall be at high festivals

Before the kings and queens of France. -

No longer on Saint Denis will we cry,

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France's saint.

Come in, and let us banquet royally.

After this golden day of victorj'.

{Flourish. Exeunt,



FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. 575

ACT II.

;:ne I.

—

Before Orleans.

Enter to the Gate a French Sergeant and two
Sentinels.

Serg. Sirs, take your places and be vigilant

:

I; nny noise or soldier you perceive

Near to llie walls, by some apparent sign

Let us have knowledge at the court of guard.

I Sent. Sergeant, you sliall. [.fi'jrzV Sergeant.

]

Thus are poor servitors,

When others sleep upon their quiet beds,

Consirain'd to watch in darkness, rain, and cold.

Enter Talbot, BEDFORD, Burgundy, and
Forces, wiik scaling- Icuiders ; their drums
beating a deati inarch.

Tal. Lord regent and redoubted Burgundy,

—

By whose approach the regions of .\rtois,

Walloon, and Picardy are friends to us, —
This happy night the Frenchmen are secure,

Having all day carous'd and banqueted :

Embrace we, then, this opportunity.

As fitting best to quittance their deceU,
Contriv'd by art and baleful sorcery.

Bed. Coward of France !—how much he
wrongs his fame.

Despairing of his own arm's fortitude.

To join with witches and the help of hell.

Bur. Traitors have never other company.

—

But what 's that Pucelle whom they term so

pure ?

Tal. A maid, they say.

Bed. A maid ! and be so martial !

Bur. Pray God she prove not masculine ere

long,

If underneath the standard of the French
She carry armour, as she hath begun.

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse
w ith spirits :

God is out fortress, in whose conquering
name

Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks.
Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we v.il! follow

thee.

Tal. Not all together : better far, I guess.
That we do make our entrance several ways ;

That, if it chance the one of us do fail.

The other yet may rise against their force.

Bed. Agreed : I '11 to yon corner.

B:'.r. And I to this.

Tal. And here will Talbot movmt or make
bis grave.

—

Of English Henry, shall this night appear
How much in duty I am bound to both.

[ The English scale the walls, crying Si. George !

a Talbot ! atid all enter the Toivn.

Sent. Arm ! arm ! the enemy doth make
assault !

The French leap over the walls in theif shirts.

Enter, several ways. Bastard, Alkn^on,
Reignier, half ready and half unready.

Alen. How now, my lords? what, all un-
ready so? [well.

Bast. Unready ! ay, and glad we 'scap'd so
Keig. 'Twas time, 1 trow, to wake and leave

our beds,

Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors.
Alen. Of all exploifssince first I lollow'darms,

Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprise

.More venturous or desperate tiian this.

Bast. I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell.

Reig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure,

favour him. [he sped.
Alen. Here cometh Charles : I marvel hew
Bast. Tut! holy Joan was his defensive guard.

Enter Charles and La Pucelle.

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful

dame ?

Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal.

Make us partakers of a little gain.

That now our loss might be ten times so much?
Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient uilh

his friend ?

At all times will you have my power alike ?

Sleeping or waking, must I still prevail.

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ?

Improvident soldiers ! had your watch lieengood
This sudden mischief never could have falln.

Char. Duke of Alencon, this was your default.

That, being captain of the watch to-night,

Did look no better to that weighty charge.

Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely

kept
.A.S that whereof I had the government.
We had not been thus shamefully surpris'd.

Bast. Mine was secure.

Bcig. And so was mine, my lord.

Char. And, for myself, most part of all this

night.

Within her quarter and mine own precinct

I was employ'd in passing to and fro,

.•\bout relieving of the sentinels:

Then how or which way should they first break
in ? [ca.se,

Pnc. Question, my lords, no further of the
How or v.hich way ; 'tis sure they found s;>Qie
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But weakly guarded, where the breach was
made.

And now there rests no other shift but this,

—

To gatlier our soldiers, scatter'd and dispers'd,

And lay new platforms to endamage them.

Alarum. Enter an English Soldier, crying a

Talbot ! a Talbot ! They fly, leaving their

clothes behind.

Sold. I '11 be so bold to take what they have
left.

The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword ;

For I have loaden me with many spoils,

Using no other weapon but his name. \^Exit.

Scene II.

—

Orleans. Within the Town.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a
Captain, and otliers.

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is

fled.

Whose pitchy mantle over-veii'd the earth.

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit.

[Retreat sounded.

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury,

And here advance it in the market-place.

The middle centre of this cursed town.

Now have I paid my vow unto his soul

;

For every drop of blood was drawn from him,
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night.

And that hereafter ages may behold
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him.
Within their chiefest temple I '11 erect

A tomb, ^/here!n his corpse shall be interr'd :

Upon the which, that every one may read.

Shall be engrav'd the sack of Orleans,

The treacherous manner of his mournful death,

And what a terror he had been to France.

But, lords, in all our bloody massacre,

I muse we meet not with the Dauphin's grace.

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc,
Nor any of his false confederates.

Bed. 'Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the

fight began,
Rous'd on the sudden from their drowsy beds.
They did, amongst the troops of armed men.
Leap o'er the walls for refuge in the field.

Bur. INIyself,—as far as I could well discern

For smoke and dusky vapours of the night,

—

Am sure I scar'd the Dauphin and his trull.

When arm in arm they both came swiftly running,
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves.

That could not live asunder day or night.

After that things are set in order here,

We'll follow them with all the power we have.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. All hail, my lords ! WTiich of this

princely train

Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts

So much applauded through the realm of France?
7'al. Here is the Talbot : who would speak

with him ? [Auvergne,
Mess. The virtuous lady. Countess of

With modesty admiring thy renown, [safe

By meonlreats, great lord, thou wouldst vouch-
To visit her poor castle where she lies.

That she may boast she hath beheld the man
VV'hose glory fills the world with loud report.

Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I see our
wars

Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport,

When ladies crave to be encounler'd with.

—

Vou may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit.

Tal. Ne'er trust me then ; for when a world
of men

Could not prevail with all their oratory,

Vet hath a woman's kindness overruled :

—

And therefore tell her I return great thanks.
And in submission will attend on her.

—

Will not your honours bear me company?
Bed. No, truly ; it is more than manners will

:

And I have heard it said, unbidden guests

Are often welcomest when they are gone.

Tal. Well then, alone, since there's no
remedy,

I mean to prove this lady's courtesy.

—

Crome hither, captain. [Whispers.^ You per-

ceive my mind?
Capt. I do, my lord, and mean accordingly.

[E.xeitnt.

Scene III.

—

Auvergne. Court ofthe Castle.

Enter the Countess and her Porter

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in

charge ; [me.
And whr you have done so, bring the keys to

Port. Madam, I will. [Exit.

Count. The plot is laid : if all things fall out

I shall as famous be by this exploit

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus' death.

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight,

And his achicvcnenlo of no less account

:

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ear^,

To give their censure of these rare reports.

E?tter Messenger and Talbot.

Mess. Madam,
According as your ladyship desir'd.

By message crav'd, so is Lord Talbot come.
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Count. And he is welcome. What ! is this

the man ?

Mess. Madam, it is.

Count. Is this the scourge of France?
Is tills the Talbot, so much fear'd abroad

That with his name the mothers still their babes?

I see report is fabulous and false :

I thought I should have seen some Hercules,

A second Hector, for his grim aspect,

And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs.

Alas, this is a child, a silly dwarf

!

It cannot be this weak and writhled shrimp
Shi-iuld strike such terror lo his enemies.

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you ;

But since your ladyship is not at leisure,

I "11 sort some other time to visit you. [Going.

Count. What means he now ?—Go ask him
whither he goes.

Mess. Stay, my Lord Talbot ; for my lady

craves

To know the cause of your abrupt departure.

Tal. Marry, for that she 's in a wrong belief,

I go to certify her Talbot 's here,

Re-enter Porter with keys.

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner.

Tal. Prisoner ! to whom ?

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord ;

And lor that cause I train'd thee to my house.

Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me.
For in my gallery thy picture hangs

:

But now the substance shall endure the like ;

And I will chain these legs and arms of thine,

That hast by tyranny these many years
W.I-' 'i inir country, slain our citizens.

And sL'iU our sons and husbands captivate.

Tal. Ha, ha, ha!
Count. Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth

shall turn to moan.
Tal. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond

To think that you have aught but Talbot's

shadow
WTiereon to practise your severity.

Count. Why, art not thou the man ?

Tal. I am indeed.

Count. Then have I substance too.

Tal. No, no, I am but shadow of myself:

^'ou are deceiv'd, my substance is not here

;

I'or what you see is but the smallest part

And least proportion of humanity :

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here,

It is of such a spacious lofty pitch,

^'our roof were not sufficient to contain 't.

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the

nonce

;

He will be here, and yet he is not here :

How can these contrarieties agree ?

Tal. That will I show you presently.

\_He 7uinds a Horn. Drums heard; then
a Peal of Ordnance. The Gates being
forced., enter Soldiers.

How say you, madam ? are you now persuaded
That Talbot is but shadow of himself?
These are his substance, sinews, arms, and

strength,

W'iih which he yoketh your rebellious necks,
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns,
And in a moment makes them desolate.

Count. Victorious Talbot ! pardon my abuse

:

I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited,

And more than may be gather'd by thy sliape.

Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath
;

For I am sorry that with reverence

I did not entertain thee as thou art.

Tal. Be not dismay'd, lair lady ; nor n;is-

construe

The mind of Talbot as you did mistake

The outward composition of his bod)-.

What you have done hath not offended me

:

No other satisfaction do I crave

But only—with your patience—that we may
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you have

;

For soldiers' stomachs always serve them well.

Count. With all my heart, and think me
honoured

To feast so great a warrior in my house.

l^E.xeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. The Temple Garden.

Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk,
and Warwick ; Richard Plantagenet,
Vernon, and another Lawyer.

Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what
means this silence?

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ?

.Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too

loud ;

The garden here is more convenient. [truth

;

Plan. Then say at once if I maintain'd the

Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error?

Suf. Faith, I have been a truant in the law,

And never yet could frame my will to it ;

And therefore frame the law unto my will.

Som. Judge you, my lord of W'arwick, then,

between us. [higher pitch ;

War. Between two hawks, which flies the

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper

mouth ;
[temper

;

Between two blades, which bears the better

Between two horses, which doth bear him best ;

Between two girls, which hath the merriei-t

eye ;—



578 FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. [act II.

I have, jjerhaps, some shallow spirit of judg-
I merit ;

But in these nice sharp quillets of the hw.
Good faith, I am no wiser than a dmv. [ance

:

Flan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbear-

The truth appears so naked on my side

That any purblind eye may lind it out.

Som. And on my side it is so well apparell'd,

So clear, so shining, and so evident.

That it vili glimmer through a blind man's eye.

i Plan. Since you are tongue-tied and so loth

' to speak,

In dumb signilicants proclaim your thoughts

:

Let him that is a true-born gentleman.
And stands upon the honour of his birlh,

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth.

From off this brier pluck a white rose with me.

j.
Som. Let him that is no coward nor no

flatterer,

But dare maintain the party of the tnith,

pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me.
War. I love no colours; and, without all

colour

Of base insinuating flattery,

I pluck this v'hiie rose with Plantagenet. [set

;

Suf. I plucl this red rose with young Somer-
And say withal, I think he held the right.

^ Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck
no more

Till you conclude that he upon whose side

The fewest roses are cropp'd from the tree

Shall yield the other in the right opinion.

Som. Good Master Vernon, itis well objected:

If I have fewest I subscribe in silence.

Plan. And I. [case,

Ver. Then, for the tnith and plainness of the

I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here,

Giving my verdict on the white rose side.

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off,

Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red.

And fall on my side so, against your will.

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed.

Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt,

And keep me on the side where still I am.
Som. Well, well, come on ; who else ?

Law. Unless my study and my books be false.

The argument you held was wrong in you ;

[7b Somerset.
,In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too.

Flan. Now, Somerset, where is your argu-
ment ?

Som. Here in my scabbard; meditating that

Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red.

Plan, ^feantime yoni cheeks do counterfeit

our roses

;

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing
The truth on our side.

Som. No, Plantagenet,

'Tis not for fear, but anger that thy cheeks
Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses.

And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error.

Plan. Ilath not thy rosea canker, Somerset?
Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet ?

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain
his truth ;

Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood.

Som. VVell, I '11 find friends to wear my
bleeding roses,

That shall maintain what I have said is true,

\Vliere false Plantagenet dare not be seen.

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my
hand,

I scorn thee and thy faction, peevish boy.

Suf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Planta-

genet.

Plan. Proud Poole, I will; and scorn both him
and thee.

Suf. I 'II turn my part thereof into thy throat.

Som. Away, away, good William De-la-Poole!
We grace the yeoman by conversing with him.

\/Var. Now, by God's will, thou wrong'st
him, Somerset ;

Ilis grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence,

Third son to the third Edward King of England:
Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root ?

Flan. He bears him on the place's privilege,

Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus.

Som. By him that made me, I '11 maintain
my words

On any plot of ground in Christendom.
Was not thy father, Richard E)arl of Cambridge,
For treason executed in our late king's days?
And by his treason stand'st not thou attainted.

Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry?
His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ;

And till thou be restor'd thou art a yeoman.
j

Flan. My father was attach'd, not attainted ;' «

Condemn'd to die for treason, but no traitor ;

And that I'll prove on better men thanSonieiset,

Were growing time once ripen'd to my will.

For your partaker Poole, and you yourself,

I '11 note you in my book of memory,
To scourge you for this apprehension :

Look to it well, and say you are well warn'd.

Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee
still ;

And know us by these colours for thy foes,

—

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear.

Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry
TH. rose,

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate,

Will I for ever, and my faction, wear.

Until it »<.Lher with me to my grave.

Or flourish to the height of my degree.
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Suf. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy

ambition

!

And so, farewell, until I meet thee next. \_Exit.

Som. Have with thee, Poole.—Farewell, am-
bitious Richard. \^Exii.

Plan, How I am brav'd, and must perforce

endure it J [house,

War, This blot, that they object against your
Shall be wip'd out in the next Parliament,

Cali'd for the truce of Winchester and Gloster:

And if thou be not then created York,
I will not live to be accounted Warwick.
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee.

Against proud Somerset and William Poole,
Will I upon ihy party wear this rose :

And here I prophesy,—This brawl to-day.

Grown to this faction, in the Temple-garden,
Shall send, betv/een the red rose and the white,

A thousand souls to death and deadly night.

Plan. Good Master Vernon, I am bound to

you.

That you on my behalf would pluck a flower.

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the same.
Laiv. And so will I.

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir.

Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say
This quarrel will drink blood another day.

\Exeunt.

Scene V,— The same. A Room in the Tower.

Enter Mortimer, brought in in a chair by
two Keepers.

Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age,
Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.

—

Even like a man new-haled from the rack,

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment

;

And these gray locks, the pursuivants of death,
Nestor-like aged, in an age of care,

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer, [spent,

—

These eyes,—like lamps whose wasting oil is

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent : [grief;

Weak shoulders, overborne with burdening
And pithless arms, like to a wither'd vine

That droops his sapless branches to the ground :

Yet are these feet,—whose strengthless stay is

numb.
Unable to support this lump of clay,

—

Swift-winged with desire to get a grave,

As witting I no other comfort have.

—

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come ?

I Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will

come

:

We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber

;

And answer was return'd that he will come.
. Mor. Enough : my soul shall then be satis-

fied.—

Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine.
Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign,—
Before whose glory I was great in arms,—
This loathsome sequestration have I had

;

And even since then hath Ricliard been oh-
scur'd,

Depriv'd of honour and inheritance.
But now the arbitrator of despairs.

Just death, kind umpire of men's miseries.
With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence:
I would his troubles likewise were expir'd
That so he might recover what was lost.

Enter Richard Plantagenet.

I Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now
is come. [come?

Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, Js he
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd,

Your nephew, late-despised Richard, comes.
Mor, Direct mine arms I may embrace his

neck.
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp

:

O, tell me when my lips do touch his cheeks,

Tliat I may kindly give one fainting kiss.

—

And now declare, sweet stem from York's
great stock,

Why didst thou say of late thou wert despis'd ?

Plan. First, lean thine aged back against

mine arm ;

And, in that ease, I '11 tell thee my disease.

This day, in argument upon a case,

Some words there grew 'twixt Sonicrset and me

;

Among which terms he us'd his lavish tongue,

And did upbraid me with my father's death

;

Which obloquy set bars before my tongue.

Else with the like I had requited him.
Therefore, good uncle, for my father's sake.

In honour of a true Plantagenet,

And for alliance sake, declare the cause

My father. Earl of Cambridge, lost his head.

Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that im-
prison'd me.

And hath detain'd me all my flowering youth
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine.

Was cursed instrument of his decease. [was ;

Plan. Discover more at large what cause that

For i am ignorant, and cannot guess.

Mor. I will, if that my fading breath permit.

And death approach not ere my tale be done.
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this king,

Depf »"d his nephew Richard,— Edward's son.

The first-begotten, and the lawful heir ^\
Of Edward king, the third of that descent:
During whose reign the Percies of the north,

Findipg his usurpation most unjust,

Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne

:

The reason mov'd these warlike lords to this
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Was, for that,—young King Richard thus re-

mov'd.

Leaving no heir begotten of his body,

—

I was the next by birth and parentage ;

For by my mother I derived am
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son

To King Edward the Third ; whereas he

From John of daunt doth bring his pedigree,

Being but fourth of that heroic line.

But mark : as in this haughty great attempt

They laboured to plant the rightful heir,

I lost my liberty, and they their lives.

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth,

Succeeding his father Hulingbroke, did reign,

Thy father. Earl of Cambridge, then derivd

From famous Edmund Langlcy, Duke of York,

Marrying my sister, that thy mother was,

Again, in pity of my hard distress.

Levied an army, weening to redeem
And have install'd me in the diadem :

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl.

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers,

In whom the title rested, were suppress'd.

Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is

the last.

Mor. True ; and thou see'st that I no issue

have.

And that my fainting words do warrant death :

Thou art my heir ; the rest I wish thee gather

:

But yet be wary in thy studious care.

Flan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with

me :

But yet methinks my father's execution

Was nothing less than bloody tyranny.

Mor, With silence, nephew, be thou politic;

Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster,

And, like a mountain, not to be remov'd.

But now thy uncle is removing hence ;

As princes do their courts, when they are cloy'd

With long continuance in a settled place.

Flan. O uncle, would some part of my
young years

Migiy. but redeem the passage of your age !

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me,—as the

slaughterer doth
Which giveth many wounds when one will kill.

Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good

;

Only, give order for my funeral :

And so, farewell ; and fair be all thy hopes.

And prosperous be thy life in peace and war

!

{Dies.

Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting
soul !

In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage,

And like a hermit overpass'd thy days.^
Well, I will lock his counsel In my breast

;

[^ad what I do imagine, let that rest.

—

Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself
Will see his burial better than his life.

—

[ExeufU Keepers, bearivg out the body
c/MoR.

Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer,
Chok'd with ambition of the meaner sort:

—

And for those wrongs, those bitter injuries.

Which Somerset hath ofTer'd to my house,

I doubt not but with honour to redress ;

And therefore haste I to the Parliament,

Either to be restored to my blood,

Or make my ill the advantage of my good.

[Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

London. The Parliament House.

Flourish. Enter KiNG Henry, Exeter,
Gloster, Warwick, Somerset, and Suf-
folk ; the Bishop of Winchester, Rich-
ard Plantagenet, and others. Gloster
offers to put up a bill ; WINCHESTER
snatches it, and tears it.

Win. Com'st thou with deep premeditated
lines,

With written pamphlets studiously devis'd,

Humphrey of Gloster? if thou canst accuse,

Or aught intend 'st to lay unto my charge,

Do it without invention, suddenly :

As I with sudden and extemporal speech
Purpose to answer what thou canst object.

Glo. Presumptuous priest ! this place com-
mands my patience,

Or thou shouldsl find thou hast dishonour'd me.
Tiiink not, although in writing I preferr'd

The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes.

That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able

Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen :

No, prelate; such is thy audacious wickedness,

Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks,

As very infants prattle of thy pride.

Thou art a most pernicious usurer

;

Froward by nature, enemy to peace ;

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems
A man of thy profession and degree ;

And for thy treachery, what 's more manifest,

—

In that thou laid'st a trap to take my life,

As well at London bridge as at the Tower ?

Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted.

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt
From envious malice of thy swelling heart.

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee. — Lords,

vouchsafe
To give me hearing what I shall reply.

If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse,
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As he will have me, how am I so poor ?

Or how haps it I seek not to advance
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling?

And for dissension, who preferrelh peace

More than I do,—except I be provok'd ?

No, my good lords, it is not that offends
;

It is not that that hath incens'd the duke

:

It is because no one should sway but he ;

No one but he should be about the king ;

And that engenders thunder in his breast,

And makes him roar these accusations forth.

But he shall know I am as good

—

Glo. As good 1

Thou bastard of my grandfather !

—

Win, Ay, lordly sir ; for what are you, I pray.

But one imperious in another's throne ?

Clo. Am I not protector, saucy priest ?

Win. And am not I a prelate of the church?

Glo. Ves, as an outlasv in a castle keeps,

And useth it to patronage his theft.

Win. Unreverent Gloster !

Glo. Thou art reverent

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life.

Win. Rome shall remedy this.

War. Roam thither then.

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear.

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne.

So»i. Methinks my lord should be religious,

And know the office that belongs to such.

War. Methinks his lordship should be
humbler ;

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead.

Som. Ves, when his holy slate is touch'd so

near.

War. State holy or unhallovv'd, what of that?

Is noi his grace protector to the king?
Plan. Plantagenet, I see, must hold his

tongue.

Lest it be said, Speak, sirrah, tvhen you should

;

Afust your bold verdict enter talk ivith lords ?

Else would I have a fling at Winchester.

[.Aside.

K. Hen. Unclesof Gloster and ofWinchester,
The special watchmen of our English weal,

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail,

To join your hearts in love and amity.

O, what a scandal is it to our crown
That two such noble peers as ye should jar !

Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell

Civil dissension is a viperous worm
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth.

[A tioise witliin, " Down with the tawny
coats."

What tumult 's this ?

War. An uproar, I dare warrant,

Begun through malice of the bishop's men 1

[.4 noise again, *' Stones ! Stones !"

Enter the Mayor of London, attended.

May. O, my good lords,—and virtuous

Henry,

—

Pity the city of London, pity us !

The bishop and the Duke of Gloster's men.
Forbidden late to carry any weapon.
Have fiU'd their pockets full of pebble stones,

And, banding themselves in contrary parts.

Do pelt so fast at one another's pate, [out

;

That many have their giddy brains knock'd
Our windows are broke down in every street.

And we, for fear, compell'd to shut our shops.

Enter, skirmishing, the Retainers ^GLOSTER
«;;«' Winchester, with bloody pates.

K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to

ourself, [peace.

—

To hold your slaught'ring hands, and keep the

Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife.

1 Se}-v. Vi^y, if we be

Forbidden stones, we '11 fall to it with our teeth.

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute.

[Skirmish again.

Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish

broil.

And set this unaccustom'd fight aside. [man
3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a

Just and upright ; and for your royal birth

Inferior to none but to his majesty

:

And ere that we will suffer such a prince,

So kind a father of the commonweal.
To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate.

We, and our wives and children, all will fight.

And have our bodies slaughter'd by thy foes.

I Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails

Shall pitch a field when we are dead.

[Skirmis/i again,

Glo. Stay, stay, I say !

And if you love me, as you say you do,

Let me persuade you to forbear awhile.

A". Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my
soul !

—

Can you, my Lord of Winchester, behold

My sighs and tears, and will not once relent?

Who should be pitiful if you be not ?

Or who should study to prefer a peace,

If holy churchmen take delight in broils?

War. Yield, my lord protector ;—yield,

Winchester ;

—

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse.

To slay your sovereign and destroy the realm.

You see what mischief, and what murder too,

Hath been enacted through your enmity ;

Then b^s at peace, except ye thirst for Vjlood.

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield.
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Glo. Compassion on the king commands me
sloop ;

Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest

Should ever get that privilege of me. [duke

War. Eehold, my IxJrd of Winchester, the

Hath banish'd moody discontented fury,

As by his smoothed brows it doth appear :

Why look you still .so stern and tragical?

Clo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand.

K. Hen. Fie, uncle Beaufurt ! I have heaKl

you preach

That muHce was a great and grievous sin ;

And will not you maintain the thing you leach,

But prove a chief offender in the same ?

War. Sweet king !—the bishop hath a kindly

gird.

—

For shame, my Lord of Winchester, relent !

What, shall a child instruct you what to do ?

Win. Well, Duke of Glosler, I will yield to

thee;

Love for thy love and hand for hand I give.

Gh. Ay, but, I fear me, with a hollow heart.

—

See here, my friends and loving countrymen ;

Tills token servelh for a flag of truce

Betwixt ourselves and all our followers:

So help me God, as I dissemble not !

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not

!

{Aside.

K. Hen. O loving uncle, kind Duke of

Gloster,

IIow joyful am I made by this contract !

—

Away, my masters ! trouble us no more ;

But join in friendship, as your lords have done.

1 Serv. Content : I '11 to the surgeon's.

2 Serv. And so will I.

3 Serv. And I will see what physic the

tavern affords.

{Exeiini Servants, Mayor, &^c.

War. Accept this scroll, most gracious
sovereign ;

Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet
We do exhibit to your majesty.

Glo. Well urg'd, my Lord of Warwick ;—for,

sweet prince,

An if your grace mark every circum-stance,

\'ou have great reason to do Richard riglit
;

Especially for those occasions

At Eltham Place I told your majesty, [force :

A'. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of

Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is

That Richard be restored to his blood.

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ;

So shall his father's wrongs he recompensM.
Win. As will the rest, so willetli Winchester,
JC. Hen. If Richard will be true, not that

alone.

But all tlic wiiole inheritance 1 give

That doth belong unto the house of York,
From whence you spring by lineal descent.

Plan. Thy humble servant vows ohiedience

And humble service till the point of death.

K. Hen. Stoop, then, and set your knee
against my foot

;

And in reguerdon of that duty done
1 girt thee with the valiant sword of York :

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet,

And rise created princely Duke of York, [fall

!

Plan. And so thrive Richard as thy foes may
And as my duty springs, so perish they

That grudge one thought against your majesty !

All. Welcome, high prince, the mighty Duke
of York !

Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble Duke of

York ! \Asi(k.

Glo. Now will it best avail your majesty
To cross the seas, and to be crown'd in France

:

The presence of a king engenders love

Amongst his subjects and his loyal friends,

As it disanimates his enemies.

K. Hen. When Gloster says the word, King
Henry goes ;

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes.

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness.

{Flourish. Exeunt all but Exeter.
Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in

France,
Not seeing what is likely to ensue.

This late dissension grown betwixt the peers

Burns under feigned ashes of forg'd love.

And will at last break out into a flame :

As fester'd members rot but by degree.

Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away,

So will this base and envious discord breed.

And now I fear that fatal prophecy
Which in the time of Henry named the Fifth

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,

—

That Henry born at Monmouth should win all.

And Henry born at Windsor should lose all

:

\Miich is so plain that Exeter doth wish

His days may finish ere that hapless time.

[Exit.

Scene II.

—

France. Before Rouen.

Enter La Puceli.f, disfrnised, and Soldiers

dressed like Country/ncn, with sacks upon
their backs.

Puc. These are the city-gales, the gates of

Rouen,
Through which our policy must make a breach

:

Take heed, be wary how you place your words ;

Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men
That come to gather money for their corn.
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If we have entrance,—as I hope we shall,

—

And that we find the slothful watch but weak,
I '11 by a sign give notice to our friends.

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them.
I Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack

the city.

And we be lords and rulers over Rouen ;

Therefore we 'II knock. {^Knocks.

Guard. [ Within. J Qui est /a ?

Fuc. Paysans, pattvres gens de France,—
Poor market-folks that come to sell their corn.

Guard. [Opening the gates.] Enter, go in; the

market-bell is rung.

Ptic. Now, Rouen, 1 '11 shake thy bulwarks
to the ground.

[La Pucelle, Gt'c, enter the Fown.

Enter Chari.es, Bastard of Orleans,
ALENgoN, and Forces.

Char. Saint Denis bless this hr.ppy stratagem !

And once again we '11 sleep secure in Kouen.
Bast. Here enter'd Pucelle and lier practis-

ants

;

Now she is there, how will she specify

Where Ls the best and safest passage in ?

Alen. By thrusting out a torch from yonder
tower; [is,—

Wliich, once discem'd, shows that her meaning
No way to that, for weakness, which she enter'd.

Enter La PiJCELLE, on a battlement, holding
out a torch burning.

Flic. Behold, this is the happy wedding-torch
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen.
But burning fatal to the Talbotites.

Fast. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our
friend

;

The burning torch in yonder turret stands.

Cliar. Now shine it like a comet of revenge,
A prophet to the fall of ail our foes !

Alen. Defer no time, delays have dangerous
ends

;

Enter, and cry Fhe Dauphin! presently,

And then do execution on the watch.
{They enter. Exit La Pucklle above.

Alarum. Enter, from the Town, 'TAL^OT and
English Soldiers.

Tal. France, thou shall rue this treason with
thy tears.

If Talbot but survive thy treachery.

—

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress.

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares.
That hardly we escap'd the pride of France.

\_Exeunt into the Town.

Alarum : excursions. Enter, from the To7vn,
BicDFORD, brought in sick in a chair, with
Talbot, Burgundy, awr///i(? English Forces.

I'hen enter on the zvalls La Pucei.le,
Charles, Bastard, Alen^on, and others.

Fuc. Good-morrow, gallants 1 want ye com
for bread?

1 think the Duke of Burgundy will fast

Before he '11 buy again at such a rate :

'Twas full of darnel ;—do you hke the taste ?

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend and shameless cour-

tezan !

I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own.
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn.

Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before

that time. [treason !

Bed. O let no words, but deeds, revenge this

Fuc. What will you do, good gray-beard?
break a lance,

And nm a tilt at death within a chair ? [spite,

Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all de-
l'"nci)mpass'd with thy lustful paramours !

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age.

And twit with cowardice a man half dead?
Damsel, I 'II have a bout with you again.

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame.
Fuc. Are you so hot, sir?--Yet, Pucelle,

hold thy peace ;

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow.

[Talbot and the rest consult together.

God speed the parliament ! who shall be the

speaker ? [field ?

Tal. Dare ye come forth and meet us in the

Puc. Belike your lordship takes us then tor

fools.

To try if that our own be ours or no.

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecate,
But unto thee, Alen(j-on, and the rest

;

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out ?

Alen. Signior, no. [P'rance I

Tal. Signior, hang !—base muleteers of

Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls,

And dare not take up arms like gentlemen.

Fuc. Away, captains ! let 's get us from the

walls
;

For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks.

—

(lod b' wi' you, my lord ! we came but to tell you
That we are here.

{Exeunt La Puc. , ^c. , from the -walls.

Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long,

Or else reproach be Talbot's greatest fame !

—

Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house,

—

Prick'd on by public wrongs sustain'd in

France,

—

Either to get the town again or die

;

And I,—as sure as English Henry lives.
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And as his father here was conqueror ;

As sure as in this lale-betrayed towu
tireat Cceur-de-Hon's heart was buried,—

So sure I swear to get the town or die. [vows.

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy

Tal, But ere we go, regard this dying prince.

The vaHant Duke of Bedlord.—Come, my lord,

We will bestow you in sDnie better place.

Fitter for sickness and for crazy age.

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me :

Here will I sit before the walls of Rouen,
And will be partner of your weal or woe. [you.

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let usnowper.suade

Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once 1

read

That stout Fendragon, in his litter, sick

Came to the field, and vanquished his Iocs :

Methinks I should revive the soldiers' hearts.

Because I ever found them as myself.

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast !

—

Thenbeitso:— heavenskeepold Bedford safe !—
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy,
But gather we our forces out of hand,

And set upon our boasting enemy.
{^Exeunt into the Tcnvn, BuR., Tai,. , ami

Forces, leaving BiCD. and olliers.

Alarum: exatrsions. Zt«/£?- SlK John
Fas roi.FE, atid a Cajilain.

Cap. Whither away. Sir John Fastolfc, in

such haste? [fi'gbt

:

Fast. Whither away ! to save myself by
We are like to have the overthrow again, [bot ?

Cap. What ! will you lly, and leave Lord Tal-

Past. Ay,
All the Talbots in the world, : ; save my life.

[Exie.

Cap. Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow

thee ! {Exit into the Toivti.

Retreat: excursions. Re-enter, /ro?n the town,
La Pucelle, Alen(;on, CHAKt.ii;s, &'c\,

and exeunt /lying.

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven
please,

For I have seen our enemies' overthrow.

What is the trust or strength of foolish man }

They that of late were daring with their scoffs

Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves.
\_Dies, and is carried off" in his chair.

Alarum. Re-enter TfOJROl, BliRGU.NDY, a«a?
others.

Tal. Lost and recover'd in a day again !

This is a double honour, Burgundy :

Yet heavens have glory for this victory

!

Bttr. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects

Thy noble deeds, as valour's monuments.
Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is

Pucelle now ?

I think her old familiar is asleep :

Now Where's the Bastard's braves, and Charles
hisgleeks? [grief

What, all a-mort? Rouen hangs her head for

That such a valiant company are fled.

Now will we take some order in the town.

Placing therein some expert officers;

And then depart to Paris to the king,

For there young Harry with his nobles lie.

Bur. What wills Lord Talbot pieaseth Bur-
gundy.

Tal. But yet, before we go, let 's not forget

The noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd,

But see his exequies fulfill'd in Rouen :

A braver soldier never couched lance,

.•\ gentler heart did never sway in court ;

But kings and mightiest potentates must die,

For that 's the end of human misery. \_Exeunt.

Scene III.— The Plains near Rouen.

Enter Chari.ES, the Bastard, Ale.ncon, La
Pucelle, a?id Forces.

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident,

Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered :

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive.

For things that are not to be remedied.

Let frantic Talbot triumph for awhile.

And like a peacock sweep along his tail ;

We'll pull his plumes a"d lake away his train,

If Dauphin and the rest will be but rul'd.

Char. We have been guided by thee hilherto.

And of thy cunning had no diffidence :

One sudden toil shall never breed distnist.

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies,

And we will make thee famous through thewijfld.

Alen. We '11 set thy statue in some holy place,

A:id have thee reverenc'd like a blessed saint

:

Emplo) thee, then, sweet virgin, for our good.
Puc. Then thus it must be ; this doth Joan

devise :

By fair persuasions, mix'd with sugar'd words.
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy
To leave the Talbot and to follow us. [that,

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do
France were no place for Henry's warriors ;

Nor should that nation boast it so with us.

But be extirped from our provinces.

Ale7i. For ever should they be expuls'd Irom
France,

And not have title of an earldom here.
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Ptic. Vour honours shall perceive how I will

work
To bring this matter to the wished end.

\Drv.ms heard.

Hark! by the sound of drum you may perceive

Their powers are marcliing unto Pans- ward.

An English March. Enter, and pass over at a

distance, Talbot and his Forces.

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread.

And all the troops of English after him.

A French March. Enter tlie Dl'K1£ or
Burgundy and his Forces.

Now in the rearward comes the duke and his

:

Fortune in favour makes him lag hehnid.

Summon a parley; we will talk with him.

\^A parley sounded.
Char. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy !

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy ?

/'lie. The princely Charles of France, thy
Cduntryman.

Bur. What say'st thou, Charles? for I am
marching hence.

Char. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with
thy words. [France !

Phc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of

Stay, let thy humble handmai'; speak to thee.

Btir. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious.

Fuc. Look on thy comtry, look on fertile

France,

.A.nd see the cities and the towns defac'd

By wasting ruin of the cruel foe !

As looks the mother c.i her lovely babe
When death doth close hi- tender dying eyes.

See, see the pining malady of France ;

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds,
Which thou thyself hast given her woeful breast

!

O, turn thy edged sword another way
;

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that

help

!

[bosom
One drop of blood drawn from thy country's

Should grieve thee more than streams of

foreign gore :

Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears,

And wash away thy country's stained spots.

Bur. Either she hath bewitch'd me with her
words,

Or nature makes me suddenly relent.

Fuc. Besides, all French and France ex-

claims on thee.

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny.

Who join'st thou with but with a lordly nation

That will not trust thee but for profit's sake ?

When Talbot hath set footing once in France,

And fashion'd thee that instrument of ill,

Who then but English Heniy will be lord,
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive ?

Call we to mind,—and mark but this for
proof,

—

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe ?

.\nd was he not m England prisoner ?

But when they heard he was thine enemy,
They set him free, without his ransom paid,
In spite of Burgundy and all his friends.

See, then, thou fight'st against thy countrymen,
Andjoin'si with them will be thy slaughter-men.
Come, come, return ; return, thou wand'rine

lord ;

Charles and the rest will take thee in their arms.
Bur. 1 am vanquished ; these haughty woids

of hers
Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-shot.
And made me almost yield upon my knees.

—

Forgive me. country, and sweet countrymen !

And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace :

My forces and my power of men are yours :

So, farewell, Talbot ; I '11 no longer trust thee.

Fuc. Done like a Frenchman,—turn, and
turn again

!

Char. Welcome, brave duke ! thy friendship

makes us fresh. [breasts.

Bast. And doth beget new courage in our
Ac'en. Pucelle hath bravely play'd her part

in this,

And doth deserve a coronet of gold.

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our
powers ;

.•\nd seek how we may prejudice the foe.

\_Exeuni.

Scene IV.— Paris. A Room in the Falace.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and other

Lords, Vernon, Basset, (5rv. Fo them
Talbot and some of his Ofiiceis.

Fa/. My gracious prince,—and honourable

peers,

—

Hearing of your arrival in this realm,

I have awhile given truce unto mj- wars,

To do my duty to my sovereign :

In sign whereof, this arm,— that hath reclaim'd

To your obedience fifty fortresses.

Twelve cities, and seven walled townsofstrength,

Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem,—

Lets fall his sword before your highness' feet,

And with submissive loyalty of heart

.Ascribes the glory of his conquest got

First to my God and next unto your grace.

A'. Hen. Is this the Lord Talbot, uncle

Gloster,

That hath so long been resident in France ?.j. ^
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do. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege.

K. Hen. Welcome, brave captain and vic-

torious lord !

When I was young,—as yet I am not old,

—

I do remember how my father said

A stouter champion never handled sword.

Long since we were resolved of your truth.

Your faithful service, and your toil in war ;

Yet never have you tasted our reward.

Or been reguerdon'd with so much as thanks,

Because till now we never saw your face :

Therefore, stand up; and for these good deserts

We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury ;

And in our coronation take your place.

[Exeiint K. Men., Gi.O., Tal., aW Nobles.

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at

sea.

Disgracing of these colours that I wear
In honour of my noble Lord of York,

—

Dar'st thou maintain the former words thou

spak'st ?

Ras. Yes, sir ; as well as you dare patronage

The envious barking of your saucy tongue
Against my lord the Duke of Somerset.

Vcr. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.

Bas. Why, what is he? as good a man as

York.
Vet: Hark ye ; not so : in witness, take ye

that. [Strikes him.
Bas. Villain, thou know'st the law of arms

is such
That whoso draws a sword "lis present death,

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood.

But I '11 unto his majesty, and crave

I may have liberty to venge this wrong ;

When thou shalt see I '11 meet thee to thy cost.

Ver. Well, miscreant, I '11 be there as soon
as }'ou ;

And, after, meet you sooner than you would.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

ScENK I.—Paris. A Room of State.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter,
York, Suffolk, Somerset, Winches-
ter, Warwick, Talbot, the Governor of
Paris, and others.

do. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his

head. [sixth !

JVin. God save King Henry, of that name the

G/o. Now, governor of Paris, take your
oath,

—

[Governor kneels.

That you elect no other king but him ;

P^sleein none friends but such as are his friends.

And none your foes but such as shall pretend
Malicious practices against his state :

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God !

[Exeunt Gov. and his Train.

Enter SiR JOHN Fastolfe.

Fast. iMy gracious sovereign, as I rode from
Calais,

To liaste unto your coronation,

.\ letter was deliver'd to my hands.

Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgundy.
I'al. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and

ihee ! [next,

I vow'd, base knight, when I did meet thee

To tear the garter from thy craven's leg,

—

[Plucking it off.

Which I have done,—because unworthily

Thou wast installed in that high degree.

—

Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest :

This dastard, at the battle of Paiay,

When but in all I was six thousand strong.

And that the French were almost ten to one,

—

Before we met, or that a stroke was given,

Like to a trusty squire, did run away :

in which assault we lost twelve Imndred men ;

Myself, and divers gentlemen beside,

Were there surpris'd and taken prisoners.

Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss ;

Or whether ihat such cowards ought to wear
This ornament of knighthood, yea or no.

do. To say the truth, this fact was infamous,

And ill beseeming any common man,
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader.

Tal. When first this order was ordain'd, my
lords.

Knights of the garter were of noble birth.

Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage,

Such as were grown to credit by the wars ;

Not fearing death nor shrinking for distress,

But always resolute in most extremes.

He, then, that is not furnish'd in this sort

Dolh but usurp the sacred name of knight,

Profaning this most honourable order.

And should,—if I were worthy to be judge,

—

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-born swain

That doth presume to boast of gentle blood.

A'. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen, thou

hear'st thy doom !

Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight

:

Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death.

[Exit Fastolfe.
And now, my lord protector, view the letter

Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgvmdy.

do. What means his grace, that he hath

chang'd his style ?

[ Viewing the superscription.

No more but, plain and bluntly. To the King!
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I lath he forgot he is his sovereign P

Or doth tliis churlish superscription

Pretend some alteration in good-will ?

Wliat's here?

—

iJ^eads.]—1 have, iipon especial

cause,—
Mo'Jd 7v:th compassion of my countlys zcrcci,

Together -djzth the pilifiU complaints

Of such as yozir oppression feeds upon.—
forsaken your pernicious faction^ ^France.

Andjoin'd with Charles, the rightful King of
monstrous treachery ! Can this be so,

—

Tiiat in alliance, amity, and oaths,

There should be found such fuLe dissembling

guile ? [revolt ?

K. Hen. What ! doth my uncle Burgundy
Clo. He doth, my lord ; and is become your

foe. [contain ?

K. Hen. Is that the worst this letter duih
Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he v.'rites.

K. Hen. Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall

talk with him,

And give him chastisement for this abuse :

—

How say you, my lord, are you not content ?

Tal. Content, my liege I yes ; but that I am
prevented, [ploy'd.

1 should have begg'd I might have been eni-

K. Hen. Then gather strength, and march
unto him straight

:

Let him perceive how ill we brook his treason,

And what offence it is to flout his friends.

Tal. I go, my lord ; in heart desiring still

Vou may behold confusion of your foes. \_Exit.

Enter \^ERNON and Basset.

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious sove-

reign ! [too !

Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the combat
York. This is my servant : hear hin^., noble

prince ! [him !

Soni. .'\nd this is mine : sweet Henry, favour

K. Hen. Be patient, lords ; and give them
leave to speak.—

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim?
Arid wherefore crave you combat ? or w ith

whom ? [wrong.
Ver. With him, my lord ; for he hath done me
Bas. And I with him ; for he hath done me

wrong. [complain ?

K. Hen. What isthatwrongvvhercof you botli

First let me know, and then I'll answer you.
Bas. Crossing the sea from England into

Prance,
This fellow here, with envious earning tongue,
Upbraided me about the rose I wear ;

Sa\ing the sanguine colour of the leaves

Did represent my master's blushing cheeks
V."heii stuLibornly he did repugn the truth

About a certain question in the law
.-Vrgu'd betwi.\t the Duke of Yoik and him ;

With other vile and ignominious terms :

In confutation of which rude reproach,
And in defence of my lord's worthiness,
1 crave the benefit of law of arms.

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord :

For though he seem with forged quaint conceit
To set a gloss upon his bold intent,

Yet know, my lord, I was provolt'd Vjy !iim ;

And he first took exceptions art this badge,
Pronouncing that the paleness of this fiower
Bewray'd the faintness of my master's heart.

Yo>'k. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left?

Soin. Your private grudge, my Lord of York,
will out.

Though ne'er so cunningly you smother it.

K. Hen. Good Lord, what madness rules in

brainsick men,
When for so slight and frivolous a cause
Such factious emulations shall arise !

—

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset,
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace._

York. Let this dissension first be tried by light,

.\nd then your highness shall command a peace.
Soin. The quarrel loucheth none but us alone;

Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. [set.

York. There is my pledge; accept it, Somcr-
Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first.

Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord.

Glo. Confirmitso! Confounded be yourstrile!
And perish ye, with your audacious prate !

Presumptuous vassals, are you not asham'd
With this immodest clamorous outr^^ge

To trouble and disturb the king and us?

—

And you, my lords,—methinks you do not well
To bear with their perverse objections ;

Much less to take occasion from their mouths
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves :

Let me persuade you take a bcttei course.

Exe. It grieves his highness :—good my lords,

be friends. [combatants :

K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our lavour,

Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause.

—

And you, my lords, remember where we are ;

In France, amongst a fick'e wavering nation:

If they perceive dissension in our looks.

And that within ourselves we disagree,

How will their grudging stomachs be provok'd
To wilful disobedience, and rebel !

IJeside, what infamy will there arise.

When foreign princes shall be certified

That for a toy, a tiling of no regard.

King Henry's peers and chief nobility [Fiance!

Destroy'd themselves and lost the realm of

O, think upon the conquest of my laihcr;
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My tender years ; and let us not foref;o

That for a trifle that was bought with blood !

Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife.

I see no reason, if I wear this rose,

\^Putting on a red rose

That any one should Iherefore be suspicious

I more incline to Somerset than \'ork:

Both arc my kinsmen, and I love them both

:

As well they may upbraid me with my crown,

Decause, forsooth, the Kintj of Scots is crown'd. ,

l!ut your discretions better can persuade

Than ] am able to instruct or teach:

And therefore, as we hither came in peace.

So let us stil! continue peace and love.

—

Cousin of York, we institute your grace

To be our regent in these parts of France :

—

And, good my Lord of Somerset, tmite

Your troo]is of horsemen with his bands of

fo.n ;

And like true subjects, sons ofyour progenitors,

Co cheerfully together, and digest

Your angry choler on your enemies.

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest,

After suine respite, will return to Calais ;

From thence to England ; where I hope ere long

To be presented, by your victories.

With Charles, Aleni^on, and that traitorous rout.

[Flourish. Fxer/;U K. Hf,n".,Glo.,

SoM., Win., Suf., «;.'(/Bas.

Il'^ar. My Lord of York, I promise you, the

king
Prettily, methought, did play the orator.

Vor/i. And so he did ; but yet I like it not,

In that he wears the badge of Somerset.

IFar. Tush, that was but his fancy, blame him
not

;

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no
harm.

Vorl:. An if I wist he did,— but let it rest

;

Other affairs must now be managed.
\E.\-eiiiit York, War., andVv.v..

Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress
thy voice

:

For had the passions of thy heart burst out,

I fear we should have seen decipher'd there
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils,

Than yet can be imagin'd or suppos'd.
But howsoe'er, no simple man that sees
This jarring discord of nobility.

This shouldering of each other in the court,

This fectious bandying of their favourites,

But that it doth presage some ill event.
'Tis much when sceptres are in children's

hands;
But more when envy breeds unkind division ;

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion.

\_Exit.

ScE.Nic II. —France. Before Bourdeaux.

Enter Talbot, with his Forces.

Tal. Goto the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter:

Summon their general unto the wall.

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter, on the -walls,

the General of the French Forces, and
others,

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth.

Servant in arms to Harry King of England

;

And thus he would,—v)()en your city gates;

Be humble to us; call my sovereign yours.

And do him homage as obedient subjects;

.'\nd I "11 withdraw me and my bloody power;

P.ut if you frown upon this proffer'd peace

\o\x mpt the fury of my three attendants.

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbingfire

;

Who, in a moment, even with the earth

Siiall lay your stately and air-braving towers,

If you forsake the offer of their love.

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death,

Our nation's terror and their bloody scourge!

The period of thy tyranny approacheth.

On us thou canst not enter but by death;

Vox, I protest, we are well fortified,

.'Vnd strong enough to issue out and fight

:

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed.

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee:

(3n either hand thee there are squadrons pitch'd.

To wall thee from the liberty of flight

;

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil,

.\nd pale destruction meets thee in the face.

Ten thousand French have ta'en the sacrament.

To rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot.

Lo, there thou stand'st, a breathing valiant man,

Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit

!

This is the latest glory of thy praise

That I, thy enemy, due thee withal

;

For ere the glass that now begins to run

l'"inish the process of his sandy hour.

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured.

Shall see thee wither'd, bloody, pale, and dead.

\Drum afar off.

Hark! hark! the Dauphin's drum, a warning

bell.

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul

;

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out.

[Exeunt General, <si'C. from the Walls.

Tal. He fables not; I hear the enemy:

—

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse theii

wings.

—

O, negligent and heedless discipline !

How are we park'd and bounded in a pale,

—
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A little herd of England's timorous deer,

Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs!

If we be English deer, be, then, in blood

;

Not rascal-like to fall down with a pinch,

But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags,

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel,

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay

:

Sell every man his life as dear as mine,
And they shall find dear deer of us, my

friends.

—

[right,

God and Saint George, Talbot and England's
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight

!

\Exennt.

Scene III.

—

Plains in Gascony.

EnterYo^K, with Forces; (0 him a Messenger.

York. Are not the speedy scouts return'd

again.

That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin?
Mess. They are return'd. my lord : and give

it out

That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his power,
To fight with Talbot: as he march'd along,

By your espials were discovered

Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led,

Which join'd with him, and made their march
for Bourdeaux.

Yo7-k. A plague upon that villain Somerset,
That thus delays my promised supply
Ol horsemen, that were levied for this siege

!

Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid;

And I am louted by a trait(5r villain,

And cannot help the noble clievalier:

God comfort him in this necessity

!

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France.

Enter Sir William Lucy.

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English
strength,

Never so needful on the earth of France,
Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot,

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron,

And hemm'd about with grim destruction:

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux,
York

!

[honour.

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's
York. O God, that Somerset,—who in proud

heart

Doth stop my cornets,—were in Talbot's place

!

So should we save a valiant gentleman
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward.
Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep.
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep.

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress'd

lord

!

of

Yo7'k. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike
word

;

We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily
get

;

All 'long of this vile traitor Somerset.
Lucy. Then God take mercy on brave Tal-

bot's soul

;

[since
And on his son, young John, who two hours
I met in travel toward his warlike father

!

This seven years did not Talbot see hi,-.%on;

And now they meet where both their lives are
done.

York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have
To bid his young son welcome to his grave?
Away! vexation almost stops my breath
That sunder'd friends greet in tb.e h

death.

—

Lucy, farewell: no more my fortune can.
But curse the cause I cannot aid the man.

—

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours are won away,
Long all of Somerset and his delay.

{Exit, with Forces.
I^ucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition

Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders,
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss

The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror,
That ever-living man of memory,
Henry the Fifth :•—whiles they each other cross,

Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurr)- to loss.

[Exit.

Scene IV.— Other Plains of Cascony.

Enter Somerset, with his Forces ; ati Officer

of Talbot's with him.

Som. If is too late ; I cannot send them now:
This expedition was by York and Talbot
Too rashly plotted : all our general force

Might with a sally of the very to\Mi

Be buckled with: the ovev-daring Talbot
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure:
^'ork set him on to fight and die in shame,
Tliat, Talbot dead, great York might bear the

name.

Off. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me
Set from our o'er-matched forces forth for aid.

Enter SiR William Lucy.

So7n. How now. Sir William ! whilher were
you sent?

Lucy. Whither, my lord ! from bought and
sold Lord Talbot

;

Who, ring'd about with bold adversity,

Cries out for noble York and Somerset,

To beat assailing death from his weak legions:

And whiles the honourable captain there
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My tender years ; and let us not forego

That for a trifle that was bought with blood

!

Let me he umpire in this doubtful strife.

I see no reason, if I wear this rose,

[PiiUi'n^ 071 a red rose.

That any one should therefore he suspicious

I more incline to Somerset than \'ork:

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both

:

As well they may upbraid me with my crown,

liecausc, forsooili, the King of Scots is crown'd.

V.ut your discretions better can persuade

Than 1 am able to instruct or teach:

And tiierefore, as we hither came in peace,

So let us still continue peace and love.

—

Cousin of York, we institute your grace

To be our regent in these parts of I'"ranee :

—

And, good my Lord of Somerset, \mite

Your troops of liorsemen willi his bunds of

fool

;

And like true sulijects, sons ofyour progenitors,

Cio clK-erfuUy together, and digest

Your angry choler on your enemies.

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest,

After some respite, will return to Calais ;

From thence to England ; where I hope ere long

To be presented, by your victories.

With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitorous rout.

{Fioitris/t. Exeunt K. Hen., Glo.,
SOM., Win., Suf., and'QA'i.

IVar. My Lord of \'ork, I promise you, the

king

Prettily, methought, did play the orator.

York. And so he did ; but yet I like it not.

In that he wears the badge of .Somerset.

IVur. Tusli, that was but his fancy, blame him
not;

I dare presmne, sweet prince, he thought no
harm.

York. An if I wist he did,— but let it rest

;

Other affairs must now be managed.
[Excitnf York, War., afzdYvAi.

Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress
thy voice:

For had the passions of thy heart burst out,

I fear we should have seen decipher'd there
]More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils,

Than yet can be imagin'd or suppos'd.
But howsoever, no simple man that sees
This jarrir.g discord of nobility.

This shouldering of each other in the court.

This factious bandying of their favourites,

But that it doth presage some ill event.
'Tis much when sceptres are in children's

hands;
But more wticn envy breeds unkind division ;

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion.

\_Exil.

ScKNii II. —France. Befoi-e Bourdeaux.

Eiiler Talbot, with his Forces.

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter:

Summon their general unto the wall.

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter, on the walls,

the General of the French Forces, and
others,

Ijiglish John Talbot, captains, calls you forth.

Servant in arms to Harry King of England ;

And thus he would,—0[)en your city gates;

Be humble to us; call my sovereign yours,

And do him homage as obedient subjects;

And I '11 withdraw me and my l.)l<)ody power:

I'.ut if you frown upon this proffer'd peace

^'ou ' mpt the fury of my three attendants,

I -can famine, quartering steel, and climbingfire

;

Who, in a moment, even with the earth

Siudl lay your stately and air-braving towers,

If you forsake the offer of their love.

Grn. Tliou ominous and fearful owl of death,

Our nation's terror and their l)loody scourge !

The period of thy tyranny approacheth.

On us thou canst not enter but by death

;

I'^or, I protest, we are well fortified,

.\nd strong enough to issue out and fight

:

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed.

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee:

(3n either hand thee there are squadrons pitch'd,

To wall thee from the liberty of flight;

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil,

.\nd pale destruction meets thee in the face.

Ten thousand French have ta'en the sacrament.

To rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot.

Lo, there thou stand'st, a breathing valiant man,
Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit !

Tills is the latest glory of thy praise

That I, thy enemy, due thee withal

;

For ere the glass that now begins to run

l*'inish the process of his sandy hour,

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured,

Shall see thee wither'd, bloody, pale, and dead.

\Drum afar off.

Hark! hark! the Dauphin's drum, a warning

boll.

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul

;

And mine .shall ring thy dire departure out.

[isxerwz/ General, ^'c, frotn the Walls.

Tal. He fables not; I hear the enemy:—
Out, some light horsemen, and peruse theii

wings.

—

O, negligent and heedless discipline !

How are we park'd and Iwunded in a pale,

—
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A little herd of England's timorous deer,

Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs!
If we be English deer, be, then, in blood

;

Not rascal-like to fall down with a pinch,

But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags,

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel,

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay :

Sell every man his life as dear as mine.
And they shall find dear deer of us, my

friends.

—

[right,

God and Saint George, Talbot and England's
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight

!

[Exeun/.

Scene III.

—

Plains in Gascoiy.

EnierYORK, with Forces; to hiiii a Messenger.

York. Are not the speedy scouts return 'd

again

,

That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin?
Mess. They are return'd, my lord : and give

it out

That he is march 'd to Bourdeaux with his power,
To fight with Talbot: as he march'd along,

By your espials were discovered

Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led.

Which join'd with him, and made their march
for Bourdeaux.

York. A plague upon that villain Somerset,
That thus delays my promised supply
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege!

K'-nowned Talbot doth expect my aid;

And I am louted by a traitor villain.

And cannot help the noble chevalier:

God comfort him in this necessity

!

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France.

Etiter Sir William Luc v.

Lmy. Thou princely leader of our English
strength,

Never so needful on the earth of France,
Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot,
Who now is girdled with a waist of iron,

And hemm'd about with grim destruction

:

To Bourdeaux, warlike duke! to Bourdeaux,
York

!

[honour.

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's
York. O God, that Somerset,—who in proud

heart

Doth stop my cornets,—were in Talbot's place !

So should we save a valiant gentleman
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward.
Mad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep.
That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep.

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress'd

lord

!

York. lie dies, we lose ; I break my warlike
word

;

We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily
get

;

All long of this vile traitor Somerset.
Lucy, Then God take mercy on brave Tal-

bot's soul

;

[since
And on his son, young John, v,ho two hours
I met in travel toward his warlike father

!

This seven years did not Talbot see his%'jn;
And now they meet where both their lives are

done.
York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have

To bid his young son welcome to his giave?
Away! vexation almost stops my breath.
That sunder'd friends greet in the hour of

death.

—

L.ucy, farewell: no more my fortune can.
But curse the cause I cannot aid the man.

—

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours are won away,
Long all of Somerset and his delay.

\Exit, with Forces.
Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition

Feeds in the bosom of such great conuuanders,
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss

The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror.
That ever-living man of memory,
Henry the Fifth :—whiles they each other cross,

Lives, honours, lands, and all, huriy to loss.

{Exit.

Scene IV.— Other Plains of Gascony.

Enter Somerset, with his Forces; an Officer

of Talbot's zvith him.

Soin. It is too late ; I cannot send them now:
This expedition was by York and Talbot
Too rashly plotted: all our general force

Might with a sally of the very town
Be buckled with: the ovev-daring Talbot
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure:
\"ork set him on to fight and die in shame,
That, Talbot dead, great ^'ork might bear the

name.

Of. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me
Set from our o'er-malched forces fortli for aid.

Enter SiR William Lucv.

Som. How now, Sir William ! whither were
you sent?

Lucy. Whither, my lord ! from bought and
sold Lord Talbot

;

Who, ring'd about with bold adversity.

Cries out for noble York and Somerset,
To beat assailing death from his weak legions:

And whiles the honourable captain there
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Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs,

And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue,

You, his false hopes, the trust of England's
honour,

Keep off aloof with worthless emulation.

Let not your private discord keep away
The levied succours that should lend him aid.

While he, renowned noble gentleman,

^'iolds up his life unto a world of odds:

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy,
Alcncon, Reignier, compass him about.

And Talbot pcrisheth by your defaulL

Som. York set him on, York should have
sent him aid. [claims;

I.iicy. And York as fast upon your grace ex-

Swearing that you withhold his levied horse,

Collecied for this expedition. [the horse:

So?n. York lies; he might have sent and had
I owe him little duty and less love

;

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending.

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force

of France,

Math now entrapp'd the noble-minded Talbot

:

Never to England shall he bear his life ;

But dies betray'd to fortune by your strife.

Som. Come, go ; I will despatch the horse-

men straight

:

Within six hours they will be at his aid.

Lucy. Too late comes rescue ; he is ta'en or

slain :

For fly he could not, if he would have fled ;

And fly would Talbot never, though he might.

Som. Ifhe be dead, brave Talbot, then, adieu !

Lmy. Mis fame lives in the world, his shame
in you. {^Exeunt.

SceneV.— The English Camp near Bourdeau.r.

Enter Talbot a;^ Joh.n his Son.

Tal. O young John Talbot ! I did send for

thee

To tutor thee in stratagems of war.
That Talbot's name might be in thee reviv'd

When sapless age and weak unable limbs
Should bring iJiy father to his drooping chair.

But,—O malignant and ill-boding stars !

—

Now thou art come unto a feast of death,
A terrible and unavoided danger : [horse ;

Therefore, dr.-vr boy, mount on my swiftest

And I '11 direct tliee how thou shalt escape
By sudden flight : come, dally not, begone.
John. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your

son ?

And shall I fly? O, if you love my mother.
Dishonour not her honourable name,
To make a bastard and a slave of me I

The world will say, he is not Talbot's blood
That basely fled when noble Talbot stood.

Tal. Fly to revenge my death, if I be slain.

John. lie that flies so will ne'er return again.

Tal. If we both stay we both are sure to die.

John. Then let me stay ; and, father, do you
fly:

Your loss is great, so your regard should be

;

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me.
Upin my death ihe I'rench can litile boast

;

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost.

I'light ciinnot stain the honour you have won ;

But mine it will, that no exploit have done ;

^^)U lied for vantage, every one will swear

;

l>ut if I bow, they'll say it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever I will stay.

If the first hour I shrink and run away.

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality.

Rather than life prcserv'd with infamy.

Tal. Shall all thy motlier's hopes lie in one
lomb? [womb.

John. Ay, rather than I '11 shame my mother's

I'al. Upon my blessing I command thee go.

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe.

Tal. Part of thy father may be sav'd in thee.

John. No part of him but will be shame in

me. [lose iL

Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not

John. Yes, your renowned name : shall

flight abuse it?

Tal. Thy father's charge shall clear thee

from that stain.

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain.

If death be so apparent, then both fly.

Tal. And leave my followers here to fight

and die ?

My age was never tainted with such shame.
fohn. And shall my youth be guilty of such

blame ?

No more can I be sever'd from your side

Than can yourself yourself in twain divide :

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I ;

For live I will not if my father die. [son,

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair

Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon.

Come, side by side together live and die

;

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly.

\Exettnt.

Scene VI.—^ Field of Batlle.

Alarum : excursions wherein T.M-BOT's Son is

liemmed about, and Talbot rescues him.

Tal. Saint George and victory ! fight,

soldiers, fight

:

The regent hath with Talbot broke his word.
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And left us to the rage of France his sword.

Where is John Talbot ?—pause, and take thy

breath ;

I gave ihee IL^e and rescu'd thee from death.

John. O, twice my father, twice am I thy son !

The life thou gav'si me first was lost and done,

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate,

To my determined lime thou gav'st new date.

Tal, When from the Dauphin's crest thy

sword struck fire,

It warm'd thy father's heart with proud desire

Of bold-iac'd victory. Then leaden age,

Quicken'd with youthful spleen and warlike rage,

Beat down Alencon, Orleans, Burgundy,

And from the piide of Gallia rescu'd thee.

The ireful bastard Orleans,— that drew blood

From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood
Of thy first fight,—I soon encountered.

And, interclianging blows, I quickly shed

Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace.

Bespoke him thus,

—

Coittamutatea, base.

And misbegotten blood I spill of Chtue,

I^Iean and right poor,for that pure blood ofmine
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave

boy

:

—
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy, [care,

—

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy fathcr'5;

Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou fare?

Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly,

Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry?

Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead :

The help of one stands me in little stead.

O, too much folly is it, well I wot.

To hazard all our lives in one small boat !

If I to-day die not w iih Frenchmen's rage,

To-morrow I shall die with mickle age :

By me they nothing gain an if I stay,

—

'Tis but the short'ning of my life one day :

In thee thy mother dies, our household's name.
My death's revenge, thy youth, and England';

fame :

All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ;

All these are sav'd if thou wilt fly away.

John. The sword of Orleans hath not made
me smart ; [heart :

These words of yours draw life-blood from my
On that advantage, bought with such a shame,—

•

To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,

—

Before young Talbot from old Taibot fly,

The coward horse that bears me fall and die I

And like me to the peasant boys of France :

To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance !

Surely, by all the glory you have won,
An if I rly, I am not I'albot's son ;

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot

;

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot. [Crete,

2al. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of

Thou Icarus : thy life to me is sweet :

If thou w'ilt fight, fight by thy father's side ;

And, commendable prov'd, let 's die in pride.

\Exc2int.

Scene 'VII.

—

Anotherpart of the same.

Alarum : ejicursions. Enter Talbot wou/tdeS,

supported by a Servant.

TaL Where is my other life?—mme own is

gone;

—

[John.?—

•

O, where 's young Talbot ? where is valiant

Triumphant death, smear'd with captivity,

Yoimg Talbot's valour makes mesmileal thee:

—

When he perceiv'd me shrink and on my knee,
His bloody sword he brandish'd over me.
And like a hungry lion did commence
Rough deeds of rage and stern impatience ;

But when my angry guardant stood alone.

Tendering my ruin, and assail'd of none,

Dizzy-ey'd fury and great rage of heart

Suddenly made him from my side to start

Into the clustering battle of the French ;

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench
His overmounting spirit ; and there died

My Icarus, my blossom, in hi? pride, [borne !

SerTi. O my dear lord ! lo where your son is

Enter Soldiers, bearing the body c/'JOHN
Talbot.

Tal. Thou antic death, which laugh'st us
here to scorn.

Anon, from thy insulting tyranny.

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity,

Two Talbots, winged through the lither sky,

In thy despite, shall 'scaj^e mortality.

—

O thou whose wounds become hard-favour'd

death.

Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath

!

Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no

;

Imagine him a Frenchman and thy foe.

—

Poor boy ! he smiles, methinks, as who
should say, [to-day.

—

Had death been French, then death had died

Come, come, and lay him in his fatlier's arms:

My spirit can no longer bear these harms.

Soldiers, adieu ! I ha^e what I would have.

Now my old arms are young Talbot's grave.

[Dies.

Alarums. ^jr«m/ Soldiers ^/.'fif Servant, leav-

ing the t7vo bodies. Enter CiiAKLr.s, Ai.EN-

90N, Burgundy, Bastard, La Pucei.le,

afid Forces.

Char. Had York and Somerset brought

rescue in,

We should have found a bloody day cf this.
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Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot's,

raging-wood,

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen's blood !

Piic. Once I encounter'd him, and thus I said,

Thou 7>iaidiii youth, be vanquished by a maid:
But, with a proud niajestical high scorn,

He answcrd thus, \oun^ Talbot was not bom
To be the pillage of a giglot wench:
So, rusliint; in the bowels of the French,

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.

Bur. Doubtless he would have made w

noMe knight :•-

See where he lies mherscd in the arms
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms!

Bast. Ilew them lo pieces, hack their bones
asunder.

Whose life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder.
Char. O, no; forbear! lur that which we

I'.ave fled

During the li!"e, let us not wrong it dead.

Enter SiR WiLLIAM l.UCY, attended ; a

I'ltMicli 1 lerald preceding.

Lucy, ilerald.

Conduct me to the Dauphin's tent, to know
Who hatii obiain'd the glory of the day,

Char. On what submissive message art thou

s;nt?

Lucy, Submission, Dauphin I 'lis a mere
French word ;

We English warriors wot not what it mer.ns.

I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en.

And to survey the bodies of the dead.

Char. For prisoners ask'st thou? hell our
prison is.

But tell me whom thou seek'st. [field,

Lucy. Hut where 's the great Alcides of the

Valiant Lord Talbot, I'larl of Shrewsbury,

—

Created, for !iis rare success in arms, [ence;
Great Earl of Washford, Waterford, .and Val-

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield,

Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdun of

Alton, [Sheffield,

Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of
The tiirice victorious Lord of Falconbridge;
Knight of the noble order of Saint George,
Worthy Saint Michael, and the (Jolden Fleece;
Great Marslial to Henry the Sixth
Of all his wars within the realm of France?

Piic. Here is a silly-stately style indeed

!

The Turk, that two-and-fifty kingdoms hath,
Writes not so tedious a style as this.

—

Him that thou magnifiest with all these titles,

Slinking and fly-blown, lies here at our feet.

Lucy. Is Talbot slain,—the Frcnchmen'i
only scourge,

Your kmgdom's terror and black Nemesis?

O were mine eye-balls into bullets turn'd.

That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces

!

O that I could but call these dead to life I

It were enough to fright the realm of France:
Were but his picture left among you here,

It would amaze the proudest of you all.

Giveme their bodies, that I may bear themhence.
And give them burial as beseems their worth.

Put. I think this upstart is old Talbot's

ghost,

He speaks with such a proud commanding
spirit. [here,

I' or God's sake, let him have 'em ; to keep them
They would but stink, and putrefy the air.

Char. Go, lake their bodies hence.

Lucy. 1 '11 bear them hence:
But from their ashes shall be rear'd

A phcenix that shall make all France afeard.

Char. So we be rid of them, do with 'em
what thou wilt.

—

And now to Paris in this conquering vein:

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's slain.

\^Exennt.

ACT V.

ScENK I.—Lo.NDON. A Room in the Palace.

Enter KiNG Henry, Gloster, and
EXETEK.

K. Hen. Have you perus'd the letters from
I he pope.

The emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac?
Glo. I have, my lord : and their mient is

this,

—

They humbly sue unto your excellence

To have a godly peace concluded of

Between the realms of England and of France.

A'. Hen. How doth your grace affect their

motion? [means
Glo. Well, my good lord; and .is the only

To stop effusion of our C'hristian blood.

And stablish quietness on every side, [thought

A'. Hen. Ay, marry, uncle; for I always
It was both impious and unnatural

That such immanity and bloody strife

Should reign among professors of one faith.

Glo. Beside, my lord, the sooner to effect

And surer bind this knot of amity.

The Earl of Armagnac,—near knit to Charles,

A man of great authority in France,

—

Proffers his only diiughier to your grace

In marrip^e, with a large and sumptuous dowry,
A'. Hen. Marriage, uncle! alas, my years

are young;
.\nd fitter is my study and my books
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Than wanton dalliance wiih a paramour.
Yet, eall the ambassadors; and as you please,

So Jet lliem have their answers every one :

I shall be well content with any choice
Tends to God's glory and my coimtry's weal.

Enter a Leu^ate and two Ambassadors, with
WlNCIlUMLR, ):o:v CARDINAL BkaUFORJ',
in a Cardinal's hain't.

Exe. Wiiat ! is my Lord of Winchester in-

stall'd,

And call'd unto a cardinal's degret.?

Then I perceive that will be verihed
Henry the Filth did sometime prophesy,

—

// once he come to be a cardinal,

IJc ''11 viakc his cap co-equal tvith the croiv)!.

A'. Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several

suits

I Iwe been consider'd and debated on.

^ iiur purpose is both good and reasonable;

And therefore are we certainly resolv'd

To draw conditions of a friendly i:)eace ;

Which by my Lord of Winchester we mean
Sli.ill be transported presently to France.

Clio. And for the profter of my lord your
master,

I have inform'd his highness so at large,

A^, liking of the lady's virtuous gifts,

II -r beauty, and the value of her dower.
Hi- doth intend she shall be England's

(|ueen.

A'. //(//. In a

contrac
!'Mr her this jewel \to tlic .\nib. ], pledge of my

affection.

—

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded
And safely brought to Dover ; where, mshi[)p'd,
C'lnunit them lo the fortune of the sea.

\E.\eunt K. Hen., Gi.o., Exe., and
Ambassadors.

Win. Sl.iy, my lord legale: you shall first

receive

Tlii' sum of money which I promised
S .mid be ilelivered to his holiness
J >r clothing me in these grave ornaments.

/,<;'. I will attend upon your lordship's
leisure. YE.\it.

Win. Now Winchester will not submit, I

trow,

Or be inferior to the proudest peer.
Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt well perceive
That neither in birth or for authority
The bishop will be overborne by thee:
1 '11 either make thee stoop and bend thy

knee,
O. sack this country with a mutiny. {E.xit.

^umeiit and proof of which

Scene II.— France. Plains in Anjou.

Enter CTlARI.ES, BURGUNDY, Ai.ENCON, LA
Rucelle, and Forces, marchin]/.

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our
drooping spirits:

Tis said the stout Parisians do revolt,
And turn again unto the warlike French.

Jlen. Then march to Paris, ro3-al Charles of
France,

And keep not back your powers in dalliance.
/'nc. Peace be amongst them if they turn lo

us

;

Else ruin cuml)at with their palaces!

Enter a Messenger.

I\Ie.ss. Success unto our valiant general,
And happiness to his accomplices!

Char. What tidings send our scouts? I pr'y-
ihee, speak.

Mess. The English army, that divided was
Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one,
And means to give you battle presently. [is;

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning
But we \\ill presently provide for them.

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not there:
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear.

I'uc. Of r'l base passions fear is most
accurs'd:— [thine;

Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be
Let f lenry fret and all the world repine.

Char. Then on, my lords; and I-'rance be
loriunale! \^E.\eunt.

Scene \\\.— The same. Before Anglers.

Alarums: excursions. Enter La Pucei.I.E,

Puc. The regent conquers and the French-
men Hy,

—

Now help, ye charming spells and periapts;
.And ye choice spirits that admonish me,
And give me signs of future accidents,—
^'ou speedy helpers, that are substitutes

Under the lordly monarch of the north.
Appear, and aid me in this enterprise !

\_Thunder,

Enter Fiends.

This speedy and quick appearance argues proof
Of your accustom'd diligence lo me.
Now, ye familiar spirits that are cull'd

Out of the powerful legions under earth,

Help me this once, that France mayget the field.

[ They walk about and speak not.

O, hold me not with silence over-long

!
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\\'here I was wont to feed you with my blood

I '11 lop a member off and give it you,

In earnest of a further benefit,

So you do condescend to help me now.

[ They hang their heads.

No hope to have redress?—My body shall

Fay recompense if you will grant my suit.

[ They shake their heads.

Cannot my body nor blood sacrifice

Lntreat you to your wonted furtherance?

Then take my soul,—my body, soul, and all.

Before that England give the French the foil.

[ They depart.

See ! they forsake me. Now the time is come
That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest,

And let her head fall into England's lap.

My ancient incantations are too weak.
And hell too strong for me to buckle with:

Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust.

\Exil.

Alarums. Enter French and English, fight-
ing. La Pucelle a/td YoRK fight hand
to hand: La Pucelle is taken. The French

fiy-

York. Damsel of France, I ihink I have you
fast:

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms,
And try if they can gain your liberty.

—

A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace

!

See how the ugly witch doth bend her orovvs,

As if, with Circe, she would ciiange my shape !

Puc. Cliang'd to a worser sliape thou canst

not be. [man ;

York. O, Charles tlie Dauphin is a proper
No shape but his can please your dainty eye.

Fuc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles
and thee !

And may ye both be suddenly surpris'd

By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds

!

York. Fell, banning hag; enchantress, hold
thy tongue

!

[while.

Puc. I pr'ythee, give me leave to curse a-

York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest
to the stake. {Exeunt.

Alaricms. Enter SUFFOLK, leading in Ladv
.Margaret.

Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner.

[ Gazes on her,
fairest beauty, do not fear nor fly

!

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands,
And lay them gently on thy tender side.

1 kiss these lingers for eternal peace.

iKisszng her hand.
Who art thou? say, that I may honour thee.

Mar, Margaret my name, and daughter to a
king,

The Iving of Naples—whosoe'er thou art.

Stef. An earl I am, and Suffolk am I call'd.

Be not offended, nauire's miracle,

Thou art allotted to be ta'en by me
So doth the swan her downy cygnets save,

Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings.
Yet, if this ser\-ile usage once oft'end.

Go, and be free again as Suffollc's friend.

[She turns away as going,

O, slay !—I have no power to let her pass

;

My hand would free her, but my heart says no.

As plays the sun upon the glassy streams.
Twinkling another counterfeited beam.
So seomj this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes.

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak

:

I "11 call for pen and ink, and write my nnnd:
Fie, De-la-Poole! disable not thyself;

I last not a tongue? is she not here thy prisoner?
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's sight?

Ay, beauty's princely majesty is such, [rough.
Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses

Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk,— if thy name be
so,—

•

^Vhat ransom must I pay before I pass?

For I perceive I am thy prisoner. [suit

Suf. How canst thou tell she will deny thy
Before thou make a trial of her love? [Aside.
Mar. Why speak'st thou not? what ransom

must I pay? [woo'd;

Suf. She 's beautiful, and therefore to be
.She is a woman, therefore to be won. [Aside.

Alar. Wilt thou accept of ransom— yea or no?

Suf. Yond man, remember that thou hast a
wife

;

Then how can Margaret be thy jjaramour ?

[Aside.

Mar. I were best leave him, for he will not
hea'.

Suf. There all is marr'd ; there lies a cooling

card. [Aside.

Afar. He talks at random ; sure, the man is

mad.
Suf. And yet a dispensation may be had.

[Aside.

Mar. And yet I would that you would an-

swer me.

Suf. I '11 win this Lady Margaret, For
whom?

Why, for my king : tush, that 's a wooden
thing

!

[Aside.

Afar, He talks of wood: it is some carpenter.

S:!f. Yet so my fancy may be satisfied,

.\nd peace established between these realms.

But there remains a scruple in that too;

For though her father be the King of Naples.
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Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor,

And our nobility will scorn the match. [Aside.

J/ar. Hear ye, captain,—are ye not at

leisure? [much

:

Sii/. It siiall be so, disdain they ne'er so

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield.

—

[AsiWe.

Madam, I have a secret to reveal. [a knight,
A/ar. What though I be cnlhrall'd? he seems

And will not any way dishonour me. [Aside.

Sitf, Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say.

Mar. Perhaps I shall be rescued by the

French ;

And then I need not crave his courtesy. [Aside.

Siif. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a
cause

—

Afar. Tush ! women have been captivate ere

now. [Aside.

Sit/, l.ady, wherefore talk you so?
A/ar. I cry you mercy, 'tis but ijuid for quo.

Sii/. Say, gentle princess, would you not
suppose

Your bond.ige happy, to be made a queen?
fl/ar. To be a queen in bondage is more vile

Than is a slave in base servility

;

For princes should be free.

Sii/. And so shall you.
If happy England's royal king be free. [me?

AL:r. V\'hy, what concerns his freedom unto
Su/. I '11 undertake to make thee Henry's

queen

;

To put a golden sceptre in thy hand.
And set a precious crown upon thy head,

If thou wilt condescend to be my

—

Mar. What ?

St</. His love.

Afar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife.

Su/. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife,

And have no portion in the choice myself.

How say you, madani,—are you so content?
A/ar. An if my father please, I am content.

Su/. Then call our captains and our colours

forth !

—

[ Troops come /oi^ivard.
And, madam, at your father's castle-walls

We '11 crave a parley, to confer with him.

A Parley sounded. Enter Reignier on the

Walls.

Su/. See, Reignier, see, thydaughter prisoner

!

Keig. To whom?
Su/. To me.
lieig. SulTolk, what remedy?

I am a soldier, and unapt to weep
Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleness.

Su/. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord :

Consent,—and for thy honour give consent,

—

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king;
Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto;
And this her easy-held imprisonment
I lath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty.

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks?
Su/. Fair Margaret knows

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign.

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant I descend,
To give thee answer of thy just demand.

[Exit Reign IEr/;w« the Walls.
Sit/. And here I will e.xpect thy coming.

Trumpets sound. Enter Reignier below.

Reig. W^elcome, brave earl, into our terri-

tories ;

Command in Anjou what your honour pleases.

Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a
child.

Fit to be made companion with a king:
What answer makes your grace unto my suit ?

Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little

worth
To be the princely bride of such a lord,

Upon condition I may quietly

F.njoy mine own, the county Maine and Anjou,
Free from oppression or the stroke of war.
My daughter shall be Henry's, if he please,

Su/. That is her ransom,— I deliver her;
.'Vnd those two counties I will undertake
Vour grace shall well and quietly enjoy.

Reig. And I again, in Henry's royal name.
As deputy unto that gracious king.

Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith.

Su/. Reignier of France, I give thee kingly
thanks.

Because this is in traffic of a king:

—

.\.nd yet, methinks, I could be well content
To be mine own attorney in this case.

—

[Aside.

I '11 over, then, to England with this news.
And make this marriage to be solemniz'd.

So, farewell, Reignier : set this diamond safe

In golden palaces, as it becomes.
Reig. I do embrace thee as I would embrace

The Christian prince, King Henry, were hehere.
Mar. Farewell, my lord: good wishes,

praise, and prayers
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Going.

Su/. Farewell, sweet madam: but hark you,
Margaret,

—

Xo princely commendations to my king?
Mar. Such commendations as become a

maid,

A virgin, and his servant, say to him.
Si*/. Words sweetly plac'd and modestly

directed.
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But, madam, I must trouble you again,

—

ISio loving token to his majesty? [heart,

Mar. Yes, my good lord,—a pure unspotted

Never yet taint with love, I send the Uing.

Suf. And this withal. [A'isses her.

Mar. Thatfor thyself:— I will not so presume
To send such peevish tokens to a king.

\Exennt Reig. aiid Mar.
Stif. O, wert thou for myself!—But, Suffolk,

stay;

Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth

:

There Minotaurs and ugly treasons lurk.

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise:

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount,
And natural graces that extinguish art;

Repeat their semblance often on the seas,

That when thou com'st to kneel at Henr)'"s feet

Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with
wonder. [Exit.

Scene IV.—Camp of the Duke of York in

Anjon.

Enter York, Warwick, and others.

York. Bring forth that sorceress, condemn'd
to burn.

Enter La Pucelle, guarded, and a Shepherd.

Shcp. Ah, Joan, this kills thy father's heart

outright

!

Have I soul; 1 every country far and near,

And now it is my chance to find thee out

Must I behold iliy timeless cruel death?
Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I '11 die with

thee!

Pttc. Decrepit miser ' base ignoble wretch !

I am descended of a gentler blood ;

Thou art no father nur no friend c/ mine.
Shep. Out, out!—My lords, an please you,

'tis not so

;

I did beget her, all the parish knous

:

Her mother liveth yet, can testify

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship.
IV^ar. Graceless, wilt thou deny thy paren-

tage? [been,

—

York. This argues what her kind of life hath
Wicked and vile ; and so her death concludes.

Shep. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so ob-
stacle !

God knows thou art a collop of my f^esh ;

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear

:

Deny me not, I pr'ythee, gentle Joan.
Flic. Peasant, avaunt !—You have suborn'd

this man,
Of purpose to obscure my noble birth.

^hef>. 'Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest

The mom tlial I was wedded lo her mother.

—

Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl.

Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the time
Of thy nativity! I would the milk [breast

Thy mother gave thee when thou suck'dst her

Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake I

Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field,

1 wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee !

Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab?
O, burn h'-r, burn her ! hanging is too good.

iExit.
York. Take her away ; for she hath liv'd loo

long.

To fill the world with vicious qualities.

Puc. First let me tell you whom you have
condemn'd:

Not me begotten of a shepherd swain,

But issu'd from the progeny of kings;

Virtuous and holy; chosen from above,

By inspiration of celestial grace.

To work exceeding miracles on earth.

I never had to do with wicked spirits

:

But you,—that are polluted with your lusts,

Stain'd with the guiltless blood of innocents,

Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,

—

Because you want the grace that others have.

You judge it straight a thing impossible

To compass wonders but by help of devils.

No, misconceived ! Joan of Arc hath been

A virgin from her tender infancy,

Chaste and immaculate in very thought;

Wliose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus'd,

Will cr^ for vengeance at the gates of heaven.

York, .^y, ay :—away with her to execution !

War. And hark ye, sirs; because she is a
maid.

Spare for no fagots, let there be enow

:

! lace barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,

That so her torture may be shortened.

Phc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting

hearts?

Then, [oan, discover thine infirmity.

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege.

—

I am with child, ye bloody homicides

:

Murder not, then, the fruit within my womb,
Although ye hale me to a violent death.

York. Now heaven forfend ! the holy maid
with child ! [wrought

:

War, The greatest miracle that e'er ye

Is all your strict preciseness come to this ?

York. She and the Dauphin have been

juggling:

I did imagine what would be her refuge, [live

;

War. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards

Especially since Charles must father it. [his

:

Puc. You are deceiv'd ; my child is none of

It was .Mencj-on that enjoy'd my love.
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Yor/:. Alenfon ! that notorious Machiavcl

!

It (lies, an if it had a thousand Uves.

Piic. O, give me leave, I have deluded you

:

'Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke I nani'd,

But Reignier, King of Naples, that prevail'd.

li'^ar, A married man ! that 's most intoler-

al.le.

Yor-k. Why, here's a girl!— I ihinlc she

knows not well

—

Tht'ic were so many—whom she may accuse.

ll'ar. Ii 's sign she hath been liberal and
free.

)'i>ik. AikI )et, forsooth, she isa virgin ptire.

—

Si rumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee :

Unc no entreaty, for it is in vain.

/'uc. Then lead me hence ;^with whom I

leave my curse

:

May never glorious sun reflex his beams
I' pen the country where you make abode;
I'lUt darkness and the gloom)- shade ot death.

Fnviron you, till mischief and despair

Drive you to break your necks or hang your-

seh'es

!

[Exi^, s:-!ia7-dcd.

Y)ik. liieak thou in pieces and consume to

ashes.

Thou foul accursed minister of hell !

/•.V.Vr Cardinal Beaui-okt, a/teini\d.

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence

With letters of commission from the king.

I'M! know, my lords, the states of Christendom,
Mwv'd with remorse of these outrageous broils,

I lave earnestly implor'd a general peace

IJctwixt our nation and the aspiring French;
And here at hand the Dauphin and his train

A j)proacheth, to confer about some matter.

York. Is all our travail turn'd to this cfi'ect?

After the slaughter of so many jieers,

So many captains, gentlemen, ami soldiers,

That in this quaircl have been overthrown,

And sold their bodies for their country's benefit.

Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace?

I lave we not lost most part of all the tow ns,

l'>y treason, falsehood, and by treachery,

(>!ir great progenitors had conquered?

—

( ) Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee with grief

Tlie utter loss of all the realm of France.

IVaf. Be patient, York: if we conclude a

peace, [nants

It shall be with such strict and severe cove-

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.

j5^//.V/- Charles, aitaukd ; Alencon,
Bastard, Reignier, andothcis.

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus

agreed
I
France,

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim'd in

We come to be informed by yourselves

What the conditions of that league must be.

^'or/;. Speak, Winchester ; for boiling choler

chokes
The hollow passage of my prison'd voice,

By sight of these our baleful enemies.
Ca?: Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus:

That in regard King Henry gives consent.

Of mere compassion and of lenity,

To ease your country of distressful war,

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,

—

Vou shall become true liegemen to his crown

:

And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear
To pay him tribute and submit thyself,

Thou shalt be plac'd as viceroy under him,
And still enjoy thy regal dignity. [self?

Akn. Must he be, then, as shadow of him-
Adorn his temples with a coronet,

And yet, in substance and authority,

Retain fnit privilege of a private man?
This proffer is absurd and reasonless. [sess'd

Char. 'Tis known already that I am pos-

With more than half the Gallian territories,

.And therein reverenc'd for their lawful king:
Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish'd,
Detract so much from that prerogative

As to be caird but viceroy of the whole?
i\'i), lord ambassador; I'll rather keep
That which I have than, coveting lor more,
Be cast from possibility of all.

)('//•. Insulting Charles ! hast thou by secret

means
Us"d intercession to obtain a league,

.\:k1 now the matter grows to compromise
Sland'st thou aloof upon comparison?
I-'ither accept the title thou usurp'st,

Of benefit proceeding from our king.

And not of any challenge of desert.

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars.

J\c-/^. IMy lord, you do not well in obstinacy

To cavil in the course of this contract:

If once it be neglected, ten to one
We shall not find like opportunity.

A/eii. To say the truth, it is your policy

To save your subjects from such massacre

And ruthless slaughters as are daily seen

By our proceeding in hostility;

And therefore take this compact of a truce,

Although you break it when your pleasure

serves. {Aside to CHARLES.
War. How say'st thou, Charles? shall our

condition stand?

Char. It shall

;

Only reserv'd, you claim no interest

In any of our towns of garrison.

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty,

As thou art kni;.'hi, never to disobey
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Nor be rebellious to the crown of England,

—

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.

[CHARI.E.S and the rest give tokens offealty.

So, now dismiss your anny when ye please;

ll.ing up your ensigns, let your drums be still,

For here we entertain a solemn peace.

\^Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, in conference nvith

Suffolk ; Gloster and Exeter follo^v-

ing.

K. lien. Your wondrous rare description,

noble earl,

Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish'd me:
Her virtues, graced with e.xlern.-xl giUs,

Do breed love's settled passions in my heart

:

And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts

Provokes the mightiest iiulk against the tide,

So am I driven, by breath of her renown,

Either to sufTer shipwreck or arrive

Where I may have fruition of her love. [tale

Sitf. Tush, my good lord,— this superficial

Is but a preface of her worthy praise

:

The chief perfections of that lovely dame,

—

Had I sufficient skill to utter them,—
Would make a volume of enticing lines,

Able to ravish any dull conceit:

And, which is more, she is not so divine.

So full-replete with choice of all delights,

But. with as humble lowliness of mind.

She is content to be at your command

;

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents.

To love and honour Henry as her lord.

K. Hen. And otherwise will Henry ne'er pre-

sume.
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent

That Margaret may be England's royal queen.

Glo. So should I give consent to flatter sin.

You know, my lord, your highness is betrolh'd

Unto another lady of esteem : [tract,

How shall we, then, dispense with that con-

And not deface your honour with repro.ich?

Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths;

Or one that, at a triumph having vow'd

To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists

Ey reason of his adversary's odds:

A poor earl's daughter is unequal odds.

And therefore may be broke without offence.

Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more
than that?

Her father is no better than an earl.

Although in glorious titles he e.xcel.

Suf. Yes, my lord, her father is a king,

The iving of Naples and Jerusalem;

And of such great authority in France
As his alliance will confirm our peace,

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.

Glo. And so the Earl of Armagnac may do,

Because he is near kiasman unto Charles.

Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a liberal

dower

;

While Reignier sooner will receive than give.

Stif, A dower, my lords! disgrace not so

your king,

That he should be so abject, base, and poor.

To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love.

Henry is able to enrich his queen,

.A.nd not to seek a queen to make him rich

:

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives,

.\s murket-men for oxen, sheep, or horse.

Marriage is a matter of more worth

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship;

Not whom we will, but whom his grace affects.

Must be companion of his nuptial bed :

.-Vnd therefore, lords, since he affects her most,

It most of all these reasons bindeth us

In our opinions she should W preferrd.

For what is wedlock forced but a hell,

.\n age of discord and continual slriie?

Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss,

.'Vnd is a pattern of celestial peace.

Whom should we match with Henry, being a

king.

But -Margaret, that is daughter to a king?

Her peerless feature, joined with her binh,

.\pproves her fit for none but for a king

:

Her valiant courage and undaunted spirit,

—

More than i i wtmien commonly is seen,

—

Will answer our hope in issue of a king;

For Henry, son unto a conqueror.

Is likely to beget more conquerors.

If with a lady of so high resolve

As is fair Margaret he be link'd in love. [me
Then yield, my lords; and here conclude with

That Margaret shall be queen, and none but

she.

K. Hen. Whether it be through force of your

report.

My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that

My tender youth was never yet attaint

With any passion of inflaming love,

I cannot tell ; but this I am assur'd,

I feel such sharp dissension in my brcist.

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear,

As I am sick with working of my thoughts.

Take therefore shipping; post, my lord, to

France

;

Agree to any covenants ; and procure

That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come
To cross the seas to England, and be crown'd

King Henry's faithful and anointed qv.ccn :
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For your expenses and sufficient charge,

Among the people gather up a tenlh.

lie gone, I say; for, till you do return,

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares.

—

And you, good uncle, b?nish all oft'ence:

li you do censure me by what you were,

Not what you are, I know it will excuse

This sudden execution of my will.

And so, conduct me v/here, from company,
1 may revolve and ruminate my gnef. l£xzL

Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last.

{Exeunt Gloster and Exeter.
SuJ. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd ; and thus

he goes.

As did the youthful P.'.ris once to Greece,
With hope to find ths like event in love,

Uut prosper better than the Trojan did.

Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king;
But I will rule both her, the king, and realm.
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King Henry the Sixth.
IlUMl'HREY, Dtike of Gloster, his Uitdc.

Cardinal Beaufort, Bishop of Winchesier,

Great- Unck to the King.
Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York.

Edward and Richard, his Sous.

Duke of Somerset, \

Duke of Suffolk,

J

of the King's
party.

Duke of Buckingham,
Lord Clifford,
Young Clifford, his Son,

Earl OF Salisi!ury,"\ r., ,-./>
T, ,,, ' >of the \ork faction.Earl of Warwick, J

^

Lord Scales, Governor of tlie Tower.

Lord Say.
Sir Humphrey Stafford.
William Stafford, his Brother,

Sir John Stanley.
A Sea Captain, Master, and Master's Mate,

aW Walter VViiitmorl.
Two Gentlemen, Prisoners ivith Suffolk,
Vaux.
A Herald.

Scene,—Dispersedly in \

ACT L

Scene \.—London. A Room of State in the

Castle.

Flourish of trumpets: then hautboys. Enter,

on one side. King Henry, Duke of
Gloster, Salisbury, Warwick, and
Cardinal Beaufort; on the other. Queen
]\Iargaret, led in by Suffolk; York,
Somerset, Buckingham, and others,

following.

Suf. As by your high imperial majesty

I had in charge at my depart for France,

As procurator to your excellence,

To marry Princess Margaret for your grace;

So, in the famous ancient city Tours,

—

In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil,

The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne, and
Alencon,

Hume and Southwell, t^vo Priests.

BOLINGBROKE, a Conjuror.

A Spirit raised by him.
Thomas Horner, an Armourer.
Peter, his Man.
Clerk of Chatham.
Mayor of Saint Alban's.

Sl.Ml'COX, an Impostor.

Two Murderers.

1ACK Cade, a Rebel.

George, John, Dick, Smith the Weaver^
Michael, 5fc., hisfollowers.

.\LEXANDer Iden, a Kentish Gentleman.

Margaret, Queen to King Henry.
Eleanor, Duchess of Gloster.

Margery Jourdain, a Witch.
Wife to SiMPcox.

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants; Petitioners,

Aldermen, a Beadle, Sherifif, a)id Officers

;

Citizens, Prentices, Falconers, Guards,
Soldiers, Messengers, &c.

larious parts <?/ ENGLAND.

Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty reverend
bishops,

I have perform'd my task, and was espous'd:

And humbly now, upon my bended knee.

In sight of England and her lordly peers.

Deliver up my title in the queen [stance

To your most gracious hands, that are the sub-

Of that great shadow I did represent

;

The happiest gift that ever marquis gave.

The fairest queen that ever king receiv'd.

K. Hen. Suffolk, arise.—Welcome, Queen
Margaret

:

I can express no kinder sign of love [hl'-S

Tlian this kind kiss.—O Lord, that lends me
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness

!

For thou hast given me, in this beauteous face,

A world of earthly blessings to my soul.

If sympathy of love unite our tlioughts.

Q. Mar. Great King of England, and my
gracious lord,

—

The mutual conference that my mind hath had,
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By day, by night, waking and in my dreams,

In courtly company or at my beads.

With you, mine alder-lielest sovereign,

Makes me the bolder to salute my king

With ruder terms, such as my wit affords

And over-joy of heart doth minister, [speech,

K. Hen. Her sight did ravish ; but her grace in

Her words y-clad with wisdom's majesty.

Makes me from wondering fall to weeping joys
;

Such is the fulness of my heart"'s content.

—

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my
love.

All. [Kneeling.] Long live Queen Margaret,

England's happiness !

Q. Mar. We thank you all. [Flourish.

Suf. My lord protector, so it please your grace,

Here are the articles of contracted peace

Between our sovereign and the French King
Charles,

For eighteen months concluded by consent.

do. [Reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed bctzvceti

the French King Charles and William De-la-

Poole, Marquess of Suffol/c, ambassador for
Henry King of England, that the said Henry
shall espouse the Lady Margaret, daughter unto

KeignierKingofNaples, Sicilia, andJerusalem

;

andcrown her Queen ofEngland ere the thirtieth

ofMay next etisuing.— Item ,— That the duchy of
Anjoti arui the county of Maine shall be released

ami delivered to the king her father,—
K. Hen. Uncle, how now !

Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord

;

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart,

And dimm'd mine eyes, that I can read no
further.

K. Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray read on.

Car. [Reads.] Item,—It isfiirther agreed be-

tween them that the duchies ofAnfou and Maine
shall be released and delivered over to the king
her father; and she sent ovey of the King of
England^s own proper cost and charges, 7vithout

having any dowry.

K, Hen. They please us well.—Lord mar-

quess, kneel down

:

We here create thee the first Duke of Suffolk,

And girt thee with the sword.—Cousin of York,
We here discharge your grace from being regent

I' the parts of France, till term of eighteen

months
Be full expir'd.—Thanks, uncle Winchester,

Gloster, York, Buckingham, Somerset,

Salisbury, and V/arwick

;

We thank you all for this great favour done.
In entertainment to my princely queen.

Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide

To see her coronation be perform 'd.

{Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk.

Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the
state,

To you Dukellumphreymust unload hisgrief,

—

Your grief, the common grief of all the land.

What! did my brother Henry spend his youth,
His valour, coin, and people in the wars?
Did he so often lodge in open field,

In winter's cold and summer's parching heat,

To conquer France, his true inheritance?

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits

To keep by policy what Heni-y got?

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham,
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick,
Receiv'd deep scars in France and Normandy?
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort and myself.

With all the learned council of the realm,

Studied so long, sat in the council-house

Early and late, debating; to and fro [awei

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in

And hath his highness in his infancy

Been crown'd in Paris, in despite of foes?

And shall these labours and these honours die!

Shall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilnnce,

Your deeds of war, and all our counsel die?

O peers of England, shameful is this league

!

Fatal this marriage ! cancelling your fame.

Blotting your names from books of memory,
Razing the characters of your renown.
Defacing monuments of conquer'd Fiance,

Undoing all, as all had never been !

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate

discourse,

This peroration with such circumstance?

For France, 'lis ours ; and we will keep it still.

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can;
But now it is impossible we should

:

Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast,

Hath given the duchy of Anjou and Maine
Unto the poor King Reignier, whose large style

Agrees not with the leanness of his purse.

Sal. Now, by the death of Him that died for

all.

These counties were the keys of Normandy :

—

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son?
War. For grief that they are past recovery

:

For were there hope to conquer them again

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes

no tears.

Anjou and Maine! myself did win them both;

Those provinces these arms ofmine did conquer:

And are the cities that I got with wounds
Deliver'd up again with peaceful words?
Mort Dieu ) [cate

York. For Suffolk's duke, may he be sufto-

That dims the honour of this warlike isle !

France should have torn and rent my very heart

Before I would have yielded to this league.
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Enter a Messenger.

^less. My lord protector, 'tis his highness'

pleasure

You do prepare to ride unto Saint Albans,

Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk.
Glo. I go.—Come, Nell,—thou wilt ride with

us? [sentjy.

Duck. Yes, my good lord, I "11 follow pre-

[Exeuni Gloster and Messenger.

Follow I must ; I cannot go before

While Gloster bears this base and humble mind.

Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood,

I would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks,

And smooth my way upcn their headless necks :

And, bciij a woman, I will not be slack

To play my pr.rt in fortune's pageant.

—

Where are you there, Z\r John ? nay, fear not,

man.
We are alone ; here 's none but thee and I.

Enier IIu.ME.

Hume. Jesus preserve your royal majesty
Diuh. What say'st thou ? majesty ! I am but

grace. [advice,

Hume. But, by the grace of God and Hume's
Your grace's title shall Ije multiplied.

Duck. What say'st thou, man ? hast thou as

yet conferr'd

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch,

VYiih Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer?

And will they undertake to do me good ?

Hume. This they have promised,—to show
your highness

A spirit rais'd from depth of under-ground,
That shall make answer to such questions

As by your grace shall be propounded him.

Duck. It is enough; I'll think upon the

questions

:

When from Saint Albans we do make return

We'll see these things effected to the full.

Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry,

man.
With thy confederates in this weighty cause.

{Exit.

Hume. Hume must make merry with the

duchess' gold

;

Marry, and shall. But, how now, Sir John
Hume

!

Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum

:

The business askelh silent secrecy.

Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch :

Gold cannot come amiss were she a devil.

Yet have I gold flies from another coast:

—

I dare not say from the rich cardinal.

And from the great and new-made Duke of

Suliblk ;

Yet I do find it so: for, to be plain.

They, knowing Dame Eleanor's aspiring hum-
our,

Have hired me to undermine the duchess,

And buzz these conjurations in her brain.

They say,-—A crafty knave does need no broker;

\'et am I Suffolk and the cardinal's broker.

Hume, if you lake not heed, you shall go near

To call them both a pair of crafty knaves.

Well, so it stands; and thus, I fear, at last

Hume's knavery will be the duchess' wreck,

And her attainture will be Humphrey's fall

:

Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all.

\_Exit.

Scene HI.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Peter and other Petitioners.

1 Pet. My masters, let 's stand close: my lord

protector will come this way by and by, and then

we may deliver our supplications in the quill.

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he 's

a good man ! Jesu bless him !

1 Pet. Here 'a comes, melhinks, and the

queen with him. I '11 be the first, sure.

.ffw/t^r Suffolk ««(/ Queen Margare. .

2 Pet. Come back, fool; this is the Duke of

Suflolk, and not my lord protector.

Suf How now, fellow ! wouldst anything
with me?

I Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me ; I took

ye for my lord protector.

Q. Mar. \G!ancingat the superscriptions.'\ To
my Lord Protector ! Are your supplications tn

his lordship? Let me see them :—what is thine ?

1 Pet. Mine is, an 't please your grace, against

John Goodman, my lord cardinal's man, forkeep-

ing my house, and lands, and wife and all, from

me.

Suf. Thy wife too ! that is some wrong in-

deed.—What 's )ours ?—What 's here ! \Reads.
]

Against the Duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the

commons of Melford.—How now, sir knave !

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of

our whole township.

Peter. {Presenting his petition.^ Against my
master, Thomas Horner, for saying that the Duke
of York was rightful heir to the crown.

Q. Mar. What say'st thou? did the Duke of

York say he was rightful heir to the crown ?

Peter. That my master was? no, forsooth:

my master said that he v/as ; and that the king
was an usurper.

Suf. Who is there? {Enter Servants.]—Take
this fellow in, and send for his master with a
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pursuivant presently :—we '11 hear more of your

matter before the king.

[Exetinl Servants with Peter.

Q. Mar. And as for you, that love to be pro-

tected

Under the wings of our protector's grace,

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him.

[Tears ttie. petitions.

Away, base cullions !—Suffolk, let them go.

AIL Come, let 's be gone.

[Exeunt Petitioners.

Q. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the

guise.

Is this the fashion in the court of England ?

Is this the governm.ent of Britain's isle,

And this the royalty of Albion's king?

What, shall King Henry be a pupil still,

Under the surly Gloster's governance ?

Am I a queen in title and in style,

And must be made a subject to a duke ?

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours

Thou rann'st a tilt in honour of my love.

And stol'st away the ladies' hearts of France,

I thought King Henry had resembled thee

In courage, courtship, and proportion :

But all his mind is bent to holiness,

To number Avc-Maries on his beads

:

His champions are, the prophets and apostles
;

His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ

;

His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves

Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints.

I would the college of the cardinals

Would choose him pope, and carrjhim to Rome,
And set the triple crown upon his head :

—

That were a state fit for his holiness.

Siif. Madam, be patient : as I was cause

Your highness came to England, so will I

In England work your grace's full content.

Q. Mar. Beside the haughty protector, have

we Beaufort [ham,

The imperious churchman, Somerset, Bucking-

And grumbling York ; and not the least of these

But can do more in England than the king.

Siif. And he of these that can do most of all

Cannot do more in England than the Nevils :

Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers.

Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half

so much
As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife.

She sweeps it through the court with troops of

ladies, [wife

:

More like an empress than Duke Humphrey's
Strangers in court do take her for the queen

:

She bears a duke's revenues on her back,

And in her heart she scorns our poverty :

Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her ?

Contemptuous base-born callet as she is.

She vaunted 'mongst her minions t' other day
The very train of her worst wearing gown
Was better worth than all my father's lands,

Till Suffolk gave twodukedoms forhis daughter.

Suf. Madam, myselfhave lim'da bush for her,

And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds

That she will light to listen to the lays,

And never mount to trouble you again.

So, let her rest : and, madam, list to me ;

For I am bold to counsel you in this.

Although we fancy not the cardinal.

Yet must we join with him and with the lords,

Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in dis-

grace.

.Ks for the Duke of York,—this late complaint
Will make but little for his benefit.

So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last,

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm.

Enter \^\y.G Henry, York, and Somerset;
Duke and Duchess of Gloster, Car-
dinal Beaufort, Buckingham, Salis-
bury, a«^ Warwick.
K. Hen. For my pari, noble lords, I care

not which ;

Or Somerset or York, all 's one to me.
York. If York have ill demean'd himself in

France,

Then let him be denay'd the regentship.

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place,

Let York be regent; I will yield to him. [no,

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or
Dispute not that: York is the worthier.

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters

speak.

War. The cardinal 's not my better in the

field.

Buck. All in this presence are thy betters,

Warwick.
War. Warwick may live to be the best of all.

Sal. Peace, son !—and show some reason,

Buckingham,
Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this.

Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will

have it so.

Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself
To give his censure : these are no women's

matters. [grace

Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your
To be protector of his excellence?

Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm;
And, at his pleasure, will resign my place.

Suf. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence.

Since thou wert king,—as who is king but
thou ?—

The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck;
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the seas;
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And all the peers and nobles of the realm

Have been as bondmen to thy sovereicjnty.

Car. The commons hast thou rack'd ; the

clergy's bags

Are lank and lean with thy extortions.

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings and thy wife's

attire

Have cost a mass of public treasury.

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution

Upon offenders hath exceeded law.

And left thee to the mercy of the law.

Q. Mar. Thy sale of offices and towns in

France,

—

If they were known, as the suspect is great,

—

Would make thee quickly hop without thy

head.

\^Exit Gi.osTER. The Queen drops

herfan.
Give me my fan: what, minion! can you not?

\Gives the DucHESS a box on the ear,

I cry you mercy, madam ; was it you?

Duch. VVas't I? yea, I it was, proud French-

woman :

Could I come near your beauty with my nails,

I 'd set my ten commandments in your face.

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; 'twas against

her will. [in time

;

Duch. Against her will ! good king, look to 't

She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a

baby: [breeches,

Though in this place most master wear no
She shall not strike Dame Eleanor unreveng'd.

lExit.

Biuk. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor,

And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds:

She's tickled now; her fume needs no spurs,

She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction.

\Exit.

Re-enter Gi.OSTER.

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown
With walking once about the quadrangle,

I come to talk of commonwealth affairs.

As for your spiteful false objections,

Prove them, and I lie open to the law:

But God in mercy so deal with my soul

.\s I in duty love my king and country

!

But to the matter that we liave in hand :

—

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man
To be your regent in the realm of France.

Suf. Before we make election, give me leave

To show some reason, of no little force,

That York is most unmeet of any man.
York. I '11 tell thee, Suffolk, why I am un-

meet :

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride

;

Next, if I be appointed for the place,

My Lord of Somerset will keep me here,

Without discliarge, money, or furniture,

Till France l>e won into the Dauphin's hands:
Last time, I danc'd attendance on his will

Till Paris was besieg'd, famish'd, and lost.

War. That can I witness; and a fouler fact

Did never traitor in the land commit.
Suf. Peace, headstrong Warwick ! [peace?
iS'ar. Image of pride, why should I hold my

Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in

IIoR.vER ajtd Peter.

Suf. Because here is a man accus'd of treason:

Pray God the Duke of York excuse himself!

York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor?

K. Hen. What mean'st thou, SutVolk? tell

me, what are these?

Suf. Please it your majesty, this is the man
That dolh acCTise his master of high treason :

His words were these,—that Richard Duke of

York
_

Was rightful heir unto the English crown,
.-\nd that your majesty was an usurper.

A'. Hen. Say, man, were these thy words?
Hor. .Vn 't shall please your majesty, I never

said nor thought any such matter: God is my
witness, I am falsely accused by the villain.

Pet. By these ten bones, my lords {holding

up his hands,] he did speak them to me in the

garret one night, as we were scouring my Lord
of York's armour.

York. Base dunghill villain and mechanical,

I '11 have thy head for this thy traitor's speech.—
I do beseech your royal majesty,

Let him have all the rigour of the law,

Hor. Alas, my lord, hang me if ever I spake

the words. My accuser is my prentice ; and
when I did correct him for his fault the other

day, he did vow upon his knees he would be even

with me: I have good witness of this; there-

fore I beseech your majesty, do not cast away
an honest man for a villain's accusation.

A'. Hen. Uncle, what shall we say to this in

law?
Gio. This doom, my lord, if I may judge:

Let Somerset be regent o'er the French,

Because in York this breeds suspicion

;

-And let these have a day appointed them
For single combat in convenient place,

For he hath witness of his servant's malice:

This is the law, and this Duke Humphrey's
doom.

A". Hen. Then be it so.—My Lord of

Somerset,

We make your grace regent over the French.

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty.

Hor. And I accept the combat willingly.
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Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight ; for God'.s

sake, pity my case ! the spite of niiin prevaileth

a<;ainst me. O Lord, have mercy upon me

!

I shall never be able to fight a blow: O Lord,

my heart

!

[hang'd.

Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be

K. Hen. Away with them to prison ; and the

day [month.

—

Of combat shall be the last of the next

Come, Somerset, we '11 see thee sent away.
\_Floiirish. Exeunt.

Scene IV.— The same. The DuKE OF
Glostek's Garden.

Enter M.4RGERY JOURDAIN, HUME, SOUTH-
WELL, and BOLINGBROKE.

Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I

tell you, expects performance of your promises.

Baling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro-

vided: will her ladyship behold and hear our

exorcisms?

Uuine. Ay, what else? fear you not her
courage.

Baling. I have heard her reported to be a

woman of an invincible spirit : but it shall f>e

convenient, Master Hume, that you be by her

aloft, while we be busy below ; and so, I pray

you, go in God's name, and leave us. \Exit
HtTME. ] Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate,

and grovel on the earth ;—^John Southwell, read

you ;—and let us to our work.

Enter Duchess above, and presently Hume.

Duck. Well said, my masters ; and welcome
all.

To this gear,—the sooner the better.

Baling. Patience, good lady ; wizards know
their times:

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night.

The time of night when Troy was set on fire

;

The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs
howl,

And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their

graves,

—

That time best fits the work we have in hand.
Madam, sit you, and fear not: whom we raise

\Vc will make fast within a hallow'd verge.

{Here tkey perform the ceremonies appertain-

Vig, and make the circle ; BOLTNGBiiOKE
or Southwell reads, " Conjure te," c^c.

It thunders and lightens terribly ; then

the Spirit risctk.

Spir, Adsum.
M. Jourd. Asmath,

By the eternal God, whose name and power

Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask

;

For, till thou speak, thou shall not pass from
hence. [and done

!

Spir. Ask what thou wilt : that I had said

Baling. First af the king: wkat skall af kini

become ? [Reading ont of a paper.
Sp'ir. The duke yet lives that Henry shall

depose

;

But him outlive, and die a violent death.

\_As the Spirit speaks, Southwell
writes the aimvers.

Baling. Whatfates await the Duke ofSuffolk ?
Spir. By water shall he die and take his end.
Baling. What skall befall the Duke af Somer-

set?

Spir. Let him shun c.istles;

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains

Than where castles mounted stand.

—

Have done, for more I hardly can endure.
Baling. Descend to darkness and the burn-

ing lake !

False fiend, avoid!

[ Thunder aitd lightning. Spirit descends.

Enter YoRK and Buckingham hastily, with
their Guards and others.

York. Lay hands upon these traitors and
their trash.

—

Beldam, I think we watch'd you at an inch.

—

What, madam, are you there? the king and
commonweal

Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains:

My lord protector will, I doubt it not.

See you well guerdon'd for these good deserts.

Duck. Not half so bad as thine to England's
king.

Injurious duke, that threatest where 's no cause.

Buck. True, madam, none at all:—what call

you this? {Showing ker the papers.

Away with them ! let them be clapp'd up close.

And kept asunder.—You, madam, shall with

us.

—

Stafford, take her to thee.

—

We'll see your trinkets here all forthcoming.

—

All, away

!

[E.xeunt, above, DuCHESS and Hume,
guarded; below, SOUTH., BOLING.,
o^d".

,
guarded.

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks you
watch'd her well:

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon !

Now, pray, my lord, let's see the devil's writ.

What have we here? {Reads,

The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose ;

But him outlive, and die a violent death.

Why, this is just,

Aio te, Aiacida, Romanos vincere posse.
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Well, to the rest:

Tell me whatfate awaits the Duke of Suffolk ?

By water shall he die and take his end.^
What shall betide the Dtike of Somerset?

Let him shun castles

;

Safer shall he be ttpoii the sandy plains

Than where castles mounted stand.

Come, come, my lords ;

Tliese oracles are hardly attain'd,

And hardly understood. [Albans,.

Tlie king is now in progress toward Saint

With him the husband of this lovely lady:

Tliither go these news, as fast as horse can carry

them,

—

A sorry breakfast for my lord protector.

Buck, ^'our grace shall give me leave, my
Lord of York,

To be the post, in hope of his reward.

York. At your pleasure, my good lord.

—

Who 's within there, ho

!

Enter a Servant.

Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick
To sup with me to-morrow night.—.\way !

\Exeunt.

ACT II.

ScENK I.

—

Saiut Albans.

Enter King IIexry, Quken' Margaret,
Gi.osTER, Cardi.n'al, and Suffolk, with

Falconers hollaing.

Q. .liar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the

brook,

I saw not better sport these seven years' day

:

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high;

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out.

A'. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your

falcon made,
And what a pitch she flew above the rest !

—

To sec how God in all his creatures works !

Yea, man and birds :ire fain of climbing high.

Suf No marvel, an it like your majesty,

My lord protector's hawks do tower so well

;

They know their master loves to be aloft,

And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch.

Glo. My lord, 'tis but a base ignoble mind
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar.

Car. I thought as much; he would be al)Ovc

the clouds. [that?

Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal,—how think you by
Were it not good your grace could fly to heaven?

K. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy !

Car. Thy heaven is on earth ; thine eyes and
thoughts

Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart

;

Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, [weal!

That smooth'st it so with king and common-
Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown

peremptory?
Tantcene animis ccelestibus irtz? [malice

;

Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such
With such holiness can you do it? [comes

Suf. No malice, sir; no more than well be-

So good a quarrel and so bad a peer.

Glo. As who, my lord?

Suf. Why, as you, my lord.

An 't like your lordly lord-protectorship.

Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine

insolence.

Q. Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster.

A' Hen. I pr'ythee, peace,

Good queen, and whet not on these furious peers;

For blessed are the peacemakers on earth.

Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make.
Against this proud protector, with my sword !

Glo. Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere come
to that

!

l.4side to Car.
Car. Marry, when thou dar'st.

\.4side to Gl O.

Glo. Make up no factious numbers for the

matter

;

In thine own person answer thy abuse.

[Aside to Car.
Car. .\y, where thou dar'st not peep: an if

thou dar'st,

This evening on the east side of the grove.

[Aside to Gi-O.

A'. Hen. How now, my lords!

Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster,

Had not your man put up the fowl so suddeni)'.

We had had more sport.—Come with thy two-

hand sword. [Aside to Glo.
Glo. True, uncle.

Car. Are ye advis'd?—the east side of the

grove? [Aside to Glo.
Glo. Cardinal, I am with yovu

[Aside to Car.
A'. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster

!

Glo. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my
lord.—

Now, by God's mother, priest, I 'II shave your

crown for this,

Or all my t'ence shall fail. [.4side to Car.
Car. Medice teipsum

;

Protector, see to 't well, protect yourself.

[Aside to Gi.o.

K. Hen. The winds grow high ; so do your

stomachs, lords.

How irksome is this music to my heart

!

When such strings jar, what hope of harmony?

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife.
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Enter a Townsman of Saint Albans, crying

"A Miracle!"

GI9. What means this noise ?

Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim?

Towns. A miracle ! a miracle !

Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what

miracle, [shrme,

Towns. Forsooth, a blind man at St. Albans'

VVuhin this half hour hath receiv'd his sight

;

A man that ne'er saw in his life before.

A'. Hen. Now, God be prais'd that to believ-

ing souls

Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair !

Enter the Mayor of St. Albans and his

brethren; and SiMPCOX, borne between tivo

persons in a chair, his Wife and a multitude

following.

Car. Here come the townsmen on procession

,

To present your highness with the man.

A'. Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly

vale.

Although by his sight his sin be multiplied.

Glo. Stand by, my masters :—bring him near

the king ;

His highness' pleasure is to talk with him.

A'. Hen. Good fellow, tell us here the cir-

cumstance.

That we for thee may glorify the Lord.

What, hast thou been long blind and now re-

stor'd ?

Simp. Born blind, an 't please your grace.

ll^ife. Ay, indeed, was he.

Si(f. What woman is this?

ll'ife. His wife, an 't like your worship.

Clo. Hadstthou been his mother, thoucouldst

have better told.

A'. Hen. Where wert thou born?
Simp. At Berwick in the north, an 't like your

grace.

A' Hen. Poor soul, God's goodness hath been

great to thee :

Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass,

But still remember what the Lord hath done.

Q. Alar. Tell me, good fellow, cam'st thou

here by chance.

Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ? [call'd

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being

A hundred, limes and oftener, in my sleep,

i]y good Saint Alban ; who said, Simpco.x,

come,—
Come, offer at my shrine, and I will help thee

IVife. Most true, forsooth ; and many time

and oft

Myself have heard a voice to call him so.

Car. What, art thou iTme?

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me f

Suf. How cam'st thou so ?

Simp. A fall off a tree.

ll^ife. A plum-tree, master.

Glo. How long hast thou been blind ?

Simp. O, born so, master.

Glo. What, and wouldst climb a tree ?

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a
youth. [very dear.

H^fe. Too true ; and bought his climbing
Glo. Mass, thou lov'dst plums well that

wouldst venture so.

Szmp. Alas, good master, my wife desir'd

some damsons.
And made me climb, with danger of my life.

Glo. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not
serve.

—

[them:—
Let me see thine eyes :—wink now ;—now open
In my opinion yet thou see'st not well.

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day, I thank God
and Saint .\lban.

Glo. Say'st thou me so? What colour is this

cloak of?

Simp. Red, master ; red as blood.

Glo. Why, that's well said. What colour is

my gown of?

Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal-black as jet.

A'. Hen. Why, then, thou know'st what colour
jet is of?

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see.

Glo. But cloaks and gowns, before this day,
a many.

IVife. Never, before this day, in all his life,

Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what's my name?
Simp. Alas, master, I know not.

Glo. What 's his name?
Simp. I know not.

Glo. Nor his?

Simp. No, indeed, master.

Glo. What 's thine own name? [master.

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you,

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest

knave in Christendom. If thou hadst been born
blind, thou mightst as well have known all our

names as thus to name the several colours we
do wear. Sight may distinguish of colours ; but
suddenly to nominate themall, it is impossible.

—

My lords. Saint Alban here hath done a miracle ;

and would ye not think his cunning to be great

that could restore this cripple to his legs again?
Simp. O master, that ye could

!

Glo. My masters cfSaintAlbanSjhave you not

beadles in your town, and things called whips?
A/ay. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace.

Glo. Then send for one presently.

/1/ay. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither

straight. „ [EjcH an AttendauU

,
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Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by.

[^ stool brought out.] Now, sirrah, if you mean
to save yourself from whipping, leap me over

this stool and run away. [alone

:

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand

You go about to torture me in vain.

I\e-enter Attendant, wiik the Beadle.

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find your
lc;^s.—Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over'

th t same stool.

Bead. 1 will, my lord.—Come on, sirrah ; off

vnih your doublet quickly.

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am
not able to stand.

\_After the Beadle has hit him once, he leaps

over tlie stool and runs away ; and ilie

people follozv and ciy "A Miracle!"
JC. Hen. O God, scest thou this, and bear's.l

so long? [run.

Q. Alar. It made me laugh to see the villain

Glo. Follow the knave; and take tliis drah
away.

V/i/'e. Aliis, sir, we did it for pure need.

CIo. Let them be whipped through every

market town, till they come to Berwick, whence
they came. \^Exeunl Mayor, Beadle, Wife, &:^c.

Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle

to-day.

Suf. True; made the lame to leap and flyaway.

Clo. But you have done more miracles than I
;

You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly.

Enter Buckingham.

A'. Ilcn. What tidings with our cousin Buck-
ingham? [fold.

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to un-

A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,

—

Under the countenance and confederacy
Of Lady Eleanor, the protector's wife,

The ringleader and head of all this rout,

—

Have practis'd dangerously against your state,

Dealing with witches and with conjurers:
Whom we have apprehended in the fact

;

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground,
Demanding of ICing Henry's life and death,

And other of your highness' privy council,

As more at large your grace shall understand.
Car. And so, my lord protector, by this means

Your lady is forthcoming yet at London.
This news, I think, hath turn'd your weapon's

edge;
'Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour.

{Aside to Glostek.
Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict

my heart:

Sorrow and griefhave vanquish'd all my powers

;

And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee,

Or to the meanest groom. [wicked ones,

K. Hen. O God, what mischiefs work the

Heaping confu.sion on their own heads thereby !

Q, Alar. Gloster, see here the tainture of ihy

nest;

And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best.

Glo. Madam,for myself to heaven I do appal.
How I have lov'd my king and commonweal

:

And for my wife I know not how it stands

;

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard

:

Noble she is ; but if she have forgot

Honour and virtue, and convers'd with such

-As, like to pitch, dcHle nobility,

I banish her my bed and company,
And give her, as a prey, to law and shame,
That hath di.shonour'd Glosier's honest name.

K. Hen. Well, for this night we will repxjse

us here:

To-morrow toward London back again.

To look into this business thoroughly,

And call these foul offenders t<> their answers;

And poise the cause in justice' e<)ual sailes,

\^'Tlose beam stands sure, whose rightiul cause

prevails. \_Flourisk. Exeunt.

ScenkII.— LoNDO.N. Tht Duke Of Vokk's
Garden.

Enter York, Salisbury, aW Wakwick.

y'ork. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and
Warwick,

Our simple supper ended, give me leave.

In this close walk, to satisfy myself,

In craving your opinion of my title,

WTiich is infallible, to England's crown.

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full.

I'F'ar. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim

be good,
The Nevils are thy subjects to command.

i'ork. Then thus:

—

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons;

The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of

Wales;
The second, William of Halfield; and the third,

Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster

;

The fifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of York ;

The si.xth was Thomas of Woodstock, Duke of

Gloster

;

William of Windsor was the seventh and last.

Edward the Black Prince died before his fiither ;

And left behind him Richard, his only son,

Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd

as king,
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Till Henr)' Boliiigbroke, Duke of Lancaster,
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
Crown'd by the name oi Henry the Fourth,
Sciz'd on the realm, depos'd the riglitful king.
Sent his poor queen to IVance, from whence

she came.
And him to Pomfret,—where, as all you know,
llarmless Richard was murder'd traitorously.

IFar. Father, the duke hath told the truth ;

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown.
Ivr^. VVliich now they hold by force, and not

by right

;

For Richard, the first son's heir, being dead.
The issue of the next son should have reign'd.

Sa/. But William of Hattield died without an
lieir.

i'or.-i-. The third son, Duke of Clarence,

—

from whose line

I claim the crown,—had issue Philippe, a
daughter, [March

:

Who married Ecimund Mortimer, Earl of

Edmund had issue, Roger Earl of March ;

Roger had issue, Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor.

Sa/. This Edmund, in the reign of Boling-
broke.

As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ;

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king.

\\'ho kept him in captivity till he died.

Duf, to the rest.

]'or.(: His eldest sister. Anne,
My mother, being heir unto the crown.
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge ; who wa?

son [son.

To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's flfih

T'y her I claim the kingdom : she was heir

'I'o Roger Earl of March; who was the son
Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe,

.Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence :

So, it' the issue of the elder son
Stieceed before the younger, I am king.

I! 'dr. \Vhat plain proceeding is more plain

than this ?

Henrydoth claim thecrown from JohnofGaunt,
The fourth son ; York claims it from the third.

Till Lionel's issue fails, his should not reign :

It fails not yet, but flourishes in thee,

And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock.

—

Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together ;

And in this private plot be we the first

That shall salute our rightful sovereign
With honour of his birthright to the crown.

Bot/i. Long live our sovereign Richard,

England's king !

Vo'-l-. We thank you, lords. But I am not

your king [stain'd

Till I be crown'd, and that my sword be
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster;

And that 's not suddenly to be perlorm'd,
But with advice and silent secrecy.

Do you as I do in these dangerous days :

Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's insolence,

At Beaufort's pride, at Somerset's ambition,
.At Buckingham, and all the crev.' of them,
Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the Hock,
That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphrey

:

"Tis that they seek : and they, in seeking that.

Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy.
S\:/. My lord, break we off; we know your

mind at full. [Warwick
I J jr. My heart assures me that the Earl of

Shall one day make the Duke of York a king.
i'ork. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,^

Richard shall live to make the Earl of Warv. ick

The greatest man in England but the king.

Scene HL—London. A Hall ofJuu ice.

Trumpets sounded. Etttef King IIenky,
Queen MARCAtvET, Glostek, ^'0RK, Sui-
EOLK, LDid Salisbury; ihe Duchess of
Glostek, Margery Jourdain, Souiii-
WELL, Hume, and Bolingbroke, uiuler

guard.

A'. Hen. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cob-
ham, Gloster's wife

:

!n sight of God and us, your guilt is great:

Receive the sentence of the law, for sins

Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death.

—

Vou four, from hence to prison back again

;

[7(7 Jourdain, iifc.

I'rom thence unto the place of execution

:

The witch in Smithfield shall be burn'd to ashes,

And you three shall be strangled on thegallr)\\s.—

-

You, madam, for you are more nobly born,

Despoiled of your honour in your life.

Shall, after three days' open penance done,

Live in j'oiir country here, in banishment,

With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man.
Dudi. Welcome is banishment; welcome

were my death. [llui :

CJo. Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged

I cannot justify whom the law condemns.

—

[Exeufit /he Duchess anil the other

I'risoners, guarded.

Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief.

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age

Will bringthy head with sorrow to the ground!

—

I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go

;

Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease.

A'. Hen. Stay, Humphrey Duke of Glostcr:

ere thou go.

Give up thy staff: Henry will to himself
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I^.oLecior be; and God shall be my hope,

My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet:

Aud go in peace, Humphrey,—no less belov'd

Than when thou vvert protector to thy king.

Q. Mar. I see no reason why a king of years

S'lould be to be protected like a child.

—

God and King Henry govern England's helm !

Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm.

Clo. My staff! here, noble Henry, is my staff:

As willingly do I the same resign

As ere thy father Henry made it mine;
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it

As others would ambitiously receive it.

1 firewell, good king : when I am dead and gone,

May honourable peace attend thy throne

!

iExit.

Q. Mur. Why, now is Henry king, and
Margaret queen

;

And Humphrey Duke of Gloster scarce himself,

1 aai bears so shrewd a main ; two pulls at

once,

—

I lis lady banish'd and a limb lopp'd off:

This staff of honour raught, there let it stand

Where it best fits to be,—in Henry's hand.

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs
his sprays

;

Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her youngest days.

York. Lords, let liim go.— Please it your

majesty.

This is the day appointed for the combat

;

And ready are the appellant and defendant,

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists.

So please your highness to behold the fight.

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord ; for purposely

therefore

Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried.

A'. Hen. O' God's name, see the lists and all

things fit

:

Here let them end it ; and God defend the right

!

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested,

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant.

The servant of this armourer, my lords.

£-^'.-:r, on one side, HoRNER««iy/iw Neighbours,
drinking /o him so much that he is drunk ; and
he enters bearing his staff with a sand-bag

fastened to it ; a drum before him: at the other

side, Peter, withadrum anda similar staff

;

accompanied by Prentices drinking to him.

1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink

to you in a cup of sack ; and fear not, neighbour,
juj shall do well enough.

2 Neigh. And here, neighbour, here 's a cup
of charneco.

3 Neigh. And here 's a pot of good double

Le.r, neighbour: drink, and fear not your man.

Hor. Let it come, i' faith, and I '11 pledge you
all ; and a fig for Peter

!

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee : and be
not afraid,

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy

master : fight for credit of the prentices.

Feter. I thank you all: drink, and pray for

me, I pray you ; for I think I have taken my last

draught in this world.—Here, Robin, an if I die,

I give thee my apron:—and, Will, thou shalt

have my hammer:—and here, Tom, take all the

money that I have.—O L<}rd bless me, I pray

God ! for I am never able to deal with my master,

he hath learnt so much fence already.

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to

blows.—Sirrah, what^'s thy name?
Peter. Peter, forsooth.

Sal. Peter ! what more ?

Peter. Thump.
Sal. Thump! then see thou thump th-- master

well.

tlor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were,

upon my man's instigation, to prove him a knave
and myself an honest man: and touching the

Duke of York, I will take my death, I never

meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen

:

and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down-
right blow I

York. Despatch :—this knave's tongue begins

to double.

—

Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants!
[Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes

down Horner.
Hor. Hold, Peter, hold ! I confess, I confess

treason. [Dies.

York. Take away his weapon.—Fellow, thank

God, and the good wine in thy master's way.

Peter. O God, have I overcome mine enemy
in this presence? O Peter, thou hast prevailed

in right

!

[sight

;

K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our

For by his death we do perceive his guilt

:

.\nd God in justice hath reveal'd to us

The truth and innocence of this poor fellow,

Which he had thought to have murder'd wrong-
fidly.—

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward.
[Exetmt.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Glosteb and Servants, in mourning
cloaks.

Clo. Thus sometimes hath the brightest day

a cloud

;

And after summer evermore succeeds

Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold:

1
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So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.

—

Sirs, what 's o'clock ?

Serv, Ten, my lord.

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me
To watch the coming of my punish'd duchess

:

Uneatb may she endure the flinty streets.

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook
The abject people gazing on thy face.

With envious looks, laughing at thy shame,
That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels
When thou didst ride in triumph through the

streets.

But, soft ! I think she comes ; and I '11 prepare

My lear-stain'd eyes to see her miseries.

Enter the Duchess of Gloster in a white

sheet, with papers pinned upon her back, her

feet bare, and a taper hurnittg in her hand

;

Sir John Stanley, a Sheriff, awf/ Officers.

Serv. So please your grace, we 'II take her

from the sheriff. [by.

Glo. No, stir not for your lives; let her pass

Duch. Come you, my lord, to see my open
shame? [g^ze

!

Now thou dost penance too. Look how they

See how the giddy multitude do point,

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on me

!

Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks,

And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame
And ban mine enemies,—both mine and thine!

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief.

Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget my-
self

!

For, whilst I think I am thy married wife

And thou a prince, protector of this land,
Methinks I should not thus be led along,
Maird up in shame, with papers on my back,
And follow'd with a rabble that rejoice

To see my tears and hear my deep-fet groans.

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet

;

And when I start the envious people laugh,
.And bid me be advised how I tread.

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke ?

Trow'st thou that e'er I '11 look upon the world,

Or count them happy that enjoy the sun.'

No ; dark shall be my hght and night my day

;

To think upon my pomp shall be my hell.

Sometime I'll say, I am Duke Humphrey's wife,

And he a prince, and ruler of the land:

Yet so he rul'd, and such a prince he was.
As he stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess.
Was made a wonder and a pointing-slock
To every idle rascal follower.

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame;
Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death
Hang over thee, as sure it shortly will

;

For Suffolk,—he that can do all in all

With her that hateth thee and hates us all,

—

And York, and impious Beaufort, that false

priest.

Have all lim'd bushes to betray thy wings,

And, fly thou how thou canst, they'll tang!e

thee:

But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar'd.

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes, [awry

;

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear ! thou aimest all

I must offend before I be attainted

:

And had I twenty times so many foes.

And each of them had twenty times their power.

All these could not procure nie any scathe.

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless.

Wouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach ?

Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away.

But I in danger for the breach of law.

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell

:

I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience

;

These few days' wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter a Herald.

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty's

Parliament, holden at Bury the first of this

next month. [before

!

Glo. And my consent ne'er ask'd herein

This is close dealing.— Well, I will be there,

\Exit Herald.

My Nell, I take my leave:—and, master sherift,

Let not her penance exceed the king's commis-
sion, [mission stays

;

Sher. An 't please your grace, here my com-
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now
To take her with him to the Isle of Man. [here ?

Glo. Must you, Sir John, protect my lady

Stan. So am I given in charge, may 't plea.-.t-

your grace.

Glo. Entreat her not the worse in that I pray

You use her well : the v/orld may laugh again ;

And I may live to do you kindness, if

You do it her: and so, Sir John, farewell.

Duch. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not

farewell

!

Glo. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak
\Exennt Gloster and Servants

Duch. Art thou gone too? all comfort go

with thee

!

For none abides with me : my joy is death,

—

Death, at whose name I oft have been afeard.

Because I wish'd this world's eternity.—
Stanley, I pr'ythee go, and take me hence;

I care not whither, for I beg no favour.

Only convey me where thou art commanded.
Stan. Why, madam, that is to the Isle of

Man;
There to be us'd according to your state.
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Ditch. That 's bad enough, for 1 am but re-

proach,

—

And shall I, then, be us'd reproachfully?

Stan. Like to a duchess and Duke Hum-
phrey's lady

;

According to that state you shall be us'd.

Duch. Sheriif, farewell, and better than I

fare,

—

Although thou hast been conduct of my shame.
Sher. Itis myoince ; and, madam, pardon me.

Duch. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is dis-

charg'd.—
Come, Stanley, shall we go? [this sheet,

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw olt

And go we to attire you for our journey.

Duch. My shame will not be shifted with my
sheet

:

No, it will hang upon my richest robes,

And show itself, attire me how I can.

Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison.

\Exewit.

ACT III.

Scene \.— The Abbey at Bury.

Flourish. Enter to the Parliament King
He.\ry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal
Beaufort, Suffolk, York, Bucking-
ham, and others.

K. Hen. I muse my Lord of Gloster is not

come :

"Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man,
Whate'er occasion keeps him from us now.

Q. Alar. Can you not see ? or will you not

observe

The strangeness of his alter'd countenance ?

With what a majesty he bears himself;
How insolent of late he is become, [self?

1 low proud, how peremptory, and unlike him-
\Ve know the time since he was mild and affable

;

.'Vnd if we did but glance a far-off look
Immediately he was upon his knee,
That all the court admir'd him for submission :

Bat meet him now, and be it in the morn,
When every one will give the time of day,
I le knits his brow, and shows an angry eye.
And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee.
Disdaining duty that to us belongs.

Small curs are not regarded when they grin ;

But great men tremble when the lion roars,

—

.^nd Humphrey is no little man in England.
First note that he is near you in descent ;

And should you fall he as the ne.xt will mount.
.^Ie seemeth, then, it is no policy,

—

R.-^pecting what a .ancorous mind he bears,

And his advantage following your decease,

—

That he should come about your royal f>erson.

Or be admitted to your highness' council.

By flattery hath he won the commons' hearts ;

And when he please to make commotion,
'Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him.

Now 'tis the spring, and weeds are shallow-

rooted ; [garden,

Suffer them now, and they '11 o'ergrow the

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry.
The reverent care I bear unto my kjrd

Made me collect these dangers in the duke.

If it be fond, call it a woman's fear ;

Which fear, if better reasons can supplant,

I will subscribe, and say I wrong'd the duke.

My Lord of Suffolk, — Buckingham, — and
York,—

Reprove my allegation if you can ;

Or else conclude my words effectual. [duke ;

Stif. Well hath your highness seen into this

And had I first been put to speak my mind,
I think I should have told your grace s tale.

The duchess, by his subornation,

Upon my life, began her devilish practices

:

Or, if he were not privy to those faults.

Yet, by reputing of his high descent,

—

As, next the king, he was successive heir,

And such high vaunts of his nobility,

—

Did instigate the bedlam brainsick duchess

By wicked means to frame our sovereign's fall.

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep

;

And in his simple show he harbours treason.

The fox barks not when he would steal the lamb.

No, no, my sovereign ; Gloster is a man
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit.

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law.

Devise strange deaths for small offences done ?

York. And did he not, in his protectors!. ip,

Levy great sums of money through the realm
For soldiers' pay in France, and never sent it?

By means whereof the towns each day revolted.

Buck. Tut, these are petty faults to faults

unknown, [Humphrey
Which time will bring to light in smooth Duke

A'. Hen. My lords, at once:—the care you
have of us,

To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot.

Is worthy praise: but shall I speak my con-

science?

Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent

From meaning treason to our royal person
As is the sucking lamb or harmless dove

:

The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given

To dream on evil or to work my downfall.

Q. Mar. Ah, what's more dangerous than

this fond affiance ?

Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow 'd,

1
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Fdi he's disposed as ihc hateful raven;

I- he a lamb? his skin is surely lent him,

i'or he 's inciin'd as is the ravenous woli'.

XN'lio cannot steal a shape that means deceit?

T.xkc heed, my lord; the v/elfare of us all

iLiP.gs on the culling short that fraudfui man.

Enter Somerset.

.S'.'w. All health unto my gracious sovereign!

A'. Hen. Welcome, Lord Somerset. What
news from France?

So»i. That all )'our interest in those territories

1- utterly bereft you; all is lost.

A'. Hen. Cold news, Lord Somerset: hut

God's will be done ! [I-VaiiL-e

1 'ork. Cold news for me ; for I had hope of

A- firmly as I hope for fertile England,
i'iiiis are my blossoms blasted in the bud.

A:.d caterpillars eat my leaves away:
I)Ut I will remedy this gear ere long,

k}-< acll :iiy lille \ox a glorious grave. \_Asi,k.

Enter Gloster.

G!o. All happiness unto my lord the king !

Pardon, my liege, that I have stay'd so long.

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know that thou art come
too soon.

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art:

1 do arrest thee of high treason here. [blush

Glj. Well, Suffolk, thou shalt not see me
Nor change my countenance for this arrest:

h. heart unspotted is not easily daunted.

The purest spring is not so free from mud
A? I am clear from treason to my sovereign

:

Who can .iccuse me? wherein am I guilty?

York- Tis thought, my lord, that you took

bribes of France,

And, being protector, stay'd the soldiers' pay;
:'>\- means whereof his highness hath lost France.

G'.o. Is it but thought so? what are lliey that

think it?

! iicver robb'd the soldiers of their pay,

.Nor ever had one penny bribe from France.

So help me God, as I have watch 'd the night,

—

.\v, night by night,—m studying good for Eng-
land!

That tliit that e'er I wrested from the king,

Or ai'iy ^roat I hoarded to my use.

He broi;ght against me at my trial-day!

No ; many a pound of mine own proper store,

Ij^cause I would not ta.x the needy co'iimo-as,

Have I dispursed to the garrisons,

.\nd never ask'd for restitution. [much.

Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so

Glo. I say no more than truth, so help me
God!

York. T-1 your protectorship you did devise

Strange tortures for oHendcrs, never heard of,

That England was defam'd by tyranny.

Glo. Why, 'tis well known that, whiles I w\:s

protector.

Pity was all the fault that was in me

;

For I should melt at an offender's tears,

And lowly words were ransom for their fault.

Unless it were a bloody murderer,
[o^-'-^^j

Or foul felonious thief that flecc'd poor psssen-

I never gave them condign punishment

:

Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I lortur'd

Above the felon or what trespass else.

Suf. JNIy lord, these faults are easy, quickly
answer'd :

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge.

Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself.

1 do arrest you in his highness' name

;

.\nd here commit you to my lord cardinal

To keep, until your further time of trial, [hope
A'. Hen. My Lord of Gloster, 'tis my special

That you will clear yourself from all suspect

:

My conscience tells me you are innocent. [oi;s !

Glo. .\h, gracious lord, these days are dangcr-
\"irtue IS chok'd v ith foul ambition.

And charity chas'd hence by rancour's hand;
Foul subornation is predominant,
And equity e.xil'd your highness' land.

I know their complot is to have my life

;

.And if my death might make this island happy,
And prove the period of their t3Tanny,

I would expend it with all willingness:

I>ut mine is made the prologue to their p'ay;

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril,

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy.

Bcautort's red sparkling eyes blab his heart's

malice,

.And Suffolk's cloudy brow his stormy hate

;

Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue

The envious load that lies upon his heart

;

.And dogged York, that reaches at the moon.
Whose overweening arm I have pluck'd back,

By false accuse doth level at my life:

—

And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest.

Causeless have laid disgraces on my head,

.And with your best endeavour have stirr'd up
My liefest liege to be mine enemy:

—

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together,

—

.Msself had notice of your conventicles,

—

.\nd all '.o make away my guiltless life.

I ^hall not want false witness to condemn me,
Niir store of treasons to augment my guilt:

T'le ancient proverb will be well effected,

—

.\ staff is quickly found to beat a dog.

Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable:

If those that care to keep your royal person

l'\om treason's secret knife and traitors' rage

Be :hus upbraided, chid, and rated at,
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And the offender granted scope of speech,

'Twill make them cool in zeal unlo your grace.

Suf. I lath he not twit our sovereign lady

here

With ignominious words, though clerkly couch'd,

As if she had suborned some to swear

F.Jse allegations to o'erthrow his state?

Q. Alar. But I can give the loser leave to

chide. [deed ;

—

GIo. Far truer spoke than meant : I lose, in-

Beshrew the winners, for they play'd me false !

And well such losers may have leave to speak.

Buck. He '11 wrest the sense, and hold us here
all day :

—

Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner, [him sure.

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard
Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his

crutch

Before his legs be firm to bear his body !

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side,

And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee

first.

Ah, that my fear were false ! ah, that it were !

l-or, good King Henry, thy decay I fear.

{Exeunt Attendants with Gloster.
K. Hen. My lords, wliat to your wisdoms

seemeth best

Do or undo, as if ourself were here.

Q. Alar. Wiiat, will your highness leave the

Parliament? [with grief,

K. Hen. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd
Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes ;

Tily body round engirt with misery,

—

For what's more miserable than discontent?

—

Ah, uncle Humphrey, in thy face I see

The map of honour, truth, and loyally !

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come
That e'er I prov'd thee false or fear'd thy faith.

What lowering star now envies thy estate,

That these great lords, and Margaret our queen,
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ?

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man
wrong

:

And as the butcher takes away the calf.

And binds the wretch, and beats it when itstravs,

Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house

;

Evenso, remorseless, iiavetheybornehimhence

:

And as the dam runs lowing up and down.
Looking the way her harmless young one went,
And can do nought but wail her darling's loss

;

Even .so myself bewails good Gloster's case

/Withsad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm'd eyes

Look after him, and cannot do hiin good,

—

So mighty are his vowed enemies.
I lis fortunes I will weep ; and 'iwixt each groan,
Say, VVho^s a traitor? Gloster he is itone.

{Exit.

Q. Afar. Free lords, cold snow melts with
the sun's hot beams.

Henry my lord is cold in great affairs.

Too full of foolish pity : and Gloster's show
Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile

With sorrow snares relenting passengers ;

Or as the snake, roll'd in a flowering bank.
With shining checker'd slough, doth sting a

child,

That for the beauty thinks it excellent.

Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I,

—

And yet herein I judge my own wit good,

—

This Gloster should be quickly rid the world,

To rid us from the fear we have of hiin.

Car. That he should die is worthy policy;

But yet we want a colour for his death :

'Tis meet he be condemn'd by course of law.

Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy;

The king will labour still to save his life ;

The commons haply rise to save his life ;

And yet we have but trivial argument.
More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death.

York. So that, by this, you would not have
him die.

Su/. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I !

York. 'Tis York that hath more reason for hi;-,

death.

—

[Suffolk,—

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Lord ot'

Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,

—

VVer't not all one an empty eagle were set

To guard the chicken from a hungry kite,

As place Duke Humphrey for the king's pro-

tector? [death.

Q. Afar. So the poor chicken should be sure of

Suf. Madam, 'tis true ; and wer't not mad-
ness, then.

To make the fox surveyor of the fold ?

Who, being accus'd a crafty murderer.

His guilt should be but idly posted over

Because his purpose is not executed.

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox,

By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock.

Before his chaps be stain'd with crimson blood,

—

As Humphrey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege.

And do not stand on quillets how to slay him :

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety.

Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter how.
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit

Which mates liim first that first intends deceit.

Q. Afar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, 'tis resoluiely

spoke.

Su/. Not resolute, except so much were done;
For things are often spoke and seldom meant

:

But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue,—
Seeing the deed is meritorious.

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe,—
Say but the word, and I will be his priest.

I
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Car. But I would have him dead, my Loid
of Suffolk,

Eie you can take due orders for a priest

:

S;iy you consent, and censure well the deed,

And I 'II provide his executioner,

—

I lender so the safety of my liege.

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy
doing.

Q. Mar. And so say I. [it,

S'ork. And I : and now we three have spoke
It skills not greatly who impugns our doom.

Enter a Messenger.

]\Iess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come
amain,

To signify that rebels there are up,

And put the Englishmen unto the sword ;

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime.

Before the wound do grow uncurable ;

For, being green, there is great hope of help.

Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient

stop !

What counsel give you in this weighty cause ?

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither

:

'Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ'd ;

Witness the fortune he hath had in France.

Sfom. If York, with all his far-fet policy,

1 lad been the regent there instead of mp,
lie never would have stayd in France so long.

York. No, not to lose it all , as thou hast done

:

I rather would have lost my life betimes
Than bring a burden of dishonour home,
By staying there so long till all were lost.

.Show me one scar character'd on tiiy skin :

Men's flesh preserved so whole do seldom win.

Q. Mar. Nay, then, this spark will prove a

raging fire

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with:

—

No more, good York ;—sweet Somerset, be
still :—

Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there.

Might happily have prov'd far worse than his.

York. What, worse than naught? nay, then,

a shame take all

!

Sam, And in the number, thee that wishesi

shame

!

Car. My Lord of York, try what your for-

tune is.

The uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms.
And temper clay with blood of Englishmen:
To Ireland will you lead a band of men,
Collected choicely, from each county snne.
And try your hap against the Irishmen?

York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty.

Suf. Why, our authority is his consent

;

And what we do esiablish he confirms:

Then, noble Yi.rk, take thou this task in hand.

York. 1 am content : provide me soldiers,

lords,

Whiles I take order for mine own affairs.

Suf. A charge, Lord York, that I will see
perform'd. [phrey.

But now return we to the false Duke Huni-
Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with

him,
That henceforth he shall trouble us no more.
And so break off; the day is almost spent:
Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event.

York. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen
days

.\t Bristol I expect my soldiers

;

For there I '11 ship them all for Ireland.

Suf. I '11 see it truly done, my Lord of York.
{^Exeunt all but Yor. K.

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fear-

ful thoughts.

And change misdoubt to resolution

:

Be that thou hop'st to be ; or what thou art

Resign to death,— it is not worth the enjoyinr;:

Let pale-fac'd fear keep v\ith the mean-born
man.

And find no harbour in a royal heart.

Paster than spring-time showers comes thought
on thought

;

And not a thought but thinks on dignity.

My brain, more busy than the labouring spider.

Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies.
Well, nobles, well, 'tis politicly done,
To send me packing with an host of men

:

I fear me you but warm the starved snake,
V\'ho, cherish'd in your breasts, will sling yout

hearts.

'Twns men I lack'd, and you will give them me :

I lake it kindly ; yet be well assur'd

You put sharp weapons in a madman's hands.

Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band,

I will stir up in England some black storm
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell

;

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage

Until the golden circuit on my head.
Like to the glorious sun's transparent beams.
Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.

And for a minister of my intent

I have seduc'd a headstrong Kentishman,
John Cade of Ashford,

To make commotion, as full well he can.

Under the title of John Mortimer.
In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade
Oppose himself against a troop of kerns.

And fought so long till that his thighs with darts

Were almost like a sharp-quill'd poj-peniine;

And in the end being rescu'd, I have seen him
Caper upright like a wild Morisco,
Shaking; the Ijlfiody darts as he his bells, y ^
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Full oflen, like a shaghair'd crafty kern,

Ilath he conversed wilh ihe enemy,
And, undiscovered, come to me again,

And given me notice at their villanics.

This devil here shall be my subsiituie;

P"or that John Mortimer, which now is dead,

In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resenilile:

Ly this I shall perceive the commons' mind,

How they affect the house and claim of York.

Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortured,

I know no pain they can inflict upon him
Will make iiini say I niov'd him to those arms.

Say that he thrive,—as 'lis great like he will,

—

\\ iiy, then from Irelandcomil with my strength,

And reap tiie harvest which that ra.scal sow'd ;

Tor ihmiphrey t)eing dea<l, as he shall be,

A..d Henry put apart, the next for me. l£x//.

ScilNB H. —liu liY. A Room hi the Palace.

Enter certain Murderers, hastily.

1 Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk ; let him
know

VVchavedespatch'd the duke, as he commanded.
2 .Mur. (3 that it were to do!—What have

we done?
Didst ever hear a man so penitent?

I Alur. Here comes my lord.

Ettter SUFFOLK..

Sit]. Now, sirs, have you despatch'd this thing?

1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he 's dead.

Suf. Why, that 's well said. Go, get you to

my house;
I will rew:ird you for this venturous deed.
The king and all the peers are here at hand :

—

] Live you laid l^iir the bed? are all things well,

According as I gave directions?

I Mur. 'Tis, my good lord.

Suf. Away ! be gone. \^E.xenni Murderers.

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Hk.nry,
(Jui'^KN Margaret, Cardinal Beaufort,
Somerset, Lords, attd others.

A'. lien. Go, call our uncle to our presence
straight

;

."-^.ly we intcncl to try his grace to-day,

II he be guilty, as 'ti*. published.

.Suf. I '11 call him presently, my noble lord.

[Exit.

K. Hen. l^ords, take your places; and, I

pray you all,

Pioceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster
Than from true evidence, of good esteem,

lie be approv'd in practice culpable.

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail

That faultless may condemn a nobleman !

I'ray God lie may acquit him of suspicion !

K. lien. I thank thee, I^Iargarel; these words
content me much.

—

Re-enter Suffolk.

How now! why look'st thou pale? why trem-

blest thou? [Suffolk?

Wlieie is our uncle? what 's the matter,

Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloster is

dead.

Q. Mar. Marry, God forfend ! [to-night

Car. God's secret judgment :— 1 did dream
The duke was dumb, and could not speak a

word. \^The Ki.n'G swoons.

Q. Mar. How fares my lord?—Help, lords!

the king is dead. [no.se.

Soin. Rear up his body ; wring him by the

Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help !—O Heni)',

ope thine eyes ! [patient.

Suf. He doth revive again:— madam, be

A'. Hen. O heavenly God !

Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord ?

.Suf. Comfort, mysovereign ! graciousHenry,
comfort ! [fort ine ?

A' Hen. What, doth my Lord ofSuffolk com-
Came he right now to sing a raven's note.

Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ;

And thinks he that the chirping of a wren.

By crying comfort from a hollow breast,

(^an chase away the first conceived sound ?

I lide not thy poison with such sugar'd words

:

I-vay not thy hands on me; forbear, I say;

Their touch affrights me, as a serpent's sting.

Thou Imleful messenger, out of my sight!

lJjx>n thy eye-balls murderous tyranny

Sits in grim majesty, to fright the woild.

Look not upon ine, for thine eyes are wound-
ing:—

\"et do not go away:—come, basilisk,

.And kill the innocent gazer wilh thy sight

;

For in the shado rf death I shall find joy,

—

In life but double death, now Gloster's dead.

(^. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suf-

folk thus ?

-dthough the duke was enemy to him,

\'et he, most Christian-like laments his death

.Vnd for myself,—foe as he w;us to me,

—

.Might liquid tears, or heart-ofl'ending groans,

Ot blood consuming sighs recall his life,

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans,

Lookpaleas primrose with blood -drinking sighs,

.•\nd all to have the noble duke alive.

What know I how the world may deem of me?
For it is kno>vn we were but hollow friends :

It may be judg'd [ made tlie duke away ;
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So shall my name with slander's tongue be

wounded,
And princes' conns be fill'd wilh my lepioac'n.

This get I by his death: ah me, unhappy !

1 o be a queen and ciovvn'd wilh infamy !

A'. Hen. Ah, woe is me for Cilosler, wretched
man

!

[he is.

Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than
V. hat, dost thou turn awa) , and hide thy face?

I ,im no loathsome leper,—look on me.
^^ hat, art thou, like the adder, wuxen deaf?
1,-- poi.sonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen.

Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster's tomb?
Why, then. Dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy:

I'.rect his statua, and worship it,

Aiid make my image but an alehouse sign.

\'i .~is I for this nigh wreck'd upon the .se:i.

And twice by awkward wind from England's
bank

D-^ove back again unto my native clime ?

"^'.
tiat boded this but well-forewarning wind

1 'id seem to say,—Seek not a scorpion's nest.

Ix'T set no footing on this unkind shore?

\'";"iat did I then but curs'd the gemie gusis,

A.nd he that loos'd them forth their br.i/Ai:

caves: [shuie.

And bid them blow towards England'.^ blessed

< h turn our stern upon a dreadtul rock ?

\ et /Eolus would not be a murderer,

J'ut left that hateful office unto thee :

'1 iie prelt}'-vaul!.ing .sea refus'd to drown ine ;

Knowing that thou wouldst have me drDwn'd
on shore, [ness :

With (ears as salt as sea, through thy unkind-
Tiie splitting rocks cower'd in the sinking sands,

An ] would not dash me with their ragged sides
;

I. ' cause thy flinty heait, more hard than they.

Might in thy palace perish Margaret.

A- far as I could ken thy chalky clilfs.

When from the shore the tempest beat us back,

I -lood upon the hatches in the storm

;

And when the dusky sky began to robe

M)' earnest-gaping sight of tliy land's view,

I '. 'ik a costly jewel fron, my neck,

—

A heart it w'as, bound in with diamonds,

—

/viid threw it towards thy land:—the sea re-

ceiv'd it ;

And so I wish'd thy body might my heart

:

A'jd even with this I lost fair England's view,

,\;i(] bid mine eyes be packing with my lieart,

.\:!d call'd them bhnd and dusky spect.icles,

]'')r losing ken of Albion's wished coa.^t.

llnw often have I tempted Suffolk's tongue,

—

Tlie agent of thy foul inconstancy,—

•

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did

^Vhen he to madding Dido would unlold

His father's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy !

Am I nut wileli'd like her? or thou not ia .c:

like him ?

Ah me, I can no more ! die, Margaret !

I'or Henry weeps that thou dust live so long.

XoiSe ivilhiu. Enter W.arwick and Salts-
BUKY. The Commons /;r5i- to the door.

liar. It is reported, mighty sovereign,

That gt)ud Duke Humphrey traitorously is

murder'd
By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort's means.
The commons, like an angry hive of bees

Tiiat want their leader, scatter up and down,
And care not who ifiey sting in his revenge.

Myself have calm'd their spleenful muiiny
Until they hear the order of his deaiii.

K. Htii. Th:it he is dead, good Warwick, is

too true ;

But how he died God knows, not Henry

:

Enter his chamber, view liis "t)realhless Cuij.rc,

And comment then upon his sudden death.
IVar. That I siiall do, my liege.— Suiy, Sid.s-

bury,

Wilh the rude multitude till I return.

[\\ AR. gots into an inner 7 001/1 ; SaL. retn'fs

to the Commons at the door.

K. Hen. O Thou that judgestall things, st;-,y

my thoughts,

—

M)' thoughts that labour to persuade my soul

.Some violent hands were laid on HumphrLy's
life!

If my suspect be false, forgive me, Cod ;

For judgment only doth belong to thee.

Fain would 1 go to chafe his paly lips

With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain

Upon hi^ face an ocean of salt tears;

To tell my love unto his dumb dear trunk,

And wilh my fingers feel his hand iinleeliiig:

But all 111 vain aie these mean obsequies;

.And lo sur\-ey his dead and earthly image.

What were it but to make my sorrow greater?

[ The fo/diftg doors of an inner Chatn/jer me
thrown open, and Oi.oster zs discovered

dead in his bed ; Warwick and others

standing by it.

War^ Come hither, gracious sovereign, view
this body.

K. Hen. That is lo see liow deep my grave iS

made

;

For with his .soul fied all my worldly solace

;

For seeing him, I see my life in death.

War. As surely as my soul intends to live

With that dread King that took our stale iqion

him
To free us from his Faiher's wrathful rinse,

I do believe that violent hands were iaid

Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke.
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Suf. A dreadful oalh, sworn with a solemn
tongue

!

What instance gives Lord Warwick for his vow ?

War. See how the blood is settled in his face !

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost,

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless,

Being all descended to the labouring heart

;

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death.

Attracts the same for aidance 'gainst the enemy;
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er rc-

turneth

To blush and beautify the cheek again.

But see, his face is black and full of blood ;

I lis eye-balls further out than wheri he liv'd,

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man;
Ills hair uprear'd, his nostrils stretch'd with

struggling;

His hands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd

And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdu'd:

Look, on the sheets his hair, you see, is slicking ;

His well-proportioned beard made rough and
rugged.

Like to the summer's corn by tempest lodg'd.

It cannot be but he was murder'd here;

The least of all these signs were probable.

Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke
to death?

Myself and Beaufort had him in protection;

And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers.

IVar. But both of you were vow'd Duke
Humphrey's foes;

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep:
'Tis like you would not feast him like a friend

;

And 'tis Weil seen he found an enemy.
Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these

noblemen
As guilty of Duke Humphrey's timeless death.

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding

fresh,

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe,

I'.uL will suspect 'twas hethat made the slaughter?

Wiio finds the partridge in the puttock's nest,

Bat may imagine how the bird was dead,

Although the kite soar with unbloodied heak?
Even so suspicious is this tragedy.

Q. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk ? —
where 's your knife?

Is Beaufort termed a kite?—where are his talons?

Suf. I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping men

;

But here's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease.

That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart

That slanders nie with murder's crimson badge: —
Say, if thou dar'st, proud Lord of Warwickshire,
Tiiat I am faulty in Duke Humjihrey's death.

[Exeunt Car. , So.m. , and oihers.

War. v^hat dares not Warwick, if false Suf-

io!k dare hiui?

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious
spirit,

Nor cease to be an arrogant controller,

Thougli Suftblk dare hiin twenty thousand times.

War. Madam, be still,—with reverence may
I say;

I'or every word you speak in his behalf
Is slander to your royal dignity.

Suf. Blunt-willed lord, ignol)leindemeanourl
I fever lady wrong'd her lord .so much,
I'hy mother took into her lolamefu! bed
Some stern untutor'd churl, and noble stock

Was graft with crab-tree slip; whose fruit thou
art,

And never of the Nevils' noble race. [thee.

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers

.\nd I should rob the deathsman of his fee.

Quitting thee thereljy of ten thou.sand shames,
.\ndthat mysovereign's presence makesme mild,

I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee
.^Iake thee beg pardon for thy passed speech,

And say it was thy mother tliat thou meani'st.

That thou thyself was born in bastardy

;

And, after all this fearful homage done,

r,ive thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell.

Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men !

Suf. Thou shalt be waking while I shed thy

blood,

if from this presence thou dar'st go with me.
War. Away even now, or I will drag lb.ee

hence

:

Unworthy though thou art, I '11 cope with ilue,

.•\nd dosome service to Duke llumphrey'sghi ^t.

\Exc-unt Suffolk (zW Warwk ic.

K. Hen. What stronger breastplate than a
heart untainted !

Thrice is he armed that hath his quarrel just

;

And he but naked, though k)ck'd up in steel.

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted.

\A notse uiithin.

Q. Mar. What noise is this?

Re-enter SUFKOI.K and WARWICK, with their

weapons di awn.

K. Hen. Why, how now, lords! your wrath-

ful weapons drawn
Here in our presence! dare you be so bold?

—

Why, what tumultuous clamour have we lure?

Suf. The traitorous Warwick, with the uicQ

of Bury,

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign.

Sal. [ /b the Commons at the door.] Sirs,

stand apart ; the king shall know your

mind.

—

[He co7ncs forrvard.

Dread lord, the commons send you word b)- me.
Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death.

Or bani.-,hed fair England's territories.
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They will l)y violence tear hiin from your palace.

And torture him with grievous lingering death.

They say, hy him the good Duke Humphrey
died

;

They say, in him they fear your highnes.s' death ;

And mere instinct of love and loyally,

—

Free from a stubborn opposite intent.

As being . .ought to contradict your likinj^,

—

Makes them thus forward in his banislnncnl.

They say, i:i care of your most royal person,

That if your highness should intend to sleep,

And charge that no man should disturb your

rest,

In pain of your dislike, or pain of death;

Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict,

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue.

That slily glided towards your majesty.

It were but necessary you were wak'd;
Lest, being suffered in that harmful slumber,

The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal

:

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid.

That they will guard you, whe'r you will or no,

From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is

;

With whose envenomed and fatal sting

Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth.

They say, is shamefully bereft of life.

Commons. [ll'/Z/izn.] An answer from the

king, my Lord of Salisbury !

Su/. 'Tis like the commons, rude i.ipolish'd

hinds,

Could send such message to their sovereign

:

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd,

To show how quaint an orator you are:

Hut all the honour Salisbury hath won
Is, that he was the lord ambassador
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king.

Commons. [IFt'fMn.] An answer from the

kinj, or we will all break in !

A'. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all

from me,
1 1 thank them for their tender loving care ;

jAnd had I not been cited so by them,
I Yet did I purpose as they do entreat ;

] For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy

Mischance unto my state by Suffolk's me:ins .•

And therefore,—by His majesty I swear,

IW'hose far unworthy deputy I am,—
He shall not breathe infection in this air

But three days longer, on the pain of death.

[£xzi Salisbury.
Q. A/ar. O Henry, let me plead for gentle

Suffolk ! [Suffolk !

A'. He/!. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle

iNo more, I say : if thou dost plead for him,
^Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath.

Had I but said, I would have kept my word ;

But when I swear, it is irrevocable.

—

If after three days' space thou heic be'st tound
On any ground that I am ruler of,

The world shall not l)c lan.som fur thy life.

—

Come, Warwick, come, good VV^arwick, go with
me ;

I have great matters to impart to thee.

[Exeun/ K. Hen., Wak. , Lords, d^<'.

(•>. /l/ar. Mischance and sorrow go along with
you !

Heart's discontent and sour affliction

Be playiellows to keep you company!
There 's two of you ; the devil make a third !

-ind threefiild vengeance tend upon your steps !

Sie/. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations,

And let thy Suflblk take his heavy leave.

Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman and soft-hearted

wretch !

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies?
Siif. A plague upon them ! wherefore should

I curse them ?

Would curses kill, asdolh the mandrake's groan,
I would invent as bitter-searching terms.

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear,

Deliver'd strongly through my fixed teeth.

With full as many signs of deadly hate

As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathsome cave

:

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest

words
;

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint

;

Mine hair be fix'd on end, as one distract ;

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban :

.\r\d even now my burden'd heart would break.

Should I not curse them. Poison be theirdrink !

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they

taste !

Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees !

Their chiefest prospect murdering basilisks !

Their softest touch as smart as lizard's stings !

Theit music frightful as the serpent's hiss ;

.'\nd boding screech-o\\ Is make the concert full !

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell

—

Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou tor-

ment'st thyself; [g'^ss,

And these dread curses,— like the sun 'gainst

Or like an overcharged gun,— recoil,

And turn the force of them upon thyself.

Siif. You bade me ban, and will you Ijid me
leave ?

Now, by the ground that I am banish'd from.

Well could I curse away a winter's night,

Though standing naked on a mountain top.

Where biting cold would never let grass grow,
And think it but a minute spent in sport.

Q. JMar. O, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give
me thy hand,

That I may dew it with my mournful tears;

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place.
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Til wash away my woeful monuments.
O, could this kiris be printed in thy hand,

[A'tsses his hand.

That thou mightst think upon these by the seal,

Through whom a thousand sighs are breath'd

for thee 1

Sf), get thee gone, that I may know my grief;

'TLs but surniis'd whilst thou art standing by,

As one that surfeits thinking on a want.

I will repeal thee, or, be well assur'd.

Adventure to be banished myself:

And banished I am, if but from thee.

Go; speak not to me; even now be gone.

—

O, go not yet!—Even thus two friends con-

demn'd [leaves,

Kmbrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand

Leather a hundred limes to part than die.

\'et now, farewell; and farewell life with thee!

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times ban-

ished,

—

Once by the king and three times thrice by thee.

'Tis not tlie land I care for, vert thou hence;

A wilderness is |x>pulous enough.

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company

:

For where thou art, there is the world itself.

With every several pleasure in the vvorld

;

And where thou art not, desolation.

1 can no more:—live thou to joy thy life;

Myself to joy in naught but that thou liv'st.

Enter VaUX.

Q. Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fast? what
news, I pr'ythee?

Vatix. To signify unto his majesty

T'.ai Cardinal Beaufort is at pomt of death;

lur suddenly a grievous sickness lt>ok him.

Thai makes him gasp, and stare, and catcii the

air,

i'l.ispheming God, and cursing men on earth.

S' >metime he talks as if Duke Humphrey's ghosi

\'>'i're by his side; sometime he calls the king,

And whispers to his pillow, as to him,

The secrets of his overcharged soul:

Aiid I am sent to tell his majesty
That even now he cries aloud for him. [king.

Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy message to the

\^Exit Vaux.
Ah me ! what is this world ! what news are

tliese

!

Hut wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loss,

Omitting SufTolk's exile, my soul's treasure?

VVIiy only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee.

And with the southern clouds contend in tears,

—

Theirs for the earth's increase, mine for my
sorrows? [coming;—

Now get thee hence: the king, thou know'st, is

Ij thou be found by me, thou art but dead.

Suf. If I depart from thee I cannot live:

.And in thy .sight to die, what were it else

liut like a plea.sant slumber in thy lap?

Here could I breathe my soul into the air,

As mild and gentle ;is the cradle-babe

laying with mother's dug between its lips:

Wiiere, from thy sight, I should be raging mad,
.•\nd cry out for thee to close up mine eyes.

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth ;

S(j sitouldst thou either turn my flying soul,

(^r I should breathe it so into thy body,

.\nd then it liv'd in sweet Elysium.

To die by thee were but to die in jest;

l'"rom thee to die were torture more than death :

O, kl me stay, Ijefall what may befall

!

Q. Mar. Away! though parting be a fretful

corrosive,

It is applied to a deathful wound. [thee;

To France, sweet Suffolk: let me near from

l''->r where.soe'or thou art in this world's globe

1 11 have an Iris that shall find thee out.

Suf. I go.

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee.

Suf. A jewel, lock'd into the woefull'st cnsk

That ever did contain a thing of worth.

Fven as a splitted bark, so sunder we;

1 his way fall I to death.

Q. Mar. Tliis way for me. yExeunl severaiiy.

Scene HI.— LoNnoN. Cai^dinal Beau-
fort's Bedchamber,

Enfer King Henry, Salisbury, Warwick,
and others. The Cardinal in bed ; Attend

ants with him.

A'. Hen. How fares my lord? speak. Beau
fort, to thy sovereign.

Car. If thou be'st death I "11 give thi-^

England's treasure.

Enough to purchase such another island,

So thou wilt let me live and feel no pain.

K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life

Where death's approach is seen so terrible !

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks i<

thee.

Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will.

Died he not in his bed? where should he die?

Can I make men live, whe'r they will or no?

O, torture me no more! I will confess.

—

,A.live again? then show me w-here he is:

I'll give a thousand pound to look upon him.

—

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them.—
Comb down his hair; look, look! it stands up

right,

I ike lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul !

—
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(iive ine some drink; and bid the apolhecary

Bring the stionc^ poison that I bought of him.

K. Hen. O ihou eternal Mover of the heavens.

Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch!

<.), beat away the busy meddling iiend

Thai lays stjjng siege unto this wretch's soul,

And from his bosom purge this black despair!

War. See how the pangs of death do niuke
him gnn

!

Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceabh-.

A'. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God's good
pleasure be

!

Lord Cardinal, if thou think'st on heaven's bliss,

H->!d up thy hand, make signal of thy hope.

—

lie dies, and makes no sign:—O God, forgive

him

!

War. So bad a dt^ath argues a monstrous life.

A'. Hen. Forbear to judge, tor we are sin-

ners all.

—

C )se up his eyes, and draw the curtain close;

j.\:u\ let us all to meditation. \_Exeunt.

ACT IV.

St ENE 1.

—

Kent. The Sea-shore neat Dover.

/'iring heard at sea. Then enter, from a heal,

a Captain, a Master, a Master's Mate,
Walter WhitmoIvE, and others, unth
'hrm Suffolk, dh^uisea', and vthc^r Ganlli:-

ijicn, prisoners.

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful

day
T '-r.pt into the bosom of the sea;

i\\\ \ now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades
'1 .vx\ drag the tragic melancholy night;
\'. iio with their drowsy,slow, and flagging wings

Ci^i-i dead men" graves, and from their nii.>t\

jaws

P.n-athe foul contagious darkness in the air.

T iierefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize;

] )r, whil.st our pinnace anchors in the Downs,
1 i' re shall they make their ransom on the sand,

< '; with their bloodstain thisdiscoloiir"d shore.

—

Master, this prisoner freely give I thee;

—

And thou that art his male, make boot of this ;

—

'i lie other ^pointing to Suffolk], Walter
Vvhitniore is thy share. [know.

I Gent. What is my ransom, master? let me
.Udst. A thousand crowns, or else ia} down

your head. [yours.

Mate. And so much shall you give, or otfgoes
' 'ap. What, think you much to pay two

thousand crowns,
l\x\<\ bear the name and port of gentlemen?

—

youCut both the villams' throats;—for

shall:

—

The lives of those which we have lost in fight

Cannot be counterpois'd with .such a petty .sum.

1 Gent. I'll give it, sir; and therefore spare
my life. [straight.

2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it

Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize a-

board,

And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die;

\To Suffolk.
Aiid so should these, if I might have my will.

Cap. Be not so rash; take ran.soni, le! Iiim

live.

Suf. Look on my George,-—I am a gentleman

:

kute me at what thou wilt, thou .shall be pt^ld.

Whit. Aud so am I; my name is Waker
Whitmore. [affrighi?

Mow now ! why start'st tliou? what, dotli <jc.;'.h

Suf. Thy name afirigiits me, in v\ hose soui.d

is death.

.\ cunning man did calculate my birih,

.\nd told me that by Water i should die:

Set let not this make thee be bloody-minded ;

I'hy name is Gaultier, being rightly sounded.
Whit. Gaultier or Waiter, which it is 1 caj'e

not:
'^asvy yet did base dishonour blur our name
But with our sword we wip'd away the blot

;

Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge.
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defncVl,

.\nd 1 proclaimd a coward through the world !

[Zar5 hold on Suffolk.
Suf. Stay, W hitmore ; for thy prisoner is a

prince,

Tlie Duke of Suffolk, William T>e-Ia-I'(.(jk-.

//'///. The DukeofSuffolk uiullledui) inrags !

Suf. .Kv, but these rags are no part of liie\Y, Oi

dukt
b)vt- s(^metime went disguis'd, and why not I?

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou stiult

be. [Ijinod,

Sitf. Obscure and lowly swain, King lltniy's

The honourable blood of Lancaster,

Must not be shed by such a jaded groom.
I last thou not kissd thy hand and held my

stirrup ?

Bareheaded plodded by my foot-cloth mule.

And thought thee happy when I shook my head?
How often hast thou waited at my cup,

Led from my trencher, kneel'd dov.n at the

board,

When I have feasted witii Queen Margaret i*

Remember it, and let it make thee crest-faU'nj

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride :

flow in our voiding-lobby hast thou stood.

And duly waited for my coming tonh?
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tl.y name? or hast thou a mark to thysell, like-

an honest plain-dealing man ?

Clerk. Sir, 1 thank God, I have been so well

In ought up thut I can write my name.
All. He hath confessed: away with him ! ht '^

a villain and a traitor.

Cade. Away with him, I say ! hang him witli

h.- pen and inkhom about his neck.

\_Exeunt some, with the Clerk.

Enter Michael.

Mick. Where 's our general ?

Cade. Here I am, thou parlicuhu Icllow.

Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! Sir Humphrey Stafford

and his brother are hard by, with the king's

Rirces.

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee

d.nvn. He shall be encountered with a man as

g' ' >d as himself : he is but a knight, is 'a .''

Mich. No.
Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a

knight -resent ly. YKncels.'\ Rise up, Sir John
Mortimer. YRises.^ Now have at him !

Enter SiR HUMPHREY Stafford and
W 1 1.1,1AM his Brother, vjitk drum and Forces.

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of

Kent,
Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weaponsdown

;

I Lome to your cottages, forsake this groom:

—

The king is merciful if you revolt. [blood
IV. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to

If )0u go forward : therefore yield or die.

Cade. As for these silken-coaled slaves, I pass

not :

I" is to you, good people, that 1 speak,
() '}• whom, in time to come, I hope to reign ; :

J^'T I am rii;hlful heir unto tlie crown. \

S:af. V^illain, thy father was a pia^lerer ; !

Ail J thou thyself a shearman,—a.'t thou not? ]

Cade. And Adam was a gardener.
ly. Staf. And what of that?

^

Cade. Marry, this:—Edmund Mortmier, Earl >

of March, [he not ? i

Mnrricd the Duke of Clarence' daughter,—did
!

S/af. Ay, sir.

Cade. Byherhehad twochildrenatonebirth.
11^. .Staf. That's false. ['tis true :

Cade. Ay, there 's the question ; but I ^ay

Tlie elder of them being put to nurse, I

\\'as by a begi^ar-woman stoTn away

;

And, ignorant of his birth and parentage.

Became a bricklayer when he came to age :

His son am I ; deny it if you can.

Dick. Nay, 'tis too true; therefore he shall

be king.

Smith. Sir, lie made a chimney in niy lather's

house, and the bricks are alive at this day to
testify it ; therefore deny it not. [words,

S/a/. And will you credit this base drudge's
That speaks he knows not what? [gone.

All. Ay, marry, will we; iliereiore get ye
IV. Staf. Jack Cade, tlie Duke of \ork hath

taught you this.

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself.
[.hide..]—Go to, sirrah, tell the king from uie,

thai, for his lather's .sake, Henry the I'ifih, in

whose time boys wenttosp-an-counierfor French
crowns, I am content he shall reign ; but i 'U
be protector over hiin.

Dick. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord
Say's head, for selling the dukedom o/ Maine.

Cade. And good reason; for tlicreliy is Eng-
land mained, and fain to go with a staff, but that

my puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell

you that that Lord Say hath gelded the common-
wealth, and made it an eunuch: and more than
that, he can speak French; and therefore he is

a traitor.

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance !

Cade. Nay, answer if you can :—the French-
men are our enemies : go to, then, I ask but this,

—can hethat speaks with the tongue ofan enemy
be a good counsellor, or no? [head.

All. No, no; and therefore we'll have his

IV. Staf. Well, seeing gentle words will not
prevail.

Assail them with the army of the king, [town
Staf. Heralil, away; and throughout every

Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade;
That those which fly before the battle ends
^IAy, even in their wives' and children's sight,

'?e hang'd up for example at tlieir doors:—
.And you that he the king's friends, follow me.

[E.reititi the irjo Staffords and Forces.

Cade. And you that love the commons follow

me.—
\ow show yourselves men : 'tis for liberty.

We will not leave one lord, one gent'cinan:

Spare none but such as go in cl.>ured shoon;
i''or iliey are thrifty honest men. and such

As Nvould—but that they dare not— :ake our
parts.

f
\\ar(ls us.

Dick. They are all in order, and march io-

Cade. But (iicn are we in order when we are

most out of order. Come, march forward.

\^Exeuiii,

Sf-ENE III.

—

.-hiother fart of Blackhecak.

Alarums. The two parties enter and fght, nn/i

tyolh the Stafiokds ere slaitu

Cade. V\'here 's Dick , the butcher af A -.hft" ":' ?

Dick. litre, sir.
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Cade. Theyfell before theelikesheepandoxen,
and thou l)cl;avedst thyself as if thou hadst been

in I hiiie own slaughter-house: therefore thus will

I reward thee,—the Lent shall be as long again

as it is; and thou shalt have a license to kill tor

a hundred lacking one, a week.
Pirk. I desire no more.

Carle. An(i, to speak truth, thou deservest

no less. This monument 01 the victory will I

bear \pi;//iii-^ on part 0/ SiR H. St.-vfford's

arwour]; and the bodies shall be dragged at

my horse's heels till I do come to London,
where we will have the mayor's swiird borne

beJore us.

Dni. If we mean to thrive and do good,
break open the gaols, and let out the prisoners.

Ca//e. Fear not that, I warrant thee.—Come,
let 's march towards London. \^Exeiii!f.

Sri^NE IV.—London. A Room in /he Pa.'ac.:.

Enfer King Henry, reading a supplication:

th,: Duke of Buckingham and Lord Say
Wilk him: at a distance, QuEEN NiARGARET
niuiiinini; orif.r SUFFOLK'S luad.

Q Mar. Oi'i have I heard that grief soi'iens

the mind,
And makes it fearful and degenerate;
Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep.
n.it who aia ce;Tje to weep, and look on this?

I (ere may his he*ad lie on my throbbing breast;

B\it Where's the body that I should en brace?
Buck. Wh:it answer makes your grace to the

rebels' supplication?

A'. Hen. I '11 send soine holy bishop to en-
treat ;

For God forbid so many simple souls
Sl'.ould perish by the sword! And I myself.
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short.
Will parley wiih Jack Cade their general :—
But stay, f 'II ri-ad it over once again.

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains! hath tins

lovely face

Rul'd, like a wandering planet, over me.
And could it not enforce them to relent
That were unworthy to behold the same?

K. lien. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to
have thy head. [his.

Say. Ay, but I hope your highness shall have
A'. Hen. How now, madam !

Still lamentingand mourningforSuffoIk'sdeath?
i tear, my love, if that I had been dead, [me.
Thou wouldst not have moum'd so much for

Q. Mar. No, my love, I should not nmurn.
but die for thee

Enter a Messenger.

A". Hen. How now ! what news? why com'st
thou iti such haste? "

[lord !

Mess. Tiie rebels are in Southwark; fly, my
jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer,
Descendeti Irora the Duke of Clarence' house;
.Viid calls your grace usurper openly.
And vows to ciown himself in Westminster.
His army is a ragged multitude

(3f hinds and peasants, rude and merciless:
Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother's death
I lath given them heart aivd courage to proceed :

All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen,
Theycall false caterpillars, and intend theirdeath.

A'. Hen. O graceless men! they know not
what they do. [worth

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kiliing-

Unlil a power be rais'd to put thcni down.
Q. Mar. Ah ! were tlie Duke of Suffolk now

alive,

Tl'.ese Kentish rebels would be soon appeas'd.
!v. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate t'nee;

Therefore away with us to Killingworth.

Say. So might your grace's person be in

danger

;

The sight of me is odious in their eyes:
And therefore in this city will I slay,

And live alone as secret as I may.

Enter a, second Messenger.

2 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London Bridge;
The citizens fly and forsake their houses;
T le rascal people, thirsting after prey,

1' in with the traitor ; and they jointly swear
To vpoil the city and your royal court.

Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take
horse.

K. Hen Come, .Margaret; God, our hope,
will sucoour us. [deceas'u.

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Sufiolk is

A'. Hen. Farewell, my lord \^fo Lord Sav]:
trust not the Kentish rebels.

Buck. Trust nobody, for fear yon be bet ray 'd.

Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence,
And therefore am I bold and resolute.

\_Exiit)it

Scf.nil v.— London. The To-.vcr.

Enter Lord Scales a7:d others, on (he Walls.
Tiien enter certain Citizens, belorv.

Scales. How now ! is Jack Cade slain?

I Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for

they have won the bridge, killing ail those that
• ithstand them: •'--

' ^d mayor craves aid of
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your honour from the Tower, to defend the city

from the rebels.

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall com-
mand;

But I am troubled here with them myself,

—

The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower.
lUit get you to Smithfickl, and gather head,
And thither I will send you Matthew Gough

;

I' ight for your king, your country, and your lives;

And so, farewell, for I must hence again.

\Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

London. Cannon Street.

Enter ]\CY. Cadi!. and his Followers. He
strikes his staffon London stone.

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city.

And here, sitting upon London stone, I charge
and command that, of the city's cost, the pissing-

conduit run nothing but claret wine this first

year of our reign. And now henceforward it

shall be treason for any that calls me other than
Lord Mortimer.

Enter a Soldier, running.

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade

!

Cade. Knock him down there.

f They kill him.
Smith. If this fellow be wise, he'll never

call you Jack Cade more ; I think he hath a
very fair warning.

Dick. My lord, there 's an army gathered to-

gether in Smithfield.

Cade. Come, then, let 's go fight with them:
but first, go and set London Bridge on fire ; and,
if you can, burn down the Tower too. Come,
let 's away. \Exetinl.

Scene VIL—London. Smithfield.

Alarums. Enter, on one side. Cade and his
Company; on the other. Citizens, and the
King's Forces, headedby Matiuvm' QjOvoyi.
They fight ; the Citizens a}-e routed, and
Matthew Gough is slain.

Cade. So, sirs :—now go some and pull down
the Savoy; others to the inns of court; down
with them all.

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship.
Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shah have it for

that word.

Dick. Only, that the laws of England may
come out of your mouth.
John. Mass, 'twill be sore law then ; for he

was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and 'tis

not whole yet, [Aside.
Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law;

for his breath stinks with eating toasted cheese.

[Aside.

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be so.

Away, burn all the records of the realm : luy

mouth sliall be the Parliament of England.
John. Then we are like to have biting statutes,

unless his teeth be pulled out. [Aside.

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be
in common.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. iVly lord, a prize, a prize! here's the
Lord Say, which sold the towns in France ; he
that made us pay one-and-twenly fifteens, and
one shilling to the pound, the last subsidy.

Enter GEORGE Bevis, with the Lord Say.

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten
times.—Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou
buckram lord ! now art thou within p<3int blank
of our jurisdiction regal. What canst thou
answer to my majesty for giving up of Normandy
unto Monsieur Basimi-cu, ihe Dauphin of

France? Be it known unto thee by these pre-

sence, even the presence of Lord Mortimer, that

I am the besom that must sweep the court clean
of such filth as thou art. Thou hast most traitor-

ously corrupted the youth of the realm in erect-

ing a grammar school : and whereas, before, our
forefathers had no other books but the score and
the tally, thou hast caused printing to be used ;

and, contrary to the king, his crown, and dignity,
thou hast built a paper-mill. It will be proved
to thy face that thou hast men about thee that
usually talk of a noun and a verb, and such
abominable words as no Christian ear can endure
to hear. Thou hast appointed justices of peace,
to call poor men before them about matters they
were not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast
put them in prison; and because they could not
read, thou hast hanged them ; when, indeed,
only for that cause they have been most worthy
to live. Thou dost ride in a foot-cloth, dost
thou not.?

Say. What of that?

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let tlpv

horse wear a cloak, when honester men than thou
go in their hose and doublets.

Dick. And work in their shirt too; as my-
self, for example, that am a butcher.

Say. You men of Kent,

—

Dick. What say you of Kent?
Say. Nothing but this,

—
"lis hona terra, mala

srens.
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Cade. Away with him, away with him ! he

spealcs Latin,

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where

you will.

Kent, in the Commentaries Csesar writ.

Is term'd tiie civill'st place of all this isle :

Sweet is the country, because full of riches;

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy

;

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity.

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy

;

\'et, to recover them, would lose my life,

justice with favour have I always done;

I'rayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could

never.

When have I aught e.\acted at your hands,

F^ut to maintain the king, the realm, and you?

Laige gifts have I bestow'd on learned clerks.

Because my book preferr'd me to the king,

And seemg ignorance is the curse of God,
iCuowIedge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven.

Unless you be possess'd with devilish spn'its,

Vou cannot but forbear to murder me

:

This tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings

For your behoof,— [the field?

Cade. Tut, when struck'st thou one blow in

Say. Great men have reaching hands: oft

have I struck

Those that I never saw, and struck them dead.

Geo. O monstrous coward ! what, to come be-

hind folks? [your good.

Say. These cheeks are pale for wai clung for

Cade. Give him a box o' the ear, and thai

will m.ike 'em red again. [cause-

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men'.-

Ikuh made me full of sickness and diseases.

Cade. Ye shall liave a hempen caudle, then,

and the help of hatchet.

Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man?
Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes me.

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say,

I '1! be even with you : I '11 see if his head \\ ill

stand steadier on a pole, ov no. Take him

away, and behead him.

Say. Tell me wherein have I otTended most?

riav-e I aftected wealth or honour,—speak ?

Are my chests fill'd up with extorted gold?

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold?

Whom have I injur'd, that ye seek my death?

These hands are free from guiltless blood -shed-

ding, [thoughts.

This breast from harbouring foul deceitful

O let me live!

Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words :

but I '11 bridle it: he shall die, an it be but for

pleading so well for his life. [As/de.] Away
with him ! he has a familiar under his tongue;

he speaks not o' God's name. Go, tf.ke him

away, I say, and strike off his head presently ;

and then break int-r his son-in-law's house, Sir

Tames Cromer, and strike off his head, and

bring them both upon two poles hither.

A//. It shall be dune. [prayers,

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make your

God should be so obdurate as yourselves.

How would it fare with your departed souls?

.\nd therefore yet relent, and save my life.

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command
ye. \_Exeunt some with Lord Say.

The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear

a head on his shoulders, unless he pay me
tribute ; there shall not a maid be married, but

she shall pay to me her maidenhead ere they

have it: men shall hold of me in capite ; and

we charge and command that their w ives be as

free as heart can wish or tongue can tell.

Diclz. My lord, when shall we go to Cheap-

side, and take up commodities upon our bills ?

Cade. Marry, presently.

All. O brave !

Re-enter Rebels, with the heads of 'Lov.V) Say
and his Son-in-law.

Cade. But is not this braver?—Let them kiss

one another, for they loved well when they were

alive. Now, part them again, lest they consult

about the giving up of some more towns inFrance.

Soldiers, defer the spoil of the city until night

:

lor with these borne before us, instead of maces,

will we ride through the streets ; and at every

corner have them kiss.—Away! \Exe2t11t.

Scene WW.—SouHtivar!:.

.-ilai-um. Enter Ca.'D'E and all his Rabblement.

Cade. Up Fish Street ! down Saint Magnus'

corner ! kill and knock down ! throw them into

Thames !

—

lA parley sounded, then a retreat. ]

What noise is this I hear ? Dare any be so bold

to sound retreat or parley, when I command them

kill?

Enter BUCKINGHAM and Lord Clifford,
with Forces.

Buck. \y, here they be that dare and will

disturb thee

;

D'^ii''S

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the

Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ;

And here pronounce free pardon to them all

That will forsake thee and go home in peace.

67//. \Vhatsay ye, countrymen? willyerele^t,

And yield to mercy whilst 'tis offer'd you ;

Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths?

Wholovesthe king, and wHi embrace hi^ pa-dcn.
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Fling up his cap, and say God save his majesty !

Who halelh him, and honours not his father,

Henry llie Fifth, that niadeall France to quake,

Shake he his weapon at us and pass by.

////. G<xl save the king ! God save the king !

CmU. What, Buckingham and Chfiord, are

ye so brave ?—And you, base peasants, do ye

beheve him? will you needs be hanged with your

pardons about your necks? Hath my sword
therefore broke through London gales, that you

should leave me at the White Mart in South'

wark? I thought ye would never ha\e given

out these arms till you had recovered your

ancient freedom : but you are all recreants and
dastards, and delight to live in slavery to the

nobility. Let them break your backs with

burdens, talce your houses over your heads,

ravish yonr wives and daughters before your
faces : for me, I will make shift for one ; and
so, God's curse light upon you all

!

J//. We '11 follow Cade, we '11 follow 0\.de !

C/tf. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth.

Thar thus you do exclaim you "11 go with him r

Will he conduct you through the heart of Franc;..

And make the meanest of you earls and duke; '

.'Mas, he hath no home, no place to fly to;

Nor knows he how to live, ol;'.. by the noil,

Unless by robbing of your friends and us
Were 't not a shame, that whilst you live at ;:ir,

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished,

Should make a start o'er seas and vanquish you ?

Methinks already in this civil broil

I see them lording it in London streets,

Crying Viliaco! unto all they meet.

Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry

Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman's
mercy. [lost

;

To France, to France, and get what you have
.Spare England, for it is j'our native coast:

I lenry hath money, you are strong and manly ;

God on our side, doubt not of victory.

All. A Clifford ! a Clifford ! we '11 follow the

king and Clifford.

Cade. W'as ever feather so lightly blown to

and fro as this multitude? The name of Henry
the Fifth hales them to an hundred mi.schiefs,

and makes them leave me desolate. I see them
lay their heads together to surprise me: my
sword make way for me, for here is no staying.

^Aside.^—In despite of the devils and hell, have
through tlie very middest oi you ! and heavens
and honour be witness that no want of resolu-

tion in me, but only my followers" biise and
ignominious treasons, makes me betake me to

my heels. ]^Exit.

B'!tk. What ! is he fled? go some and follow

him;

And he that brings his head unto the kmg
Shall feave a thousand crowns for his reward.

—

\^Extunl some of them.
Follow me, soldiers: we'll devise a mean
To reconcile you all unto the king. \^Exeu>2t.

Scene l^.—KHlmgwortk Castle.

Trumpeii sounded. Enter King Menfy,
QuiiiiN Margaret, atid Somkrset, 07i the

(e7'ace of tlie Castle.

K. Hen. Was ever king that joy'd an earthly

throne.

And could command no more content than I?
No sooner was I crept out of my cradle
Hut I was made a king, at nine months old:
Was never subject long'd to be a king
As I do long and wish to be a subject.

Enter BUCKINGHAM and LoRD Clifford.

Buck. Health andglad tidingstoyourmaie.siyl

A'. Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor

Cade surpris'd?

Or is he but retir'd to make him strong?

Enter., below, a number of Cade's Followers,
witli halters about their fiecks.

Clif. He is fled, my lord, and all his powers
do yield ;

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks.
Expect j'our highness' doom of life or death.

K. Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlast-

ing gates.

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise !

Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives.

And show'd how well you love your prince aiiJ

country

:

Continue still in this so good a mind.
And Henry, though he be infortunate.

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind

:

And so, with thanks and pardon to you all,

I do dismiss you to your several countries.

All. God save the king ! God save the king 1

Enter a Messenger.

.Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised

The Duke oi Vork is newly come from Ireiar.d
;

And with a puissant and a mighty power
Of Gallowglasses and stout kerns
Is marching hitherward in proud array:

And still proclaimeih, as he comes along,

His arms are only to remove from thee

The Duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor.

K, Hen. Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade
and York distress'd;

Like to T -PI'- 'hat. having '.scap'd a tempest.
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Is s'.raightwavcalm'd, and boarded with a pirate

:

But now is Cade driven back, his men dispers'd

;

And now is York in anns to second him.

—

I pray thee, Buckingham, go thou and meet him;
And ask him what 's the reason of these arms.

Tellliirn I'llsend DukeEdrnund totheTower;

—

And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither,

Until his army be disniiss'd from him.

Som. My lord,

1 Ml yield myself to prison willingly,

Or unto death, to do my country good.

A'. //(•«. In any case be not too rough in

terms

;

[gwage.

For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard Ian-

Bul/c. 1 will, my lord; and doubt not so to

deal

As all things shall redound unto your good.

A'. Hen. Come, wife, let 's in, and learn to

govern better

;

Ftir yet may England curse my wretched reign.

[Emuat.

Scene X.

—

Kent. Idex's Camden.

ErJcr- Cade.

Cadt. Fie on ambition! iie on myself, that

h;ive a sword, and yet am ready to famish !

These five days have 1 hid me in these woods,
and durst not peep out, for all the country is

laid for me ; but now am I so hungry that if I

nn'ght have a lease of my life for a thousand

years, I could stay no longer. Wherefore, on
a brick wail have I climbed into this garden,

to see if I can eat grass or pick a sallet another

while, which is not amiss to cool a man's
stomach this hot weather. And I think this

word sal/et was born to do me good : for many
a time, but for a sallet, my brain-pan had been
cleft with a brown bill ; and many a time- when
I have been dry, and bravely marching, it hath
served me instead of a quart-pot to drink in ;

and now the word salict must serve me to feed

on.

Enter Iden, -cvifk Servants behind.

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the

court,

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these?

This email inheritance my flrther left me
Contenteth me, and 's worth a monarchy.
I seek not to wax great by others' waning,
Or gather wealth I care not with what envy:
Sufficeth that I have maintains my stale,

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate.

Cade. Here's the lord of the soil come to

seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple

without leave. \_Aside.\ Ah, villain, thou wilt

betray me, and get a thousand crowns of tlie

king by carr}-ing my head to him ! but I '11 make
thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow my
sword like a great pin, ere thou and I part.

Iden. Why, rucle companion, whatso'er thou

be, [thee ?

I IcrKJ'.v thee not ; why, then, should I betray

Is \ not enough to break into my garden,

iwA like a thief to come to rob my grounds,

C limbing my walls in spite of me the owner,
But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ?

Cade. Brave thee! ay, by the best blood that

ever was broached, and beard thee too. Lm k

< in me well : I have eat no meat these live days ;

\ t, come thou and thy five men, and if I do rot

leave you all as dead as a door nail, I pray God
i may never eat grass more.

Iden. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while England
stands.

That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent,

Took odds to combat a poor famish'd man.
Oppose thy steadfast -gazing e}-es to mine.

See if thou canst outface me with thy looks:

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser

;

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist ;

Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon ;

My loot shall fight with all the strength thou

hast

;

And if mine arm be heaved in the air,

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth.

As for words, whose greatness answers words.

Let this my sword report what speech forbears.

Cade. By my valour, the most complete
champion that ever I heard.—Steel, if thcui

turn the edge, or cut not otit the burley-boned

clown in chines of beel ere thou sleep in thy

sheath, I beseech Jove, on my knees, thou

mayest be turned to hobnails. \l'hey jiyjit.

Cade falls. ] O, I am slain ! famine and no
other hath slain me : let ten thousand de^ls
come against me, and give me but the ten meals

I have lost, and I'd defy ihem all. Wiilier,

>jarden ; and be henceforth a burying-place to

all that do dwell in this house, because the un-

conquered soul of Cade is fled.

Iden. Is't Cade that I have slain, that mon-
strous traitor ?

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed.

And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead :

Ne'er shall this blood be wiped from thy point

;

But thou ^halt wear it as a herald's coat.

To emblaze the honour that thy master gf)t.

Cade. Iden, farewell ; and be proud of thy

victory. Tell Kent from me, she hath lost 'ner

best man ; and exhort '^W the world to be

cowards,—for I, that never feared an)', am
vanquished by lamine, not by valour. [Diet.
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Iden. How much thou wrongst me, heaven be

my judge. [thee !

Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare

And as I thrust thy body in with my sword.

So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell.

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels

Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave.

And there cut off thy most ungracious head ;

Which I will bear in triumph to the king.

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon.

l^ixeuni, dragging out the body.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Fields between Dartford aitd Black-

heath.

The King's Camp on one side. On the other,

enter York attended, with drum and colours

:

his Forces at some distance.

York. From Ireland thus comes York to claim

his right.

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head :

Ring, bells, aloud; burn, bonfires, clear and
bright

;

To entertain great England's lawful king.

Ah, sancta majestasl who would not buy thee

dear?
Let them obey that know not how to rule

;

This hand was made to handle naught but gold.

I cannot give due action to my words
Except a sword or sceptre balance it

:

A sceptre shall it have,—have I a soul,

—

On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France.

Enter BUCKINGHAM.

Whom have we here? Buckingham, to disturb

me?
The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble.

iAside.

Buck, York, if thou meanest well, I greet

thee well. [greeting.

York, Humphrey ofBuckingham, I accept thy
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure?

Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread
liege.

To know the reason of these arms in peace

;

Or why thou, being a subject as I am.
Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn,
Shouldst raise so great a power without his leave.

Or dare to bring thy force so near the court.

York. Scarce can I speak, my choler is so

great:

O, I could hew up rocks and fight with flint,

I am so angry at these abject terms ;

.A.nd now, like Ajax Telamonius,
On sheep or oxen could I spend my tury

!

I am far better born than is the king

;

More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts;
But I must make fair weather yet awhile.

Till Henry be more weak and I more strong.

[Aside.

Buckingham, I pr'ythee, pardon me.
That I have given no answer all this while ;

Wy mind v/as irouljled with deep melancholy.
The cause why I have brought this army hither

Is to remove proud Somerset from the king.

Seditious to his grace and to the state, [part

:

Buck. That is too much presumption on thy
But if thy arms be to no other end.
The king hath yielded unto thy demand

;

The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower.
York. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner ?

Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner.

York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my
powers.

—

Soldiers, I thank you all ; disperse yourselves

;

Meet me to-morrow in Saint George's field,

You shall have pay and everything you wish.

—

And let my sc /ereign, virtuous Henry,
Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons,

As pledges of my fealty and love

;

I '11 send them all as willing as I live :

Lands, goods, horse, armour, anything I have.
Is his to use, so Somerset may die.

Buck. York, I commend this kind submission;
We twain will go into his highness' tent.

Enter King Henry, attended.

K. Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no
harm to us,

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm ?

York. In all submission and humility
York doth present himself unto your highness.

K. Hen. Then what intend these forces th.iu

dost bring? [hence,
York. To heave the traitor Somerset from

And fight against that monstrous rebel Cade,
Who since I heard to be disconjfited.

Enter Iden, with Cade's head.

Iden. If one so rude and of so mean condition
May pass into the presence of a king,

Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head,
The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew.

K. Hen. The head of Cade !—Great God,
how just art thou !—

•

O, let me view his vLsage, being dead,
That living wrought nie such exceeding

trouble.

—

[him ?

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew



SCENE I.] SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI. 633

Iden. I was, an't like your majesty.

K. Hen. How art thou call'd ? and what is

thy degree ?

Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name ;

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king.

Buck. So please it you, my lord, 'twere not

amiss

He were created knight for his good service.

K. Hen. Iden, kneel down. \^He kneels.'\

Rise up a knight.

We give thee (or reward a thousand marks ;

And will that thou henceforth attend on us.

Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty,

And never live but true unto his liege !

K. Hen. See, Buckmgham ! Somerset comes
with the queen :

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke.

En/er QuEEN Margaret C7td Somerset.

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not

hide his head.

But boldly stand and front him to his face.

York. How now ! is Somerset at liberty ?

Then, York, unloose thy long - imprison'd

thoughts,

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset?— [me,

False king ! why hast thou broken faith with

Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse ?

King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king ;

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes.

Which dar'st not, no, nor canst not rule a

traitor.

That head of thine doth not become a crown
;

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer's staff,

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre.

Thatgoldmustround engirt these brows of mine.

Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles' spear,

Is able with the change to kill and cure.

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up.

And with the same to act controlling lav/s.

Give place: by heaven, thou shalt rule no
more

O'er him whom heaven created for thy ruler.

Som. O monstrous traitor !— I arrest thee,

York,
©f capital treason 'gainst the king and crown

:

Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace.

York. Wouldst have me kneel? first let me
ask of these,

If they can brook I bow a knee to man.

—

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail

:

[Exit Atten.

I know, ere they will have me go to ward.

They '11 pawn their swords for my enfranchise-

ment, [amain,

Q. Mar. Call hither Clifford ; bid him come

To say if that the bastard boys of York
Shall be the surety for their traitor father.

[Exit an Attendant.

York. O blood-bespotted Neapolitan,

Outcast of Naples, England's bloody scourge !

The sons of York, thy betters in their birth,

Shall be their father's bail ; and bane to those

That for my surety will refuse the boys !

See where they come : I '11 \n arrant they '11 make
it good. [bail.

Q. Alar. And here comesClifford to deny their

Enter EDWARD dl^i/RlCHARD PlantAGENET,
ivith Forces, at one side , at the other, with

Forces also, Lord Clifford and his Son.

C/if. Health and all happiness to my lord the

king ! [Kneels.

York. I thank thee, Clifford : say, what news
with thee ?

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look :

We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ;

For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. [tal<e;

Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mis-

But thou mistak'st me much to think I do :

—

To Bedlam with him ! is the man grown mad?
A'. Hen: Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and ambi-

tious humour
Makes him oppose himself against his king.

Clif. He is a traitor ; let him to the Tower,
And chop away that factious pate of his.

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey ;

His sons, he says, shall give their words forhim.

York. Will you not, sons?
Edw. Ay, noble father, ifour words will serve.

Rich. And if words will not, then our weapons
shall. [here

!

Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we
York. Look in a glass, antl call thy image so :

I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor.—

•

Call hither to the stake my two brave bears,

That with the very shaking of their chains

They may astonish these fell-lurking curs:

Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me.

Dritnis. Enter Warwick a;/;/ Salisbury,
with Forces.

Clif. Are these thy bears ? we '11 bait thy bears

to death,

And manacle the bear-ward in their chains.

If thou dar'st bring them to the baiting-place.

Rieh. Oft have I seen a hot o'erweening cur

Run back and bite, because he was withheld ;

Wlio, being sufifer'd with the bear's fell paw,

Hath clapp'd his tail between his legs and cried:

And such a piece of service will you do.

If you oppose yourselves tomatch Lord Warwick.
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( V/. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested

lump,
As crooked in thy manners as thy shape !

Vork. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly
anon.

Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you bum
yourselves. [to bow ?

—

A"". Hen. Why, Warwick, hath thy kneeforgot
Old Salisbury,—shame to thy silver hair

Thou mad misleader of ihy brainsick son .— -

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the

ruffian.

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles?

—

O, where is faith? O, where is loyalty?

l! it be b-anish'd from the frosty head.

Where shall it find a harbour in the ean P

—

W'ih thou go dig a grave to find out war,

And shame thine honourable age with blood?
Why art ihou old, and want'st experience ?

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it?

i'^ur shame! in duly bend thy knee to me,
That bows unto the grave with mickle age.

Sa/. iVIy lord, I have consider'd with myself
Th J lilic of this most renowned duke ;

And in my conscience do repute his grace

The rightful heir to England's royal seat.

A'. Hot. Hast thou not sworu allegiance unto

me?
Sai [ liave.

A', //c//. Canst thou dispense with heaven
for such an oalli?

Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin;

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath.

Who can be bound by any solemn vow
To do a murderous deed, to rob a man,
To force a spotless virgin's chastity,

i'o reave the orphan of his patrimony.
To wring the widow from her custom'd right

;

And have no other reason for this wrong
But that he was bound by a solemn oath?

Q Mar. A su!)ile traitor needs no sophisler.

A' Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm
himself. [thou hast,

)'o'-'':. Call Buckingham, and all the friends

I am resolv'd for death or dignity. [true.

oV,/. The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove
]l'ar \'ou were best to go to bed and drean.

again,

To keep thee from the tempest of the field.

C/.'/. I am resolv'd to bear a greater storm
Than any thou canst conjure up today;
And that I'll write upon thy burgonet,
Might I but know thee by thy household Ixadge.

IVar. Now, by my father's badge, old Nevil's

crest,

The rampant bear chain d to the ragged staff,

This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet,

—

As on a mountain-top the cedar shows.
That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm,

—

Even to affright thee with the view thereof.

Clif. And from thy burgonet I Ml rend thy
bear.

And tread it under foot with all contempt.
Despite the bear-ward that protects the bear.

y, Clif. And so to arms, victorious father,

To quell the rebels and their complice?.

Rick. Fie ! charity, for shame ! speak not in

spite.

For you shall sup wiihy^i-M Christ to-night.

V. Clif. Foul stigmatic, that 's more ihan thcu
canst tell.

Kiih. If not in heaven, you '11 surely sup in

hi.il. [^Exeunl severally.

Scene II.

—

Saint Albans.

.Alarums- excursions. Enter ^NAKV/icK.

ll'ar. Clifford ot Cumberland, 'tis Warwick
calls!

.Vtid if thou dost not hide thee from the bear,

Now,—when the angry trumpet sounds alanim,
XnA dead men's cries do fill the empty air,

—

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me'
I'roud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Warwick is hoarse v/ith calling thee to arms.

Enter York

How now, my noble lord ! what, all afoot?
York. The deadly handed Clifford slew my

steed ;

luu match to match I have encounier'd him,
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows
Even of the bonny beast he lov'd so well.

Enter Lord Clifford

War. Of one or both of us the time is come.
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some

other chase,

For I myself must hunt this deer to death
ll'ar. Then, nobly, York; 'tis for a crown

thou fight'st.

—

A^ I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day,

It grieves my soul to leave ihee unassail'd.

[Exit.

Clif. V^Hiat see'st thou in me, York? why
do>t thou pause? [.love,

York. With thy brave bearing should I be in

But that thou art so fast mine enemy
Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise

and esteem,

But that 'tis shown ignobly and in treason

York. So let it help me now against thy

sword,

.\i I in justice and true rignt express it!
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Clif. My soul and body on the action both !

York. Adreadful lay !—address thee instantly.

Clif. La fin couronne les asuvres.

\_Theyfi^ht, and Clifford /a/is and dies.

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for

thou axt still.

Peace with his soui, heaven, if it be thy will

!

l^Exii.

Enter Young Clifford.

Y. Clif. Shame and confusion ! all is on the

rout

;

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell,

Whom angry heavens do malce their minister,

Throv/ in the frozen bosoms of our part

Hot coals of vengeance !—Let no soldier fly:

He that is truly dedicate to war

Hath no self-love ; nor he that loves himself

Hath not essentially, but by circumstance.

The nameof valour.— O, let the vile world end.

{Seeing Iiis faiJier^s bouy.

And the premised flames of the last day

Knit earth and heaven together !

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast,

Particularities and petty sounds

To cease!—^Wast thou ordain'd, dear father,

To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve

The silver livery of advised age,

And in thy reverence and thy chair-days thus

To die in ruffian battle?—Even at this sight

My heart is turn'd to stone : and while 'tis mine

It shall be stony. York not our old men spares
;

No more will I their babes: tears virginal

Shall be to me even as the dew to fire

;

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims,

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax.

Henceforth I will not have to do with pay:

Meet I an infant of the house of York,

Into as many gobbets will I cut it

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did:

In cruelty will I seek out my fame.

—

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifi"ord's house :

[ Talking tip tlie body.

As did ^neas old Anchises bear,

So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders;

But then yEneas bare a living load,

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. {Exit,

Enter Richard Plantagenet and '^oyi-s.s.-

SKT,Jigiiting, and Somerset is killed.

Rich. So, lie thou there ;

—

For underneath an alehouse' paltry sign.

The Castle in Saint Albans, Somerset
Hath made the wizard famous in his death.

—

Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful still:

Priests pray for enemies, but princes kiH. [Exit.

Alai-iiins: excurzions. Enter KiNG IIe.nry,

Queen Margaret, and others^ retreating.

Q. Mar. Away, my lord ! you are slow ; for

shame, away

!

K. Hen. Can we outrun the heavens? good
Margaret, stay.

Q. Mar. Whal#"e you made of? you'll nor

fight nor fly

:

Now is it manhoodj wisdom, and defence.

To give the enemy way ; and to secure us

By what we can, which can no more but fly.

\Alaruni afar off.

If you be ta'en, we then should see the bottom

Of all our fortunes: but if we haply scape,

—

As well we may, if not through your neglect,

—

We shall to London get : where you are lov'd

;

Andwherethis breach, nowin our fortunesmade.
May readily be stopp'd.

Re-enter YOVNG Clifford.

y. Clif. But that my heart's on future mis-

chief set,

I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly

:

But fly you must ; uncurable discomhi

Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts.

.\way, for your relief! and we will live

To see their day, and them our fortune give

:

Away, my lord, away! [Exeunt.

Scexe III.

—

Fields near Saint Albans.

Alarum: retreat. Flourish, tiien ettterYO'RVi.

Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, and
Soldiers, with drum and colours.

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him,

—

That winter lion, who in rage forgets

Aged contusions and all brush of time,

And, like a gallant in the brow of youth,

Repairs him with occasion? This happy day

Is not itself, nor have we won one foot,

If Salisbury be lost.

Rich. My noble father.

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse,

Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off.

Persuaded him from any further act: [him :

But still, where danger was, still there I met

And like rich hangings in a homely house.

So was his will in his old feeble body.

But, noble as he is, look where he comes.

Enter Salisbury.

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thoi:

fought to-day

;

By the mass, so did we all.— I thank vuu,

Richard

:
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God knows how long it is I have to Hve;

And it hath pleas'd him that three times to-day

v'ou have defended me from imminent death.—
Well, lords, we have not got that which wc

have

:

'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,

Being opposites of such repairing nature.

York. I kiow our safety is to follow them ;

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London,
To call a piesent court of Parliament.

Let us pursue him ere the writs go forth:—
What says Lord Warwick? shall we after them i"

IVar. After them ! nay, before them, if we
can.

Now, by my hand, "ords, 'twas a glorious day

:

Saint Albans battle, won by famous York,
Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come.— [all

:

Sound drums and trumpets •—and to London
And more such days as hese to us befall

!

[Exeutii.
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ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. The Parliament House.

Drums. Some Soldiers «?/" York's Party break

in. Then enter tlie Duke of York, Ed-
ward, Richard, Norfolk, Montague,
Warwick, and others, with white roses in

their hats.

War. I wonder how the king escap'd our

hands. [north,

York. While we pursu'd the horsemen of the

He slily stole away, and left his men:
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland,
W^hose warlike ears could never brook retreat,

Cheer'd up the drooping army; and himself,

Lord ClifTord, and Lord Stafford, all a-breast,

Charg'dourmainbattle's front, and, breaking in,

Were by the swords of common soldiers slain.

I

Edw. Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Buck
ingham,

Is either slain or wounded dangerous ;

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow

:

That this is true, father, behold his blood.

^Shoiuing his bloody sivord.

Mont. And, brother, here 's the Earl of

Wiltshire's blood,

\To York, shozving his.

Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd.

KicJi. Speak thou forme, and tell them what
I did.

[Throwins^ do7vn Somer.dET s head.

York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my
sons.

—

But, is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset.?

N'orf Such hope have all the line of John of

Gaun<:.

Pick. Thus do I hope to shaKe King Henry's

head.
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PVar. And so do I.—Victorious Prince of

York,
Before I see liiee seated in that throne

Which now the house of Lanc;ister usurps,

I vow by heaven tliesc eyes shall never close.

This is the palace of the fearful king,

And tliis the regal seat : possess it, Vork ;

I'or tills is thine, and not King Henry's heirs'.

York. Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, and
I will

;

For hither we have broken in by force. [die.

Norf. We 'H all assist you ; he that Ihes shall

York. Thanfis, gentle Norfolk :—stay by me,
my lords ;

—

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge hy me this night.

ll''ar. And when the king comes, offer him
no violence,

Unless he seek to thrust you out per force.

( 77ig Soldiers retire.

York. The queen this day here holds her par-

liament.

But little thinks we shall be of her coimcil :

By words or blows here let us win our right.

Knh. Arm'd as we are, let 's stay within this

house. [call'd.

War. The iiloody parliament shall this be
Unless Plantagenet, Duke of Vork, be king,

And bashiul Henry depc«'d, whose cowardice
I lath made us by-words to our enemies.

)'('/'(. Then leave me not, my lords; be re-

solute ;

I mean to take possession of my right.

War. Neither the king, nor he that loves

him best,

The prou<iest he that holds up Lancaster,
1 )iires stir a wing if Warwick shake his hells.

1 1 i plant Plantagenet, root him up who dares :

—

i-lesolvethee, Richard ; claim the English crown.
[Warwick, leads York to the throne^

who scats himself.

Flourish. Enter KiNr, Henry, Clifford,
Northumberland, VVicsimoki:land, E.\-

ETiCR, and ot/icrs, wiih red roses in Iheir

ha.'s.

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy
rebel sits.

Even in the chair of state ! belike he means,

—

Back'd by the power of Warwick, that false

peer,

—

To aspire unto the crown, and reign asking.

—

Earl of Northumberland, he sletv ihy father ;

And thine. Lord Clifford ; and you both have
vow'd revenge

On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends.

North. If I be not, heavens be reveng'd on
me I

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn
in steel.

West. What, shall we suffer this ? let's pluck
him down

:

.My heart for anger bums; I cannot brook it.

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle Earl of West-
moreland.

Ciif. Patience is for poltroons, and such as he

:

He durst not sit there had your father liv'd.

My gracious lord, here in the parliament
Let us assail the family of York. [so.

North. Well hast thon spoken, cousin : be it

A'. Hen. Ah, know you not the city favours
them.

And they have troops of soldiers at their beck ?

Exe. But when the duke is slain they 'II

quickly fly.

fC. Hen. Far be the thought of this from
Henry's heart.

To make a shambles of the parliament house !

Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats

Shall be the war that Henr}' means to use.

[7/^^j' advance ta the DuKE.
Tnoa factious Duke of Vork, descend myfhrone.
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet

;

I am thy sovereign.

York. I am thine.

E.xe. For shame, come down : he made thee
Duke of York. [was.

Ytrrk. It was my inheritance, as (he earldo)n

Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown.
War. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown

In following this usurping Henrj".

Clif. Whom should he follow but his natural

king?
War. True, Clifford; and that's Kichaid

Duke of York.
Jsi. Hen, And shall I stand, and thou sic in my

throne?
York. It must and shall be so: content thyself.

War. Be Duke of Lancaster ; let him f)e king.

// 'est. He is lx>th king and Duke of Lancaster;
.Vnd that the Lord of Westmorelaiid shall main-

tain, [forget

War. And Warwick sliall disprove it Vf>u

That we are those whichchas'd you from the field

,

And slew your fathers, and with colours spread

March'd through the city to the palace-gates.

North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it lo my
grief;

And, hy his soul, thou and thy house shall me it.

West. Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons.

Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, I '11 have more
lives

Than drops of blood M'ere in my father's veins.

C'if. Urge it no more: lest that, instead of

words.
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I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger

As shall revenge his deaih before I siir.

iVar. Poor Clifford ! how I scorn his worth
less threats! [ciown.''

Vcik. Will you we show our tiile to the

If not, our swords shall plead it in the field.

/C Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to ilie

crown ?

Tl)y father was, as thou art, Duke of York;
Thy grandfallier, Roger Mortimer, Earl of

March

;

I am the son of Henry the Fifth,

Who made the Dauphin and tht French to sloop.

And seizd upon their towns and provinces.

iVai: Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost

it all.

/r. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not I

:

Vv'licn I was crown d I was hut nine months o!<I.

Kuii. You are old enough now, and yet, me-
thinks, you lose.

—

Father, tear the crown from the usurper's head.

Ethv. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head.

&Ionl. Good hrother ''Jo York], as thou luv'st

and honour'st arms,

Let's fight it out, and not stand cavilling thvis.

Ri<h. Sound drums and trumpets and the

king will fly.

Yjrk. Sons, peace

!

K. Hen. Peace thou ! and give King Henr^'

leave to speak. [lords;

Wor. Plantagenel shall speak first : hear him.
And be you silent and attentive too.

For he that interrupts him shall not live.

K. Hen. Think'st thou that I will leave my
kingly throne,

Wherein my grandsire and my father sat?

Ko : first shall war unpeople this my realm ;

Ay, and their colours,—often tome in France,
And now in England to our heart's great

sorrow,

—

[lords?

Sh.ilj be my winding-sheet.—^^Tiy faint you.
My title's good, and better far than his.

War But prove it, Henry, and thou shah be

king-

K Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got

the crown.
York. 'Twas b}' rebellion against his king.

K. Hen. I know not what to say ; my title 's

weak. \Aiiue.

Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir?

Yotk. What then?
K Hen. An ifhe may, then am I lawful king ;

Por Richard, in the view of many lords.

Resign d the cro^Yn to Henry the I'ourih,

Whose bcii my father was, and I am his.

York. HcToseagainst him, Ixing his sovereign.

And made him to resign his ciown perforce.

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it uncuii-

slrain'd.

Think you 'twere prejudicial to his crown?
Exe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown

But that the next heir should succeed and
reign.

K. Hen. Art thou against us, IXike of Exeter?
E.\e. I [is is the right, and therefore pardon nie.

YcrL. Why whisper you, my lords, and
answer not ?

Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king.

K. lli'ii. AH will revolt from me, and turn

to him. \^Aside.

A'jiih. riantagenet, for ail the claim thou
lay'st,

Think not that Henry shall be so depos'd.

ITar. Depos'd he shall be, in despite of ali.

North. Thou artdeceiv'd: 'lis not thysouilicrn

power.
Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,

—

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and
proud,

—

Can set ihe duke up in despite of me.
Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong,

L/ird Clifford vows to iight in thy defence

:

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive,

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father !

K. Hen. O Ciiliord, how thy words revive

my heart

!

[crown.^
York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy

Wial mutter you, or what conspire you, lords?

War. Do right unto this princely Duke of

York

;

Or I will fill the house with armed men,
.\nd o'er the chair of state, where now he sils,

Write up his title with usurping blood.

[//if stamps, and the Soldiers sktnv thenisetves.

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but

one word :

—

Let me for this my life-time reign as kir.g.

York. Confirm the crown to me and to mine
heirs,

.\nd thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv'st.

fC. Hen. I am content: Richard Plantagenel,

Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. [son !

C!/f. ^A"^lat wrong is this unto the prince your

War. What good is this to England and him-

self!

West. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry!

C//f. How hast thou injur'd both thyself and
us!

West. I cannot Stay to hear these articles.

North. Nor \.

ChJ. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these

news. ['^'''g»

West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides.
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North. Be thou a prey unto the hoube of York,

And die in bands, for this unmanly deed

!

Clif. In dreadful war mayst thou be overcome,

Or live in peace, abandon'd and desp's'd !

{Exeunt NoKTH., Clif., and West.
War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard

them not. [ not yield.

Exe. They seek revenge, and therefore will

K. Hen. Ah, Exeter

!

War. Why should you sigh, my lord !

K. Hen. Not for myself, Lord VVarwick, but

my son.

Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit.

Bill be it as ii may:—I here entail

T lie crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever;

(Jondiiionally, that hei* thou take an oath

To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live,

To honour me as thy king and sovereign.

And neither by treason nor hostility

lo seek to put me down and reign thyself.

York. This oath I willingly take, and will per-

form. {Comingfrom ihe thro)ie.

War. Long live King Henry !— I'lantagenet,

embrace him.

K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy

forward sons !

York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd.

Exe. AccLirs'd be he that seeks to make them
(oes !

[Se/iint. The Lords come forward.
York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; I '11 to

my castle.

War. And I '11 keep London with mysoldiei's.

Norf. And I to Norfolk with my followers.

Mont. And I unto the sea, from whence I

came.
[Exeunt York and hii Sons, War., Nork.,

Mont., Soldiers, a«(/ Attendants.

a'. Hen. And I, withgrief and sorrow to the

court.

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks

bewray her anger

:

J "11 steal away. {Going.

K. Hen. Exeter, so will I. {Going.

Enter QuEEN Margaret and the Prince of
Wales.

0. Mar. Nay, go not from me ; I will follow

thee. [stay.

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such ex-

tremes ?

Ah, wretched man ! would I had died a maid,
And never seen thee, never born thee son.

Seeing thou hast prov'd so unnatural a father !

Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus ?

Hadst thou but lov'd him half so well a.s I,

Or felt that pain which I did for him once,
Or nourish'd him as I did with my blood,—
Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart -blood

there.

Rather than made that savag« duke thine heir,

And disinherited thine only son.

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me :

If you be king, why should not I succeed ?

K, Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ;—pardon me,
sweet son :

—

The Earl of Warwick and the duke enforc'd me.
Q. Mar. Enforc'd thee ! art thou king and

wilt be forc"d ? [wretch !

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous
Tliou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ;

And given unto the house of York such head
As thou shalt reign but by their suft'erance.

To entail him and his heirs unto the crown.
What is it, but to make thy sepulchre,

And creep into it far before thy time ?

Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Calais ;

Stern Falconbridge commands the narrow seas ;

The duke is made protector of the realm
;

And yet shalt thou be safe? such safety finds

The trembling lamb environed with wolves.
Had I been there, which am a silly woman.
The soldiers should have toss'd me on their pikes
Before I would have granted to that act.

But thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour :

.^nd seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed,
Until that act of parliament be repeal'd,

Whereby my son is disinherited. [colours

The northern lords that have forsworn thy

Will follow mine, if once they see them spread ;

And spread they shall be,—to thy foul disgrace.

And utter ruin of the house of York.
Thus do I leave thee.—Come, son, let 's away ;

Our army is ready; come, we'll after them.
A'. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me

speak.

Q. .Mar. Thou ha^t spoke too much already

:

get thee gone. [with me.'

K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay

Q. .Mar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies.
Prince. \Mien I return with victory from the

field

I'll see your grace: till then I'll follow her.

Q. Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not linger

thus. [iE'.^rewK^ Queen Margaret
f:::d the Prince.

K. Hen. Poor queen I how love 10 me and
to her son

Hath made her break out into terms of rage!

Reveng'd may she be on that hateful duke,
A\Tiose haughty spirit, winged with desire,

\^'iIl cost my crown, and like an empty eagle
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Tire on the flesh of me and of my son !

The loss of those three lords torments my heart:

I '11 write unto them, and entreat them fair:

—

Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger.

Exe. And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all.

\_Exeunt.

Scene IT.

—

A Room in Sandal Castle, near

li'akejield, in Yorkshire.

Enier Edward, Richard, and Montague.

kick. Brother, though I be youngest, give

me leave.

Ediv. No, I can better play the orator.

Xh'jut. But I have reasons strong and forcible.

En(er YoRK.

York. Why, how now, sons and brother ! at

a strife?

What is your quarrel? how began it first?

Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention.

York. About what?
Eich. About that which concerns your grace

and us,—
The crown of England, father, which is yours.

York. Mine, boy? not till King Henry be

dead. [death.

J?ick, Your right depends not on his life or

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it

now: [breathe,

By giving the house of Lancaster leave to

It will outrun you, father, in the end. [reign.

York. I took an oath that he should quietly

Edw. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be

broken: [year.

I would break a thousand oaths to reign one
Rick. No ; God forbid your grace should be

forsworn.

York. I shall be, if I claim by open war.
Rick. I '11 prove the contrary, if you '11 hear

me speak.

York. Thou canst not, son; it is impossible.

Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not
took

Before a true and lawful magistrate.

That hath authority over him that swears:
Henry had none, but did usurp the place

;

Then, seeing 'twas he that made you to depose,
Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous.

Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown;
Within whose circuit is Elysium,
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.

Why do we linger thus? I cannot rest

Until the white rose that I wear be dy'd
Even in the lukewarm blood cf Henry's heart.

York. Richard, enough; I vvul be king, or
die.

—

Brother, thou shalt to London presently,

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise.

—

Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk,
And tell him privily of our intent,

—

You, Edv^ard, shall unto my Lord Cobham,
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise

;

In them I trust; for they are soldiers.

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit.

—

While you are thus employ'd, what resteth more,
P>ui that I seek occasion how to rise,

A:i 1 yet the king not privy to my drift,

i\ur any of the house of Lancaster?

Enter a Messenger.

But, stay: what news? Why com'st thou in

such post? [and lords

Afess. The queen with all the northern earls

Intend here to besiege you in your castle:

She is hard by with twenty thousand men;
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord.

York. Ay, with my sword. Whui! think'st

thou that we fear them?

—

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ;

—

My brother Montague shall post to London:
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest.

Whom we have left protectors of the king.

With powerful policy strengthen themselves.
And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths.

Mont. Brother, I go ; I '11 win them, fear it

not

:

And thus most humbly I do take my leave.

[^.17/.

Enter SiR JOHN and SiR HuGH MORTIMER.

York. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer,
mine uncles

!

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour

;

The army of the queen mean to besiege us.

SirJokn. She shall not need, we '11 meet her

in the field.

York. What, with five thousand men?
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need:

A woman 's general ; what should we fear?

[.-/ march afar off'.

Edw. I hear their drums : let 's set our men
in order,

And issue forth, and bid them battle straight.

York. Five men to twenty !—though the odds
be great,

I doubt not, uncle, of our victory.

Many a battle have I won in France,

Whenas the enemy hath been ten to one:

Why should I not now have the like success?

\Extu)i,[,
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ScKNic III.

—

Plains near Sandal Castle.

Alarum. Enter Rutland and Ins Tulor.

Ritt. Ah, whither shall I fly to 'scape their

hands?
Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes

!

Enter Clifford and Soldiers.

CUf. Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves

thy lile.

A^ for the beat of this accursed duke,
\v lK)se father slew my father,—he shall die.

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company.
Clif. Soldiers, away with him ! [child.

Tut. Ah, Clifford, murder not this innocent

Lest thou be hated both of God and man.
[Exit, forced off by Soldiers.

Clif. How now! is he dead already? or is ii

fear

That mal<es him close his eyes?—I'll open them.
J\nt. So looks the pent-up lion o'ei the wi etch

That trembles under his devouring paws;
And so he walks, insulting o'er his prey.
And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder.

—

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword,
And not with such a cruel threat'ning look

!

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die!

—

] am too mean a subject for thy wrath

:

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live.

Clif. In vain thou speak'st, poor boy ; my
father's blood [enter.

Hath stopp'd the passage where thy wordsshouki
Rut. Then let my father's blood open il again:

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope wiih him.

Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and
thine

Were not revenge sufficient for me

;

Ko, if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves,
And hung their rotten cohins up in chains,
Il could not slake mine ire nor ease my heart.

The sight of any of the house of York
Is as a fury to torment my soul

;

And till I root out their accursed line

And leave not one alive, I live in hell.

Therefore,

—

{Lifting kis ha)td.

Rut. O let me pray before I take my deaih !

To thee I pray 5 sweet Clifford, pity me!
Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords.

Rut. I never did thee harm : why wilt thou
slay me?

Clif Thy father hath.

Rut. But 'twas ere I was born.
Thou uast one son,—for his sake pity me;
Lest in revenge thereof,—sith God is just,

—

He be as miserably slain as I.

Ah, let me live in prison all my days ;

And when I give occasion of offence
Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause.

Clif. No cause

!

Thy father slew my father; therefore, die.

[Curi-oraj itabs him.
Rut. Dii faciant, laudis sumvia sit ista tuu. I

{Dies.
Clif. riantagenet ! I come, Plantagenei

!

.\nd tills thy son's bkwd cleaving to my blade
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood,
Cungeaid with this, do make me wipe oil both.

\Exd.

SciiNE IV.

—

Another part of the Tlains near
Sandal Castle.

Alarum. Enter YoRK.

York. The army of the queen haih rot the
field

:

My uncles both are slam in rescuing me

;

And all my followers to the eager foe

Tuin hack, and fly, like ships before the wind,
Or lambs pursued by hunger starved wolves.
My sons,—God knows what hath bechanced

them: [selves
But this I know,—they have demean'd ihum-
Like nien born to renosvn by life or death.
Three limes did Richard make a lane to me

;

And thrice cried, Courage, lather ! figkt a cull
And full as oft came Edward to my side,

With piirpie falchion, painitd lO the hUt
In blood of those that had encounler'd him ;

Aiid when the hardiest warriors did retire,

Richard cried, Charge: j.nd give no foot vf
ground!

And cried, A crown, or else a "lorious toffiiil

A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre!

With this we chaig'd again: but, out, alas!

We Ixidg'd again ; as I have seen a swan
With boodess labour swim against the tide,

.Vnd spend her strength with o ei matclu'ng

waves. {A %hort aiarian within.

.-\h, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue
Ai,d I am faint, and cannot fly their fury:

And were I strong, I would not shun their fury:

The sands are number'd that make up my lilc

;

Here must I stay, and here my hie must <.iid.

Enter QuEEN IMargaret, Clifford, ^«ur-
TUUMBEKLAND, and Soldieis.

Come, bloody Clifford,—rough Northumber-
land,

—

I dare your quenchless fury to mor= rage:
1 am your butt, and 1 abide your shot,

N'o'-th. Yield tooutmercy proud Rantagtr;ct.

Clif, Ay, to such mcic, as his ruthless arm,
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With downright payment, show'd untomy father.

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car,

And made an evening at the noontide prick.

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring

forth

A bird that will revenge upon you all

:

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven,

Scorning whate'er you can afllict me with.

Why come you not ? what ! multitudes, and fear ?

Clif. So cowards fight when they can fly no
further

;

So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons;

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of tlieir lives.

Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers.

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee once again.

And in thy thought o'errun my former time ;

And, if thou canst, for blushing, view this face,

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with

cowardice [this !

Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere

CliJ. I will not bandy with thee word fur

word,

But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one.

\^Draivs.

Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thou-

sand causes

I would prolong awhile the traitor's life.

—

Wrath makes him deaf:—speak thou, Nor-
thumberland, [much

North. Hold, Clifford ! do not honour him so

To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart:

What valour were it, when a cur doth grin.

For one to thrust his hand between his teeth,

When he might spurn him with his foot away?
It is war's prize to take all 'vantages;

And ten to one is no impeach of valour.

[7/4^^ lay hands on V'ORK, who struggles.

Clif. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with
the gin.

North. So do'h the cony straggle in the net.

[York is taken frisotter.

York. So triumph thieves upon their con-

quer'd booty;
So fiie men yield, with robbers so o'ermatch'd.

North. What would your grace have done
unto him now? [thumberland,

Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Nor-
Come, make hmi stand upon this molehill here.

That raught at mountains with outstretched

arms.
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.

—

What, was it j'ou that would be England's king?
Was't you thai revell'd in our parliament,
And made a preachment of your high descent ?

V'/here are your mess of sons to back you now?
The wanton Edward and the lusty George i

Axid where s that vahani crook-back prodigy,

Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ?

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland?
Look, York : I stain'd this napkin with the blood
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier's point,

Made issue from the bosom of the boy ;

And if thine eyes can water for his death,

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal.

Alas, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly,
I should lament thy miserable state.

I pr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York.
What, hath thy fiery heart so parcli'd iliine

entrails

That not a tear can fall ff>r Rutland'' death ?

Why art thou patient, man ? thou shouldst be

mad

;

And I, to make thee mad, do mock ihee thus.

Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sine and
dance.

Thou wouldst be fee'd, I see, to make me sport

;

York cannot speak unless he wear a crown.

—

A crown for York !—and, lords, bow low lo

him ;

—

Hold you his hands whilst I do set it on.

[Puttif>g a paper craivn on his head.

Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king !

Ay, this is he that took King Henry's chair ;

And this is he was his adopted heir.

—

But how is it that great Plantagenet
Is crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath ?

As I bethink me, you should not be king
Tillour King Henry had shook hands with death.

And will you pale your head in Henry's glory.

And rob his temples of the diadem
Now in his life, against your holy oath ?

O, Ws a fault too, too unpardonable !

—

Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his

head ;

And whilst we breathe take time to do him dead.

Clif. That is my office, for my father's s-'.e.

Q. Mar. Nay, stay ; let 's hear the orisoiis he
makes.

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than
wolves of France, [tooth !

YnHiosc tongue more poisons than the adder's

How ill-seeming is it in thy sex

To triumph, like an Amazonian trull.

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates !

But chat thy face is, visard-like, unchanging,
Made impudent with use of evil deeds,

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush

:

To tell thee v/hence thou cam'st, of whom
deriv'd.

Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou
not shameless.

Thy father bears the tj'pe of King of Naples,

Of both ihe Sicils, and Jerusalem j
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Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman.

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult?

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ;

Unless the adage must be verified,

—

That beggars mounted run their horse to death.

'Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud

;

Bui, God he knows, thy share thereof is small

:

'Tis virtue that doth make them most admir'd

;

The contrai7 doth make thee wonder'd at

:

'Tis government that makes them seem di\ me

;

The "want thereof makes thee abominable :

Thou art as opposite to every good

As the antipodes are unto us,

Or as the souih to the septentrion.

tiger's heari wrapp'd in a woman's hide

!

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the

child.

To bid the father wipe his eyes withal.

And yet be seen to bear a woman's face?

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible

;

Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless.

Bidd'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast tl;)

wish

:

[will

:

Wouldst have me weep? why, now thou hast thy

For raging wind blows up incessant showers,

And when the rage allays, the rain begins.

These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies

;

And every drop cries vengeance for his death

'Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false French-
woman.

'

[me so

North. Beshrew me, but his passions move
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears.

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals

Would not have touch'd, would not have stain'd

with blood:

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,

—

O, ten times more,—than tigers of Hyrcania.
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears:

This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet
boy.

And I with tears do wash the blood away.
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this

:

\^He gives hack the hattdhefchief.

And if thou tell'st the heavy story right.

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears;

Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears,

And say, Alas, it was a piteous deed!—
There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my

curse ; [ Giving back the paper crown.
And in thy need such comfort come to thee
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand !

—

Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world:
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads

!

North. Had he been slaughter-man to all my
kin,

1 should not for my life but weep with him,
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul.

Q. Mar, WTiat, weeping-ripe, my Lord
Northumberland ?

Think but upnan the wrong he did us all,

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears.

L 'lif. Here 's for my oath, here 's for my father's

death. [Stabbing hint.

Q. Mar. And here's to right our gentle-
hearted king. [Stabbing kirn.

Vork. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God

!

My soul flies through these wounds to seek out
thee. [Dies.

Q. Alar. Off with his head, and set it on
York gates

;

So York may overlook the town of York.
[J'tourish. Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

A plain near Mortimer's Cross in

Herefordshire,

Drums. Enter Edward and Richard, with
their Forces, marching.

Edw. I wonder how our princely father

'scap'd,

Or whether he be 'scap'd away or no
From Clifford's and Northumberland's pursuit

:

Had he been ta'en we should have heard tl e

news; [news:
Had he been slain we should have heard tbe

Or had he 'scap'd, methinks we should have
heard

The happy tidings of his good escape.

—

How fares my brother? why is he so sad?
Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv'd

Where our right valiant father is become.
I saw him in the battle range about

;

And watch'd him how he singled Clifford forth.

Methought he bore him in the thickest troop
As doth a lion in a herd of neat

;

Or as a bear, encompass'd round with dogs,

—

Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry.

The rest stand all aloof and bark at hmi.

So far'd our father with his enemies ;

So fled his enemies my warlike father:

Methinks 'tis prize enough to be his son.
—

'

See how the morning ope's h,i golden gates,

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun !

How well resembles it the prime of youth,

Trimm'd like a younker prancing to his love

!

Ed'jj. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns?

Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect

sun;
Not separated with the racking clouds.

But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky.

See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss,
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As if they vow'd some league inviolable:

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun.

In this the heaven figures some event.

Edw. 'Tis wondrous strange, the like yet

never heard of.

I tliink it cites us, brother, to the field,

—

That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet,

Each one already blazing by our meeds,
Should, notwithstanding, join our lights to-

gether,

And overshine the earth, as this the world.

Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear

Upon my target three fair shining suns.

Rich. Nay, bear three daughters :—by your
leave I speak it,

You love the breeder better than the male.

Enter a Messenger.

But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell

Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue?
Mess. Ah, one that was a woeful looker-on

Whenas the noble Duke of York was slam,

N'our princely father and my loving lord !

Edw. O, speak no more ! for I have heard
too much.

R/rk. Say how he died, for I will hear it all.

A/ess. Environed he was with many foes

;

And stood against them as the hope of Troy
Against the Greeks that would have enier'd

Troy.
But Hercules himself must yield to odds

;

And many strokes, though with a little axe,

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber'd oak.
By many hands your father was subdu'd

;

But only slaughter'd by the ireful arm
Of unrelenting Clifibrd, and the queen,

—

Whocrown'd the gracious duke in high despite,

—

Laugh'd in his face ; and when with grief he
wept,

The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheeks
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slain :

And after many scorns, many foul taunts,

They took his head, and on the gates of Yurk
They set the same ; and there it doth remain,

The saddest spectacle that e'er I view'd.

Edw. Sweet Duke of York, ou-r prop to lean

upon,

—

Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay !

—

O Clifford, boisterous Clifford, thou hast slain

The flower of Europe for his chivalry ;

And treacherously hast thou vanquith'd him,
For hand to hand he would have vanquished

thee !—
Now my soul's palace is become a prison :

Ah, would she break from hence, that this my
body

Might in the ground be closed up in rest

!

For never henceforth shall I joy again.

Never, O never shall I see more joy.

RuA. I cannot weep; for all my body's
moisture [heart ;

Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning

Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great

burden

;

For self-same wind that I should speak w iihal

Is kindling coals, that fire all my breast.

And burn me up with flames, that tears would
quench.

To weep is to make less the depth of grief

:

Tears, then, for babes ; blows and revenge (or

me !—
Richard, I bear thy name ; I '11 venge thy death,

Or die renowned by attempting it.

Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left

with thee ;

His dukedom and his chair with me is left.

JiieA. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's

bird.

Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun :

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom
say :

Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his.

^'.frch. Enter Warwick and Montague,
with Forces.

War. How now, fair lords! VtTiat fare?

what news abroad ? [recount

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we should

Our baleful news, and at each word's deliverance

Stab poniards in our flesh till aM were told,

The words would add more anguish than the

wounds.
valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain !

Edw. O Warwick, Warwick ! that Plan-

tagenet
Which held thee dearly as his soul's redemption
Is by the stern Lord Clifford done to death.

iVar. Ten days ago I drown'd these news in

tears

;

And now, to add more measure to your woes,

1 come to tell you things since then befall'n.

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought.

Where your brave father breath'd his latest gasp,

Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run.

Were brought me of your loss and his depart.

I, then in London, keeper of the king,

Aluster'd my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends.

And very well appointed, as I thought,
March'd towards Saint Albans to intercept the

queen,
Bearing the king in my behalf along;
For by my scouts I was advertised

That she was cominf^ with a fuil intent
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T(j dadi our late decrc' lu parliantept

T<-»uchJng King liemy's oath aiid your suc-

cession.

Short tale to make,—we at Su AJbaas met.
Our latlles joined, and Lxjlh sides 6erceJy fought

:

But wiiether 'twas the ooidness o{ tbe kijig.

Who lxx)k'd full gently on his warlike queen.

That robb'd my soldiers of tiieir heated spleen

;

Or whether 'twas report of her success

;

Or more than common fear of Ciifiord's ngour.

Who thunders to his captives. Blood and dealii,

I cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth.

Their weapons like to l^toing came aiu!

went

;

Our soldiers',—like the night-owl's lazy flight.

Or hke a lary thraJjer wjth a flail,

—

Pell geritly down, as if they struck their friends.

I cheerd them up with justice of our cause.

With promise of high pay and great rewards

:

But all in vain; they had no heart to fight,

And we in them no hope to win the day

;

So that we fled ; the king unto the queen ;

Lord George, your brother, Norfolk, and myself.

In haste, post-haste, are come to join with 30U

;

F jr in the marches here we beard you were
Walling another head to fight again.

£dw. Where is the Diike of Norfolk, gentle

Warwick? [land^

And when came George from Burgundy to Eng-
H^'ar. Some six miles off the duke is with the

soldiers

;

And for your brother, be was lately sent

From your kind aunt, IHichess of Burgundy,
With aid of soldiers to this neediu! war.

^far/s. 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant War-
wick fied

:

Ofi have 1 heard his praises in pursuit.

But ne'er till now his scandal of 'etire.

IVar. Kor now my scandal, Richard, dost

thou hear; [mine
For thou shalt know this strong right hand of

Can pluck the diadem from faint Henn-'s head.
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist,

V\"ere he as iaraous and as bold in war
.45 he is lam'd for mildness, peace, and prayer.

A'iiA. 1 know it well, Lord Warwick ; biame
me not

;

'Tis love I bear thy glories makes me speak.

Eat in this troublous time what 's to be done?
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel.

And wrap oar bodies in black mourning-gowns.
Numbering our Ave- Maries with our beads?
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes

Tell our devotion wiih revengefiil arms?
If for the last, say Ay, and to it, lords.

fVar. \^Tiy, therefore Warwick came to seek

you oat;

Aii<i ihere^e comet my brother Montague.
Attend me, kirdk. The prood insultirig queen.
With Clifibrd and liie ha-ugbt Northumber-

laxid.

And of their feather many mcd-e proud birds,

1 lave wrcHJght tine easy-melting long lil:e wzjl.

He swore consent to your succesfsion.

His oath enrolled in the parliament;

And now to London all the crew are gone.
To frustrate both Ms oath and •n-hat beside

M by make against the hoase of Lancaster.

Their pfjwer, I thmk, is thirty iboutarid strong:

Now if the help of Norfolk and myself.

With all tiie hiends that thou, brave Earl J
March,

Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure,
^^ ill but amount to five-and-twenty thousand.
Why, Fza/ to London will we mj.rch amajij ;

.4nd once again bestride onr foaming steeds,

-^nd onoe again cry. Charge upon our foes i

But never once again turn back and By.

A'uA. .\y, now melhmks I hear great War-
wick speak :

Ne'er may he hve to see a sunshine day
That cries Retire, u Warwick bid him stEv.

£eiw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I

lean :

-And whoQ thou fail'st,—as God fortad the

bocr 1

—

Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forefenc !

IVar. No longer Eaii ^ AJaich, bat JDnke of

York :

The next degree is England's royal throne :

For King of England ^lalt thou be proclaoir/d

In ever}' borough as we pass along :

And he that liirows not up bis cap for joy,

5!iali for the fault make forfeit of his head-

King Edward, — valiant Richard, — Mo.v.-

lague,

—

Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown.
But soimd the trumpets and about our task-

^ica. Then, Ciiiiord, were thy heart as hard

as steel,

—

As thou hast shown it fiintj by thy deeds,

—

I come to pierce it,—or to give thee mine.

Edw. Then strike up drums :—God andSaint
George for ns

!

Enter a Messenger.

War. How now ! what news ?

Mess. The Duke oi Norfolk sends yon word
by me.

The queen is coming with a fxiissant host

;

And craves j'our company for speedy counsel.

iVar. Why, then it sorts, brave warricrs

:

let 's away. [JE-xeuni,



i- -J^- YtscTEsrs^ JIT" -am. ".a. ins "Egnx^t -!- xussn. i 'Tk .. vteiLX .trv -£si: irsrusr .c.i

- no^s- ?=-CSiJS2ai:iii-C3L:jSEc:iH^^=-r Sms^ r. nr.tr :rr^-— ::'; r-.-. mt r^ssii ;- :•,.•__,

ror :E= :E2Si: tm wraiui jssitr in=ir i2fr»
~'"

ina^s^ ^ g= jujirmsn" rcr tr^—aw .i. .

::;;^ Tsnsc J£ rE2i- us= nass:. ssar r-Oii r.:^^ ^tt s nai rm -rt- jee-i .n nt iisitE^

^dinjjirr^ wil r-^^^^T'Tr.^sTr^iarn: j: -tsix jjnyit. 5jr: -sntr ..- xorj.. _._ turn- m-T%=i-r i -r -

V=-'n--"S3^ 1:= =3£;, iiSEJ:^ aT7i:::^=rEi rasnasTT- ^nair TtrrtRr or tesr ii&ji:'i5irj»

' .isrt-snn X tESr-t-irjSi zmaynEc ~rT:sx IZis xa^Er t-'H- hsc setose ^ntn xrj. _j;ii

-:^ IT Trn-Fi°rT:ij: E: tr;—1~ :e^rr^ oas— _£', _Sji; V^n>. Xsssj ~ arr Jcrrniis otr-

iU:i -lan^^fr Jissn—-"."T-Tr-m t— r^g^T^rr^-r^ ii^reaie ZTT- 323".

cnTr=.

Jarx ^ -^J rHT tHBSE Try t^tt^' tt TC^n P^r^^—

^

Siauix asEr: xssr rrrr-Tjjii: rr J3£ .211:2^-= lin";, ..^,

-Sec .2-ie: esesiis- s^r rna :ii£- mia. "~^"
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I was adopted heir by his consent:

Since when, his oath is broke; for, as I hear,

You, that are king, though he do wear the crown,
Have caus'd him, by new act of parliament,

To blot out me and put his own son in.

Clif. And reason too:

Wlio should succeed the father but the son?

Rich. Are you there, butcher?—O, I cannot

speak ! [thee,

Clif. Ay, crook-back, here I stand to answer
Or any he the proudest of thy sort.

Rich. 'Twas you that kill'd young Rutland,

was it not?

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.

Rich. For God's sake, lords, give signal to

the fight. [;he crown?
War. Whatsay'st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield

Q. Afar. Why, how now, long-tongu'd War-
wick ! dare you speak ?

\^^^en you and I met at Saint Albans last.

Your legs did better service than your hands.

IVar. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now
'tis thine. [fled.

Clif. You said so much before, and yet you
War. 'Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove

me thence. [you stay.

North. No, nor your manhood that durst make
Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee rever-

ently.

—

Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain

The execution of my big-swoln heart

Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer,

Clif. I slew thy father,—call'st thou him a
child ? [coward.

Rick. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous

,\s thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ;

But ere sunset I 'II make thee curse the deed.

K. Hen. Have done with words, my lords,

and hear me speak. [thy lips.

Q. Mar. Defy them, then, or else hold close

K. Hen. I pr'ythee give no limits to my
tongue

:

I am a king, and privileg'd to speak.

Clif. My liege, the wound that bred this

meeting here
Cannot be cur'd by words ; therefore be still.

Rich. Then, executioner, unsheathe thy

sword

;

By him that made us all, I am resolv'd

That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue.

Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or

no?
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day

That ne'er shall dine unless thou peld the

crown. [head

;

War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy

For York in justice puts his armour on.

Prince. If that be right which Warwick s;tys

is right.

There is no wrorig, but everything is right.

Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother
stands

;

For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's tong'.ie.

Q. liar. But thou art neither like thy sire

nor dam

;

But like a foul misshapen stigmatic,

Mark'd by the destinies to be avoided,
As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings.

Rich. Iron of Naples hid with English gilt.

Whose father bears the title of a king,~
As if a channel should be call'd the sea,

—

Sham'st thou not, knowing whence thou art

extraught,
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart ?

Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand
crowns,

To make this shameless callet know herself.

—

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou.
Although thy husband may be Menelaus

;

And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd
By that false woman as this king by thee.

His father revell'd in the heart of P'rance,

And tam'd the king, and made thedauphin stoop:

And had he match'd according to his state,

He might have kept that glory to this day;
But when he took a beggar to his bed.

And grac'd thy poor sire with his biic'.al-day.

Even then that sunshine brew'd a shower for him
That wash'd his father's fortunes forth of France,
And heap'd sedition on his crown at home.
For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy

pride?

Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept

;

And we, in pity of the gentle king.

Had slipp'd our claim until another age.

Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made
thy spring.

And that thy summer bred us no increase,

We set the axe to thy usurping root ; [selves.

And though the edge hath something hit our-

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike,

We'll never leave till we have hewn thee down,
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods.

Edw. And in this resolution I defy thee;

Not willing any longer conference.

Since thou denicst the gentle king to speak.

—

Sound trumpets!—let our bloody colours

wave !

—

And either victory or else a grave.

O. Mar. Stay, Edward.
Edw. No, wrangling woman, we 'll no longer

stay:

These words will cost ten thousand lives this

day. \.Excunt.
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Scene III.

—

A Field of Battle between Tow-
ton and Saxton, in Yorkshi7-e.

Ala'ninis: excursions. Enier Warwick.

War, Forspent with toil, as runners with a

race,

I lay me down a little while to breathe

;

For strokes receiv'd and many blows repaid

Have robb'd my strong-knit sinews of their

strength,

And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile.

Enter Edward, running,

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven! or strike, un-

gentle death! [clouded.

For this world frowns, and Edward's sun is

War, How now, my lord! what bap? what
hope of good?

Enter George.

Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair;

Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us

:

What counsel give you, whither shall we fly?

Edw. Bootless is flight,—they follow us with

wings

;

And weak v/e are, and cannot shun pursuit.

Enter Richard.

Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou with-

drawn thyself?

Thy brother's blood the thirstyearth hath drunk,

Broach'd with the steely point of Cliftbrd's lance;

A nd in the very pangs of death he cried,

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far,

Warwick, revetige! brother, revenge my death!
So, underneath the belly of their steeds.

That stain'd their fetlocks in his rm king blood,
The noble gentltman gave up the ghost.

War. Then let the earth be drunken with
our blood

:

I '11 kill my horse, because I will not fly.

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here.

Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ;

And look upon, as i' the tragedy
Were play'd in jest by counterfeiting actors?

Here on my knee I vow to God above
i'll never pause again, never stand still.

Till either death hath clos'd these eyes of mine
Or fortune given me measure of revenge.

Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with
thine

;

And in this vow do chain my soul to thine !

—

And ere my knee rise from the earth's cold face

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee,

Thou setter-up and plucker-down of kings,

—

Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands

That to my foes this body must be prey,

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope,
And give sweet passage to my sinful soul \

—
Now, lords, take leave until we meet again.

Where'er it be, in heaven or in earth.

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand;—and,
gentle Warwick,

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms:
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe
That winter should cut off our spring-time so.

War. Away, away I Once more, sweet lords,

farewell.

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops.

And give them leave to fly that will not slay ;

And call them pillars that will stand to us;
And if we thrive, promise them such rewards
As victors wear at the Olympian games:
This may plant courage in their quailing breasts

;

For yet is hope of life and victory.

—

Forslow no longer, make we hence amain.
\^Exeunt.

Scene \Y.—Another part of the Field.

Excursions. Enter Richard and Ci-ifford.

Rich. Now, CHfford, I have singled thee alone:
Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York,
And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge,
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall.

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone:
This is the hand that stabb'd thy father York

;

And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland

;

And here 's the heart that triumphs in their death,

And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and
brother

To execeut the like upon thyself

;

And so, have at thee

!

[They fight- War. enters; C^.W. flies.

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other

chase

;

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death.

[Exeuttt.

Scene V.—Another part of the Field.

Alartwi. Enter King H.enry.

A". Hen. This battle fares like to the morn-
ing's war.

When dying clouds contend with growing light.

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails.

Can neither call it perfect day nor night.

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea

Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind 5

Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea

Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind

:

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind

;
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Now one the belter, then anolher lx;st

;

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast,

Yet neither conqueror nor conc]iiered

:

So is the equal poise of this fell war.

Here on this molehill will I sit me dowii.

To whom God will, there be the victory

!

For Margaret my queen, and Clifioru tivi,

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both

They prosper best of all when I am thence.

Would I were dead ; il God's good will were so

;

For what is in this world but grief and woe?
O God ! methinks il were a liappy life

To be no better than a homely swain

;

To sit upon a hill, as I do now,
To carve out dials quaintly, point by pwint,

Thereby to see the minutes how they ri.n,

—

Plow many make the hour full complete

;

How many hours bring about the day;
How many days will finish up the year;

How many years a mortal man may live.

When this is known, then to divide the times,

—

So many hours must I tend my flock

;

So many hours must I talce my rest

;

So many hours must I contemplate;

So many hours must I sport myself;

So many days my ewes have been with young;
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean

;

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece:

So minutes, hours, days, months, and years,

Pass'd over to the end they were created,

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.

Ah, '.\hat a life were this-! how sweet! how
lovely

!

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep.

Than doih a rich embroider'd canopy
To kings that fear their subjects' treacherj'?

O, jcs, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth.

And to conclude,—the shepherd's homely curds,

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle,

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade,

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys.

Is far beyond a prince's delicates,

His viands sparkling in a golden cup,

Ilis body couched in a curious bed,

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him.

Alarum. Enter a Son that lias killed his

Father, bringing in the dead body.

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody.
This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight.

May be possessed with some store of crowns;
And I, that haply take them from him now.
May yet ere night yield both my life and them
To some man else, as this dead man doth me.

—

V\"ho 's this?—O God I it is my father's face,

.Whom in this conthct i unwares have kill'd.

O liea\-y times, begetting such events I

From London by the king was I press'd forth:
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man.
Came on tlie part of York, press'd by his

master

;

And I, who at his hands receiv'd my life.

Have by my hands of life bereaved him.

—

Taidon me, God, I knew not what I did !

—

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee!

—

My tears shall wipe away tiiese bhxxly marks;
And no morewordstill ihcyhave flow'd their fill.

K. Hen. O piteous spectacle ! O bioodyiimesi
Whilst hons war, and battle ft>r their dens,
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity.

—

Weep, wretched man, I '11 aid thee tear for tear

;

And let our hearts and eyes, like civil v.ar,

De blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with
grief.

Enter a Father that has killed his Sen, -with

tlie body in his arms.

Fath. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me,
Give me tliy gold, if thou hast any gold

;

For I have bought it with an hundred blows.

—

But let me see: is this our foeman's face?
Ah, no, ni'j, no, it is mine only son

!

Ah, boy, if any hfe be left in thee, [arise,

Throw up tliine eye ! see, see what showers
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart,

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and
heart !—

O pity, God, this miserable age I

—

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly,

Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural,

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget !

—

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon,

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late s

K. Hen. Woe above woe! grief more than
common grief

!

[deeds!

—

O that my death would stay these ruthful

O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity!

—

The red rose and the white are on his face.

The fatal colours of our striving houses

:

The one his purple blood right well resembles

;

The other his pale cheeks, methinks, pre-

senteth:

Wither one rose, and let the other flourish

;

If you contend, a thousand lives must wkher.
Son. How will my mother for a father's death

Take on with me, and ne'er be satisfied ! [son

Fath. How will my wife for slaughter of my
Shed seas of tears, and ne'er be satisfied

!

K. Hen. How will the country for these woe-
ful chances

Misthink the king, and not be satisfied I

Son. Was ever son so nicd a father's death?
Fath. W^as ever father so bemoan'd his son?
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A'. Hen. Was ever king so griev'd for sub-

jects' woe?
Much is your sorrow; mine ten times so much.

Son. I '11 bear thee hence, where I may weep
my fill. [if.v;/ with the body.

Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy wind-
ing-sheet;

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre,

—

¥or from rry heart thine image ne'er shall goj

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell;

And so obsequious will thy father be,

E'en for the loss of thee, having no more,
As Priam was for all his valiant sons. [will,

I'll bear thee hence; and let them fight that

Fur I have murder'd where I should not kill.

[Exit ivifh the body.

K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone
with care,

Here sits a king more woeful llian you arc.

Alarums ' excursions. Enter QuEEN MAR-
GARET, Prince of Wales, and Exeter.

Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends

are lied,

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull

:

Away! for death doth hold us in pursuit.

Q. AT'-.r. Mount you, my lord ; towards Ber-
wick post amain :

Edwardand Richard, like a brace ofgreyhounds
Having the fearful flying hare in sight,

With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath.
And bloody steel grasp'd in their ireful hands.
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain.
Ex&. Away \ for vengeance comes along with

them

:

Ntv, stay not to expostulate,—make speed ;

Or else cume aiter : I '11 away before.

A'. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet
Exeter

:

Not that I fear to stay, but love to go
Wliither the queen intends. Forward ; away !

\^Exeunt.

Scene \l.—Another part of the Field.

A loud Alarum. Enter dAVFCr^r', wounded.

Clif. Here burns my candle out,—ay, here it

dies,

VVliich, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light.

O Lancaster, I fear thy overthrow
More than my body's parting with my soul

!

I*Iy love and fear glu'd many friends to thee ;

And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt.
Impairing Henr)',strengtheningraisproud York,
The common people swarm like summer fiies

;

And whither fly the gnats but to the sun?

And who shines now but Henry's enemies ?

Phoebus, hadst thou never given consent
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds,
Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth !

And, Henry, hadst thou sway'das kings should
do,

Or as thy father and his father did,

Giving no ground unto the house ot Yf>rk,

They never then had sprung like summer flies

;

1 and ten thousand in this luckless realm
Had left no mourning widows for our death ;

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air ?

And what makes robbers bold but too much
lenity ?

Bootless are plaints, and curelessaremy wound?

;

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out tiight :

The foe is merciless, and \-}\\\ not pity ;

For at their hands I have deserv'd no pity.

The air hath got into my deadly M'ounds,
And much effuse of blood doth make nie faint.

Come, Yi.ukand I\i( h.ird, Warwick and tlierest

;

I stabb'd your fathers' bosoms,—split my breast,

{He faints.

Alarum and retreat. Enter Edward,
George, Richard, Montague, Yv'ar-

WICK, i2»(/ Soldiers.

Edw. Now breathe we, lords : good fortune
bids us pause, [looks.

—

And smooth the frowns of war with peace lul

Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen.
That led calm Henry, though he were a king,

As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust.

Command an argosy to stem the waves.
But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them ?

War. No, 'tis impossible he should escape;
For, though before his face T speak the words,
^our brother Richard mark'd him for the grave :

.And, whereso'er he is, he's surely dc-id.

[Clifford groans, and dies.

Edw. VMiose soul is tliat \vhich takes her
heavy leave

'

[parting.

Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death'sde-
Ed"d). See who it is ; andj now the battle 's

ended.

If friend or foe, let him be gently us'd.

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis

Clifford

;

Wlio not contented that he lopp'd the branch
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth,

But set his murdering knife unto the root

From whence that tender spray did sweetly

spring,—
I mean our princely father, Duke of York.

War. From off the gates of York fetch down
the head,
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Your father's head, which CHfford placed there ;

Instead whereof let this supply the room

:

Measure for measure must be answered.

Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to

our house,

That nothing sung but death to us and ours:

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening

sound,

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall spea':.

[Soldiers britii^ the body fo!~wai\i.

War. I think his understanding is bereft. —
Speak, CliiTord, dost thou know who speaks to

thee?—
Dark cloudy death o'ershade? his beams of life.

And he nor sees nor hears us what we say.

Rich. O, would he did 1 and so, perhaps, he

doth:

'Tis but his policy to counterfeit,

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts

Which in the time of death he gave our father.

Geo. If so thou think'st, vex him with eager

words.

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy and obtain no grace.

Edtv. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence.

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults.

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy

faults. [York.

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to

Ediv. Thou pitiedst Rutland, I will pity thee.

Geo. WTiere 's Captain Margaret, to ience you
now?

War. They mock thee, Clifford : swear as

thou wast wont. [goes hard
Rich. What, not an oath ? nay, then the world

When Clifford cannot spare his friends an
oath.—

I know by that he's dead; and, by my soul.

If this right hand would buy two hours' life.

That I in all despite might rail at him,
This hand should chop it off, and with the

issuing blood
.Stifle the villain whose unstaunched thirst

York and young Rutland could not satisfy.

War. Ay, but he 's dead : oft" with the traitor s

head,
And rear it in the place your father's stands.

—

,\nd now to London with triumphant march.
There to be crowned England's royal king.

From whence shall Warw-ick cut the sea to

France,
And a.sk the Lady Bona for thy queen:
So shalt thou sinew both these lands together;
And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not

dread
The scatter'd foe that hopes to rise again

;

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt,

Yet look to have them buzz to offend thine ears.

First will I see the coronation ;

And then to Brittany I '11 cross the sea,

To effect this marriage, so it piea.se my lord.

Edw. Even as thou will, sweci Warwick, let

it be;
For in thy shculder do I build my seat,

.^nd never will I undertake the tiling

Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.

—

Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloster;

—

.\nd (Jeorge, of Clarence ;—Warwick, asourself,
Sliall do and undo as him pleaseih best.

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George
of Gloster ;

For Gloster's dukedom is too ominous.
War. Tut, that 's a foolish oljservation :

Richard, be Duke of Gloster. Now to London,
To see these honours in possession. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Chase in the North of England.

Enter tuio iv.xpers, with cross-bows in their

hands.

1 Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we'll
shroud ourselves

;

l^jr through this laund anon the deer w-1! come ;

And in this covert will we make our stand.

Culling the principal of all the deer. [shoot.

2 Keep. I '11 stay above the hill, so both may
1 Keep. That cannot be; the noise o' thy

cross-bow

Will scare the herd, and so my shot is lost.

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best;

And, for the time shall not seem tedious,

I '11 tell thee what befell me on a day
In this .self-place where now we mean to stand.

2 Keep. Here comes a man, let 's stay till he

be past.

Enter King Henry, disguised, with a prayer-

book.

K. H,:n. From Scotland am I sloPn, even of

pure love,

To greet mine own land with my wishful sight.

No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine ;

Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wrung from thee,

Tb.y balm wash'd off wherev. .',h thou wast
anointed

;

No bending knee will call thee Cssar now.
No humble suitors press to speak for right.

No, not a man comes for redress of thee ;

For how can I help them, and nut mj-seli?

I Keep, Ay, here 's a deer whose skin 's a

keeper's fee

:

This is the quondam king ; let 's seize upon him.
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A Hen. Let me embrace these sour adver-

sities :

For wise men say it is the wisest course.

2 A'fep. Why Unger we? let us lay hands
upon him. [more.

1 Keep. Forbear awhile ; we '11 hear a little

A'. fJen. My queen and son are gone to

France for aid

;

And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick
Is ihiiher gone, to crave the French king's sistei

To wile for Edward : if this news be true,

Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost

;

For Warwick is a subtle orator,

And Louisa prince soon won with moving words.
By this account, then, Margaret may win him

;

For she 's a woman to be pitied much

:

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast;

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart

;

The tiger will be mild while she doth mourn

;

And Nero will be tainted with remorse.

To hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears.

Ay, but she 's come to beg; Warwick, to give:

She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry

;

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward.
She weeps, and says her Henry is depos'd;
He smiles, and says his Edward is instali'd;

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no
more

;

[wrong,
Willies Warwick tells his title, smooths the

Inlerreth arguments of mighty strength,

And in conclusion wins the king from her,

With promise of his sister, and what else,

To strenglhenand support KingEdward's place.

O Margaret, thus 'twill be ; and thou, poor soul.

Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn !

2 Keep. Say, what art thou, that talk'st of

kings and queens?
K. Heti. More than I seem, and less than I

was born to :

A man at least, for less I should not be ;

And men may talk of kings, and why not I ?

2 Keep. Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wort

a king. [enough.
K. Hen. Why, so I am— in mind ; and that's

2 Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy
crown ? [head ;

K. Hen. My crown is in my heart, liot on my
Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian stones,

Nor to be seen : my crown is call'd content,

—

A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy.

2 Keep. Well, if you be a king crown'd with
content,

Your crown content and you must be contented
To go along with us ; for, as we thmk.
You are the king King Edward hath depos'd ;

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance.

Will apprehend you as his enemy.

K. Heft. But did you never swear, and break
an oath ? [now.

2 Keep. No, never such an oath ; nor will not
K. Hen. Where did you dwell when I was

King of England ? [remain.

2 Keep. Here in this country, where we now
K, Hen. I was anointedkingatnine months

old ;

My father and my grandfather were kings ;

Aiid you were sworn true subjects unto me :

\\\6. tell me, then, have you not broke your
oaths ?

I Keep. No ;

For we were subjects but while you were king.

K. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe
a man ?

Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear

!

Look, as I blow this feather from my face.

And as the air blows it to me again.

Obeying with my wind vshen I do blow.
And yielding to another when it blows.
Commanded always by the greater gust

;

Such is the lightness of you common men.
But do not break your oaths ; for of that sin

My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty.

Go where you will, the king shall be com*
manded ;

And be you kings ; con.imand, and I '11 obey.

I Keep. We are true subjects to the king,

King Edward.
K. Hi'u. So would you be again to Henry,

If he were seated as King Edward is.

I Keep. We charge you, in God's name and
in the king's.

To go \vith us unto the officers.

K. Hen. In God's ncsne, lead; your king's

name be obey'd

:

And what God will, that let your king perform ;

And what he wili, I humbly yield unto.

\^ExeunL

Scene II.

—

London. A Room in the Palace,

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence,
and Lady Grey.

K. Ed'fj. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans'
field

This lady's husband. Sir John Grey, was slain,

His kinds then seiz'd on by the conqueror:

Her suit is now to repossess those lands

;

Which we in justice cannot well deny,

Because in quarrel of the house of York
The worthy gentleman did lose his life, [suit

;

Glo. Your highness shall do well to grant her

It were dishonour to deny it her. [a pause.

K. Ediv. It were no less; but yet I'll mnke
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Glo. Yea, is it so?

I see the lady hath a thing to grant.

Before the king will grant her humble suit.

{^Aside to Clake.n'CE.

Clar. lie knows the game: how true he keeps

the wind ! [Aside to (jLOsriiii.

Glo. Silence ! \Aside to Ci.AKiiNCE.

A'. Edw. Widow, we will consider ot your suit;

And come some other time to know our mind.

L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook

delay

:

Miy it please your highness to resolve me now

;

Aiul what your [jleasure is shall satisfy me.

Gh. Ay, widow? then I warrant you ail your

lands.

An if what pleases him shall pleasure you.

Fight closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow.

[Aside.

Clar. I fear her not, unless ,slie chance to fall.

[Astile to Glostek.
Glo. God forbid that ! for he '11 take vantages.

[Aside to Cl.ARENCE.
A'. Edw. How many children hast thou,

widow? tell me.

Clar. I think he means to beg a child of her.

[.4side to Gloster.
Glo. Nay, whip me, then ; he '11 rather give

her two. [Aside to Clarence.
L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord.

Glo. You shall have four if you '11 be ruled

by him. [Aside.

K. Edw. 'Twere pity they should lose their

father's lands. [then.

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it,

K. Edw. Lords, give us leave: I'll try t- is

widow's wit. [have leave,

Glo. Ay, good leave have you ; for you will

Till youth take leave, and leave you to t!ie

crutch,

[Aside, and retires with Clarencic.
A'. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love

your children ?

L. Grey. Ay, h\\\ as dearly as I love myself.

A". Edw. And would you not do much to do
tliem good? [some harm.

Z. Grey. To do tliem good I would sustain

A'. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to

do them good.

Z. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty.

A'. Edw. I '11 tell you how these lands are to

be got. [ness' ser\ace.

Z. Grey. So shall you bind me to your high-

A'. Edw. What service wilt thou do me if I

give them ? [to do.

L. Grey. What you command, that rests in me
K. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my

boon.

Z. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannwi.

do it.

K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mecn
to ask. [commands.

Z. Grey. Why, then, I will do what your gn.ce
Glo. He plies iier hard ; and much rain wears

the marble. [Aside to Clarenti:.
Clar. As retl as fire ! nay, then her wa.x must

melt. [Aside to Gloster.
Z. Grey. Why stops my lord? sliall I not

hear my task?

K. Edw. An easy task ; 'tis but to love a king.

Z. Grey. That 's soon perform'd, because I

am a subject.

A'. Ed'M. Why, then, thy husband's lands I

freely give thee. [thanks.

Z. Grey. I lake my leave with many thousand
Glo. The match is made; she seals it with a

curtsy. \^Aside.

K. Edw. But stay thee,
—

'tis the fruits of

love I mean. [liege.

Z. Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving
K. Ediv. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense.

What love, think.st thou, I sue so much to get ?

Z. Grey. My love till death, my humble
thanks, my prayers;

That love which virtue begs and virtue grants.

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean
such love.

Z. Grey. Why, then, you mean not as [

thought you did. [my mind.

K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive

Z. Grey. My mind will never grant what I

perceive

Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. [th/:'e.

K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie wi h

Z. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather ite

in prison.

K. Edw. Why, then, thou shalt not have tliy

husband's lands. [my dower;
L. Grey. Why, then, mine honesty shall be

For l)y that loss I will not purchase them.

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'st thy chddren
mightily.

Z. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both

them and me.
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination

.'\ccords not with the sadness of my sait

:

Please you dismiss me, either with ay or no.

A'. Edw. Ay, if thou wilt say ay to my request;

No, if thou dost say no to my demand.
Z. Grey, Then, no, my lord. My suit is at

an end.

Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her

brows. [Aside to CLARENCE.
Clar. He is the b'nntest wnoer in Christen-

dom, [.-hide to Glostek.
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K. Edw. Her looks do argue her replete with

modesty ;

Her words do sliow her wit incomparable ;

All her perfections challenge sovereignly :

One \v;iy or Other, she is for a king ;

Ai'iil slie shall be my love, or else my queen.

—

{Aside.

Say that Iving Edward take thee for his queen ?

L. Grey. 'Tis better said tlian done, my
gracious lord :

I am a subject fit to jest withal.

But far unfit lo be a sovereign.

K. Eihu. Sweet widow, by my state I swear

to lliee

I speak no more than what my soul intends ;

And that is to enjoy thee for my love.

L. Grey. And tiiat is more than 1 will yield

unto

:

I know 1 am too mean to be your queen.
And yet too good to be your concubine.

K. Ediu. \'ou cavil, widow : I did mean my
queen.

L. Grey. 'Twill grieve your grace my sons

should call you father.

K. Edw. No more than when my daughters

call thee mother.

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some cliililrcn ;

And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor,

ILive other some: why, 'tis a happy thi:ig

To bx; the father unto many sons.

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen.
Glo, The ghostly father now hath done his

slirift. [Aside to Clarence.
Clar. When he was made a shriver, "iv.ris !>ir

shut. \Aside to GLOsrr,-;.

K Ehv. r>;<)thers, you muse what chat v."

two have had. [mi. I.

Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks very

A'. Edw. You'd think it strange if [ should
marry her.

Clar. To whom, my Ijrd?

A'. Ed7u. Why, Clarence, to mysrif.

Glo. That would be ten days' wonder at the

least.

C'.ir. That 's a day longer than awonderlasts.
do. By so much is the wonder in extremes.
K. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers : I can tell

you both
Iier sv.it is granted for her husband's lands.

Enter a Nobleman.

Nob. My gracious lord, Henr)' your foe is

taken,

And brought your prisoner to your palace gate.

^l". Edw. See tliat he be convey 'd unto the
lower :

—

And go we, brothers, to the man that took him,

To question of his apprehenbion.

—

Widow, go you along:— lords, use her honour-
able.

[Exeunt King Edward, Lady Grey,
Clarence, and Nobleman.

CIo. Ay, Edward will use women honour-
ably.—

Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all,

That from his loinsno hopeful branch may spring.
To cross me from the golden time I look for !

.\nd yet, between my soul's desire and me,

—

The lustful Edward's title buried,

—

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward,
And all the unlook'd-for issue of their bodies,
To take their rooms, ere I can place mysell

:

A cold premeditation for my purpose !

Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty ;

Like one that stands upon a promontory.
And spies a far-oft" shore where he would tread.

Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ;

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence
Saying he '11 lade it dry to have his way

:

So do I wish the crown, being so far off;

And so I chide the means that keep me from it

;

.A.nd so I say I '11 cut the causes off,

Flattering me with impossibilities.— [much.
My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too
Unless my hand and strength could equal them.
Well, say there is no kingdom, then, lor

Richard ;

What otlier pleasure can the world afford ?

I '11 mal;e my heaven in a lady's lap.

And deck my body in gay ornam.ents,

Andv.itch sweet ladies with my words and lot.ks.

O miserable thought ! and more unlikely

Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns !

Why, love forswore me in my mother's v.omb:
And, for I should not deal in her soft laws.

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe.

To shrink mine arm up like a wither'd shrub;
To make an envious mountain on my back.

Where sits deformity to mock my body

;

To shape my legs of an unequal size
;

To di-proportion me in every part,

Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whclp
That carries no impression like the dam.
And am I, then, a man to be belov'd ?

monstrous fault, to harbour such a thou(:!it

!

Then, since this earth affords no joy to me
i'ut to command, to check, to o'erbear suc'n

As are of better person than myself,

1 '11 make my heaven to dream upon the crown,
And whiles I live to account this w^orld but hch.

Until my misshap'd trunk that bears this head
Be round empaled with a glorious crown.
And yet I know not how to get the crtiwD,

For many lives stand between me and home

:
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A:k1 I,—like one lost in a thorny wood,
That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns.

Seeking a way, and straying from the way
;

Not knowing how to find the open air,

But toiling desperately to find it out,

—

Torment myself to catch the English crown:
And from that torment I will free rttyseif.

Or hew my way out with a bloody axe.

Why, I can smile, and murder whiles I smile ;

And cry content to that which grieves my heart

;

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears.

And frame my face to all occasions.

I '11 drown more sailors than the mermaid shall

;

I '11 slay more gazers than the basilisk ;

I '11 play the orator as well as Nestor ;

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could ;

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy :

I can add colours to the canieleon ;

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages
;

And set the murderous Machiavel to school.

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ?

Tut, were it further off, I'll pluck it down !

[£xtt.

ScENK III.

—

France. ^ J\oom in the Palace.

Flourish. Enter Louis, the French King,
and Lady Bona, attended; the King takes

his state. Then enter Queen Margaret,
Prince Edwarv her Son, and the Earl of
Oxford.

A'. Lou. Fair Queen of England, worthy
Margaret, [Jiising.

Sit down with us: it ill befits thy state

And birth, that thou shouldst stand while
Louis doth sit. [Margaret

Q. Afar. No, mighty King of France: now
Must strike her sail, and learn awhile ij serve
Where kings command. I was, I must confess,

Oreat Albion's queen in former golden days:
But now mischance hath trod my title down,
.\nd with dishonour laid me on the ground

;

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune.

And to my humble seat conform myself.

A'. LoK. Why, say, fair queen, whence
springs this deep despair?

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes

with tears, [in cares.

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown'd
A'. Lou. Whate'er it be, be thou still like

thyself,

And sit thee by our side: yield not thy neck
\_Seats her by him.

To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless mind
Bull ride in triumph over all mischance.
Be plain. Queen ISIargaret, and tell thy grief;

It shall be eas'd, if France can yield relief.

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my
drooping thoughts.

And give my tongue-tied scjrrows leave to speak.
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Louis
That Henry, sole possessor of my love.

Is, of a king, become a banish'd man.
And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn;

While proud ambitious Edward Duke of York
Usurps the regal title and tlie seat

Of England's true-anointed lawful king.

This is the cause that I, poor Margaret,

—

With this my son, Prince Edward, Henry's
heir,

—

\m come to crave thy just and lawful aid

;

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done:
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help;
Our people and our peers are both misled.

Our treasure seiz'd, our soldiers put to flight,

.^nd, as thou see'st, ourselves in heavy plight.

A'. Lou. Renowned queen, with patience
calm the storm,

While we bethink a means to break it off.

Q. Mar. The more we stay the stronger
grows our foe. [cour thee.

K. Lou. The more I stay the more I '11 sue-

Q. Mar. O, but in:palience waiteth on true

sorrow :

—

And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow !

Enter Warwick, attended.

A'. L^ou. What 's he approachelh boldly to
our presence?

Q. Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edward's
greatest friend.

K. Lou. Welcome, brave Warwick ! \\'hat

brings thee to France?
[Descendingfrom his state. Q. Mar. rises.

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to

rise

;

For this is he that moves both wind and tide.

War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion,

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend,

I come, in kindness and unfeigned love,

—

First, to do greetings to thy royal person

;

.\nd then to crave a league of amity;

And lastly, to confirm that amity
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister,

To England's king in lawful marriage, [done.

Q. Mar. If that go forward, Henr)''s hope is

IVar. And, gracious madam \_to Bona], in

our king's behalf,

I am comm.anded, with your leave and favour,

Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my ton_gue

To tell the passion of my sovereign's heart

;

Where fame, late entering at his heedful t"-.

Hath plac'd thy beauty's image and thy virtue.



SCENE III. J THIRD P-\TcT OF KING HENRY VI. 657

Q. Mar. King Louis,—and Lady Bona,

—

hear me speak,

Before you answer Warwick. His demand
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honest

love,

But from deceit bred by necessity

;

J'or how can tyrants safely govern home
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance?

To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice,

—

That Henry liveth still ; but were he dead,

Yet here Prince Edward stands, Iving Henry's
son. [marriage

Look therefore, Louis, that by this league and
I'liou draw not on thy danger and dishonour ;

For though usurpers sway the rule awhile,

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth
wrongs.

War. Injurious Margaret

!

Prince. And why not queen?
War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ;

A ad thou no more art prince than she is queen.

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of

Gaunt,
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain

;

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest

;

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth,

Who by his prowess conquered all France:
From these our Henry lineally descends.

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth
discourse.

You told not how Henry the Sixth hath lost

All that which Henry the fifth had gotten?
Wethinks these peers of France should smile at

that.

But for the rest,—^you tell a pedigree

Of threescore and two years; a silly time
To make prescription for a kingdom's worth.

Oxf. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against

thy liege,

Whom thou obey'dst thirty and six years.

And not bewray thy treason with a blush?
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the

right,

Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree?
For shame ! leave Henry, and call Edward king.

Oxf. Call him my king by whose injurious

doom
V.y elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere,
^^'as done to death? and more than so, my father,

Even in the downfall of his mellow'd years.

When nature brought him to the door of death?
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm,
1 his arm upholds the house of Lancaster.

War. And I the house of York.
K. Lou Qiif^en Margaret, Prince Edward,

arid Oxford,

Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside

While 1 use further conference with Warwick.
Q. Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick'swords

bewitch him not !

\_Rctiring with the Prince and OxF.
K. Lou. Now, W^arwick, tell me, even upon

thy conscience,

Is Edward your true king? for I were loth

To link wi'ih him that were not lawful chosen.
Wat . Thereon I pawn my credit and mine

honour. [eye ?

K. Ljit. But is he gracious in the people's

War. The more that Henry was unfortunate.

K. Lou. Then further,—all dissembling set

abide,

—

Tell me ior truth the measure of his love

Unto our sister Bona.
War. Such it seems

As may beseem a monarch like himself.

Myself have often heard him say, and swear,

That this love was an eternal plant,

Wherec)f the root was fix'd in virtue's ground.

The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's

sun;
Exempt from envy, but not from disdain.

Unless the Lady Bona quit his pain. [solve.

K. Lou. Now, sister, let us hear your firm re-

Bona. Your grant or your denial shall be

mine :

—

Vet I confess \io War.] that often ere this day,

When I have heard your king's desert recounted,

Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire.

K. l.ju. Then, Warwick, thus,—Our sister

shall be Edward's
;

\nd now forthwith shall articles be drawn
Touching the jointure that your king must make.
Which with her dowry shall be counterpois'd.

—

Draw near. Queen Margaret, and be a witness

That Bona shall be wife to the English king.

frtnce. To Edward, but not to the English

king.

Q. Mar. DeceitfuUVarwiclc! it was thy device

By this alliance to make void my suit:

Before thy coming, Louis was Henry's friend.

A. Lou. And still is friend to him and
Margaret

:

But if your title to the crow-n be weak,

—

As may appear by Edward's good success,

—

Then 'tis but reason that I be releas'd

From giving aid which late I promised.

Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand

That your estate requires and mine can yield.

War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his ease.

Where having nothing, nothing can he lose.

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen.

Yon h-ive a father able to maintain you;

And better 'twere you troubled him than France.
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Q. M-ir. Peace, impudent and shameless

Warwick,

—

Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings!

I will not hence till, with my talk and tears,

pjolh full of truth, I make Kiivg Louis behold

1'hy sly conveyance and thy lord's false lo/e ;

For both of you are birds of self-same feather.

\A horn sounded within.

K. Lou. Warwick, this is some post to us or

thee.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are

for you.

Sent from your brother, Marquis Montague:—
Tiicsc from our king unto your majesty:

—

And, madam, these for you; from whom I know
not.

[ To Mar. They all read their letters.

Ox/. I Uke it well that our fair queen and
mistress [his.

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at

i-rince. Nay, mark how Louis stamps, as he
v/cre nettled:

I hope all 's for the best.

K. Lou. Warwick, what are thy news?—and
yours, fair queen? [hop'djoy;.

Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with un-

VVar. Mine, full of sorrow and heart's dis-

content. [Lady Grey?
K. Lou. What, has your king married the

And now, to soothe your forgery and his,

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience?

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France?
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner?

Q. Alar. I told your majesty as much before:

This proveth Edward's love and Warwick's
honesty. [heaven,

IVar. King Louis, I here protest, in si_;ht of

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss,

That I am clear from this misdeed of Ed-
ward's,

—

No more my king, for he dishonours me.
But most himself, if he could see his sh.uiie.

Did i forget that by the house of York
My father came untimely to his death?
Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece?
Did I impale hiin with the regal crown?
Did I put Henry from his native right?

And am I guerdon'd at the last with shame?
Shame on himself 1 for my desert is honour

:

And, to repair my honour lost for him,
I here renounce him, and return to Henry.

—

My noble queen, let former grudges pass,

And henceforth I am thy true ser^•it^r

:

I will revenge his wrong to Lady B ma,
And replant Ilenrj' in his former state.

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turiid

my hate to love

;

And I forgive and quite forget old faults,

Ami joy tliat thou becom'st King Henry's friend.

IVur. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned
friend.

That if King L<juis vouchsafe to furnish us
With some fev/ bands of chosen soldiers,

I '11 undertake to land them on oui coast,

And force the tyrant from his seat by war.

'Tis not his new-made bride shall succour him:
And as for Clarence,—as my letters tell me,

—

He's very likely now to fall from him,

For matching more for wanton lust than honour,

Or liian for strength and safety of our country.

Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be re-

veng'd

But by thy help to tnis distressed queen?
Q. Alar. Renowned prince, how shall poor

Henry live,

Unless tliou rescue him from foul despair?

Bona. i^Iy quarrel and this English queen's
Jire one. [yours.

War. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joins with

A'. Lou. And mine with hers, and thine, a;,d

Margaret's.

Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv'd

Vou shall have aid.

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all

at once. [in post,

A'. Lou. Then, England's messenger, return

And tell false Edward, thy supposed king.

That Louis of F'ranee is sending over masquers
To revel it with him and his new bride :

Thousee'st what 's past,—go fear thy king with.al.

Bona. Tell him, in hope he '11 prove a
widower shortl}',

I'll wear the willow-garland for his sa.ke.

Q. Alar. Tell him, my mourning-weeds are

laid aside.

And I am ready to put armour on.

li'ar. Tell him from me, that he hath done
me wrong

;

And llierefore I '11 uncrown him ere 't be long,

riicre 's thy reward: be gone. [Exit Mess.

A'. Leu. But, Warwick,
Tliou and Oxford, with five thousand men.
Shall cross the seas, and bid false Ed>'.aid

battle

;

.Vnd, as occasion serves, this noble queen
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply.

Yet, ere thou go, but ansv.-er me one doul,;,^

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ?

JVar. This shall assv.re my constant loyal t ; —
That if our queen and this young prince agioc:,

I '11 join mine eldest daughter, and my joy.
To him forthwith in holy wedlock-hands.
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Q. Alar. Yes, I agree, and iharik you for your

motion.

—

Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous,

Therefore delay not,—give tljy hand to Warwick ;

And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable.

That only Warwick's daughter shall be tl.iiic.

J'riiue. Yes, I accept ber, for she well de-

serves it

;

And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand.

[He gives his hand to VvARVVitK.

K. Lou. Why stay we now ? These soldiers

shall be levied,

And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high-admiral,

Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. —
I long till Edward fall by war's mischance,

fur mocking marriage with a dame of France.

\Exemit all but Warvvicj-;.

War. I come from Etiward as ambassador,

Jjiit I return his sworn and mortal foe .

Matter of marriage was tlie charge he gave nic,

But dreadful war shall answer his demand.
J lad he none else to make a stale but me .?

Then none btit I shall turn his jest to sorrow.

I was the chief that rais'd him to the crown,
And I '11 be chief to bring him down again :

Not that I pity Henry's misery.

But seek revenge on Edward's mockery.
\E.xit.

ACT IV.

Scka'e L—London. A Room in the PaLr;

EiiUr Gloster, Clarknck, Someksk'c,
Montague, and others.

GiJ. Now tell me, brother Clarence, wliai

think you
Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey ?

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ?

Clar. Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to

France ;

IIcw could he stay till Warwick made return ?

3or,i. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes
the king.

C\y. And his well-chosen bride.

Clur. I mind to tell him planiiy what I think.

>-ish. Enter KiNG Edward, attended :

.\DY Grey, as Queen ; Pembroke, Sta!--

i JRD, Hastings, and others.

K\ Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how like

you our choice,

iliat you stand pensive, as half malcontent ?

: Icir. As well as Louis of France or the Earl

of Warwick ;

./ich are so weak of courage and in judgment
i iiat they '11 take no offence at our abuse.

K. Edw. Suppose they take otfence without
a cause,

They are but Louisand Warwick : I am Edward,
Your king and Warwick's, and mu.st have my

will. [king

;

Glo. And shall have your will, because our
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well.

/>. Edzv. Yea, brother Richard, are }ou
offended too?

Glo. Not I

:

No, God forbid that I should wish them sever'd
v\ horn God hath join d together ; ay, and

'twere pity

To sunder them that yoke so Meil together.

K, Edw. Setting your scorns and your nds-

like aside.

Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey
Should not become my wile and England's

queen :

—

And you to(.>, Somerset and Montague,
Speak freely what you think. [Loriis

Clar. Then this is mine opinion.—that I-Ii:.g

Becomes your enemy for mocking him
About the marriage of the Lady Buna.

Cio. And Warwick, doing what you gave in

charge.

Is now dishonoured by this new marriage.

A. Edw. What if both Louis and Warwick
he appeas'd

By such invention as I can devise ?

Mont. Vet to have join'd with France in such

alliance [wealtii

Would more have strengthen'd thisourcommon-
"Gainst foreign storms than any home-bred

marriage.

Elast. Why, knowsnotMontagueihat of itself

England is safe, if true within itsell?

Mont. But the saler when 'tis back'd with

France.

Hast. 'Tis better using France than trusting

France :

Let us be back'd with God, and v/ith the seas

Wliich he hath given for fence impregnable.

And v/ith their helps only defend ourselves;

In them and in ourselves our safety lies.

Ciar. For this one speech Lord Hastings

well deserves

To have the heir of the Lord ITungerford.

K Ediv. Ay, what oi that? it Vv'as my will

and grant ;

Ann tor this once my will shall stand for la-v.

Glo. And yet methinks your grace hath r,oi

done well.

To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales

Unto the brother of your loving bride ;

She better would have fitted me or Cl-rence;

But in your bride you bury brotherhotxi.
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Clar. Or else you would not have bestow'd

the heir

Of the Lord Bonville on your new wife's son,

And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere.

K. Ed'j). Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife

Til Li thou art malcontent? I will provide thee.

Clar. In choosing for yourself you show'd

your judgment,
Which being shallow, you shall give me leave

To play the broker in mine own behalf

;

Aad to that end I shortly mind to leave you.

K. Ediv. Leave me or tarry, Edward will be

Atul not be tied unto his brother s will.

Q. Eliz. My lords, belore it pleas'd bis

majesty

To raise my state to title of a queen.

Do me but right, and you must all confess

That I was not ignoble of descent

;

And meaner than myself have had like fortune.

Cut as this title honours me and mine,

So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing,

V^o cloud my joys with danger ;ind with sorruw.

K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon then

frowns :

What danger or what sorrow can befall thee,

So long as Edward is thy constant friend

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey?

Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too.

Unless they seek for hatred at my hands ;

W'liich if they do, yet will [ keep thee safe,

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath.

Clo. I hear, yet say not much, but think the

more. \_Aside.

Enter a Messenger.

K. Edw. Now, messenger, what lelicis or

wliat news
From France? (words

Aless. My sovereign liege, no letters ; and few

But such as I, without your special pardon,

Dare not relate.

A'. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore,

in brief, [them.

Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess

What answer makes King [.ouisuntoourletters?

Mess. Atmydepart, tliesewerehisverywords:

Co tellfalse JSdward, thy supposed king^

That Louis of France is seriding over masquers
To revel it with him arid his new bride.

K. Edw. Is Louis so brave? belike he thinks

me Henry.
But what said Lady Bona to my marriage ?

iMess. These were her words, utter'd with

mild disdain

:

Tell him, in hope he ''Uprove a widower shortly,

I 'II 7vear the ivillow-garlandfor his sake.

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say little

less ;
[queen ?

She had the wrong. But what said Henry's

For I have heard that she was there in place.

Mess. Tell him, quoth she, viy mourning-
weeds are done.

And I am ready to put armour on. [zon.

K. Edw. Belike she minds to play the Ama-
But what said Warwick to these injuries?

Mess. He, more incens'd against your majesty

Than all the rest, dischargd me with these words

:

I'dI him from me, that he hath done me wrong;
And therefore I ^11 uncrown him ere '/ be king.

K. Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out

so proud words?
Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn'd:

They shall have wars, and pay for their pie-

suinpiion.

But say, is Warwick friends wiih Margaret?

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so

link'd in friendship

That young I'nnce Edward marries Warwick's
daughier.

Clar. Belike the elder; Clarence will have

the younger.

Ni>w, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast.

For I will hence to Warwick's other daughur;
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage

I may not prove inferior to yourself.

—

Vou that love me and Warwick, follow me.

\Exit, and SOMERSET Jollows.

GIo. Not I:

My thoughts aim at a further inatter; I

Stay not for the love of Edwaid, but the crown.
\_Aside,

K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone

to Warwick !

Vet am I arm'd against the worst can happen ;

And haste is needful in this desperate case.

—

Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf

Go levy men, and make prepare for war

;

They are already, or quickly will be landed:

Myself in person will straight follow you.

\^Exeiatt Pem. and Staf.

But ere I go, Hastings and Montague,
Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest.

Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance:

Tell me if you love Warwick more than me?
If it be so, then both depart to him;
I rather wish you foes than hollow friend?

:

But if you mind to hold your true obediencs,

Give me assurance with some friendly vow.

That I may never have you in suspect, [true I

Mont. So God help Montague as he proves

Hast. And Hastings as he favours Edward's

cause

!

[by us?

A'. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand
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Clo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand

you.

K. Edw. Why, so! then am I sure of victory.

Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour

Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power.

l^ExeunL

Scene II.—A Plain in Warwickshire.

Enter WARWICK and OXFORD, with French
and other Forces.

]Var. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes

well

;

The common people by numbers swarm to us.—

Ikit see where Somerset and Clarence come :

Enter CLARENCE and Somerset.

Speak suddenly, my lords,—are we all friends?
'

Clar. Fear not that, my lord. [Warwick ;
—

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unio

.Vnd welcome, Somerset.— I hold it cowardice

To rest mistrustful where a noble heart

Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love

;

Else might I think that Clarence, Edward'-
brother,

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings

:

But welcome, sweet Clarence; my daughtei

shall be thine.

And now, what rests but, in night's coverture.

Thy brother being carelessly encamp'd,

His soldiers lurking in the towns about,

And but attended by a simple guard,

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure?

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy:

That as Ulysses and stout Diomede
With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' tents,

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal

steeds, [mantle,

So we, well cover'd with the night's black

At unawares may beat down Edward's guard

And seize himself; I say not, slaughter liim,

For I intend but only to surprise him.

You that will follow me to this attempt.

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader.

[They ell cry " Henr)'
!

''

^Vhy, then, let's on our way in silent sort:

For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint

George

!

\Exennt.

Scene III. —Edward's Catn/, near JVarwick.

Enter cc7-!ain Watchmen, before the King's
tent.

1 Watch. Come on, my masters, eacli man
take his stand

:

Tlic king by this has set him dov.'n to sleep.

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed?

1 Watch. Why, no : for he hath made a solemn
vow

Never to lie and take his natural rest

Till Warwick or liimself be quite suppress'd.

2 Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be
the day.

If Warwick be so near as men report.

3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is

that

That with the king here resteth in his tent?

1 Watch. 'Tis the Lord Hastings, the king's

chiefest friend. [the king

3 Watch. O, is it so? But why commands
That his chief followers lodge in towns about

him,
Wliile he himself keeps in the cold field?

2 Watch. 'Tis the more honour, because more
dangerous. [ness

;

3 Watch. Ay, but give me worship and quiet-

I like it better than a dangerous honour.
If Warwick knew in what estate he stands,

'Tis to be doubted he would waken him.

1 Watch. Unless our halberds did .shut up
his passage. [tent,

2 Watch. Ay, wherefore else guard we his royal

.But to defend his person from night-foes?

Enter WARWICK, CLARENCE, OXFORD,
Somerset, and Forces.

V.'ar. This is his tent; and see where stand

his guard.

Courage, my masters ! honour now or never !

But follow me, and Edward shall be ours.

1 IVatch. Who goes tliere?

2 Wciick. Stay, or thou diest.

[WarYv'ICK and the rest ciy all—"Warwick !

Warwick .'" and set ttpon the Guard, zvlio

fly, crying "Arm ! Arm !" Warwick and
the restfolloioing them.

The drum heating and trumpets sounding, re-

enter Warwick and the rest, hi-inging the

King out in his gown, sitting in a chair:

Gi.osTER a)id Hastings are seen flying.

Sum. What are they that fly there?

War. Richard and Hastings: let them go;

here is the duke.

A". Edrv. The dul:e ! Why, Warwick, when
we parted last

Thou call'dst me king?
H'ar. Ay, but the case is aller'd:

When yon disgrac'd me in my embassade.

Then I degraded you from being king.

And come now to create you Duke of York.

Alas, how should you govern any kingdom,

That know not how to u„s ambassadors;

Xut h;iu to he coiitonte'' with on: v^ile;
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Kor how to use your brothers brotherly;

Nor how to study for the people's welfare;

Kor how to shroud yourself from enemies?

K. Ediv. Vea, brother of Clarence, art thou

here too?

Nay, then I see that Edward needs mustdown.

—

Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance,

Of thee thyself and all thy complices,

I", Iward will always bear himself as king:
1 hough fortune's malice overthrow my state,^

ily mind exceeds the compass of her wheel.

War, Then, for his mind, be Edward Eng-
land's king

:

[ Takes off his crown.

But Henry now shall wear the English crown
And be true king indeod ; lliou but the sha-

dow.

—

My Lord of Somerset, at my request,

See that foriliwith Duke Edward be convey'd

Unto my brother. Archbishop of York.

When I have fought with Pembroke and liis

fellows,

I '11 follow you, and (ell what answer
Louis and the Lady Bona send to him.

—

Now, for awhile farevve!!, good Duke of York.

K. Edw. What fates im^jose, that men musi
needs abide

;

It boots not to resist both wind and tide.

\Exit, led out ; SoM, wiih him.

Oxf. Wliat now remains, my lords, for us to

do,

Eul march to London with onr soldiers?

War. Ay, that 's the first thing that we have
to do;

To free King Henry from imprisonment,
And see him seated in the regal ihix>nc.

\Exeii>:t.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Jioom in the Palace.

Enter QuEEN ELIZABETH and Rivers.

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden
change? [learn

Q. Ellz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to

What late misfortune is befall'n King Edward?
J\iv. What, loss ofsome pitch'd battle against

Warwick ?
|
person.

Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his own ro3'al

Riv. Then, is my sovereign slain?

Q. Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken
prisoner;

Either betray'd by falsehood of his guard,
Oi by his foe surprised at unawares:
And, as I further have to understand.
Is new committed to the Bishop of York,
PY-11 Warwick's brother, and by that our foe.

t.
Riv, These news, I must confess, are full of

g'Jef;

Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may:
Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day.

Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope must hinder life's

decay.

And I the rather wean me from despair,

For love of Edward's offspring in my womb:
This is it that makes me bridle passion,

And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross:

Ay, ay, for lliis I draw in many a tear,

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs.

Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown
King Edward's fruit, true heir to the English

crown. [become?
Riv. But, u.adam, where is Warwick, then,

Q. Eliz. I am inform'd that he comes to-

wards London,
To set the crown once more on HenT7's head

:

Guess thou the rest; King Edward's friends

must down.
But to prevent the tyrant's violence,

—

r"or trust not him that hath once broken faith,

—

I '11 hence forthwith unto the sanctuary,

To save at least the heir of Edward's right

:

There shall I rest secure from force and fraud.

Come, therefore, let us fly while we may fly

:

If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. \_ExetinL

Scene V.

—

A Park near Aliddleham Castle in

Yorkshire.

^/;/t'r Gloster, Hastings, Sir William
Stanley, and others.

Clo. Now, my Lord Hastings and Sir

William Stanley,

Leave off to wonder why I drev/ you hither

I iilo this chiefesl thicket of the park, [brother.

Thus stands the case : yon know our king, my
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands

He hath good usage and great liberty;

And often, but attended with weak guard.

Comes hunting this way, to disport himself.

I have advertis'd him by secret means

That if about this hour he make this way.

Under the colour of his usual game, [men.

He shall here find his friends, with horse and

To set him free from his captivity.

Enter King Edward and a Huntsman.

Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way lies

the game. [huntsmen stand.

—

K. Edw. Nay, tliis way, man : see where the

Now, brother of Gloster, Lord Hastings, and

the rest,

Stand you thus close to steal the bishop's deer?

Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth

haste:

Your horse stands ready at the park -comer.
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K. Edw. But whither shall we then?

Hast. To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from
thence \.o Flanders. [my ineaning.

Clo. Vv'ell guess'd, believe me| for that was
K. EdiiJ. Stanleyj I will requite thy forward-

jiess. [talk.

CJh. But wherefore stay we? 'tis no time to

K. Edw. Huntsmen, what say'st thou? wilt

thcu go along?

Hunt. Belter do so than tarry and be hang'd.

Clo. Come then, away; let 's ha' no more ado.

K. Edw. Bishop, farewell : shield thee from
Warwick's frown;

And pray that I may repossess the cn.wn.
\E.x euiit.

Scene VI.

—

A Room in the Tower.

Enter King Henry, Clarence, V/akwick,
Somerset, Young Richmond, Oxford,
Montague, Lieutenant of the Tower, and
Attendants.

K. Hen. Master lieutenant, nov.' that God
and friends

Have shaken Edward from the regal scat,

And turn'd my captive state to liberty,

l\Iy fear to liope, my sorrows unto joys.

—

At our eiilargement what are thy due fees?

Lieut. Subjects may challenge nothing of tlicir

sovereigns

;

Bit if an humble prayer may prevail,

1 Uien crave pardon of your majesty.

A'. Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well-

using mc?
Kay, be thou sure I '11 well requite thy kindncs.-,.

For that it made my iuiprisonmem a pleasure :

Av, such a pleasure as incaged birds

Conceive, when, after many moody lhoug!.;s,

At last, by notes of household harmony,
They quite forget their loss of liberty.—
E It, Warwick, after God, thou setl'st me ir^c,

And chiefly therefore I thank God and ti.ee

;

He was the author, thou the instrument.

Therefore, that I may conquer fortune's spite.

By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me,
And that the people of this blessed land

i\I;iy not be punish'd with my tb.warling stars,

—

Warwick, although my head still wear ihecrown,

I here resign my government to thee,

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.

IVar. Your grace hath still been fam'd for

virtuous

;

And now may seem as wise as virtuous

By spying and avoiding fortune's malice.

Vox few men rigiuly temper with the stars

;

\ ct in this one t'iing let me blame your grace

Fur choosing me when Clarence is ia piace.

Clar. K05 Warwick, thou art worthy of '.:;e

sway,

To whom the heavens, in thy nativity,

Adjudg'd an olive-branch and laurel-crown,

A.S likely to be blest in peace and war

;

And therefore I yield thee niy free consent.

V/ar. And I choose Clarence only for pro-

tector.

A". Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give n^e

both yot'.r hands:
Now join your hands, and with your hands ', our

hearts.

That no dissension hinder government

:

I make you uotli protectors of this land;

W'p.iie I myself will lead a private lile.

And in ficvotion spend my latter days.

To sin's rebuke and my Creator's praise.

// ar. W hat answers Clarence to his yo'f-

ereign's will? [ser.;
;

Clar. That he consents if Warwick yield coii-

For on thy fortune I repose myself.

liar. Why, then, though ioih, yet must 1 be
content

:

We'll yoke together, like a double shadow
To Henry's bod)-, and supply his place;

I mean, in bearhig weight of government.
While he enjoys tl>e honour and his ease.

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needfal

Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor.

And all his lands and goods be confiscate.

Clar. What else ? and that succession he

determin'd. [part.

IVar. Ay, therein Cbirence shall not want his

A". Hen. But, with the first ol aii ycair chief

afiairs.

Let me entreat,—for I command no more,

—

That Margaret your queen, and my son Edward,
Be sent for. to return from France with speed;

For till I see them here, by doubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half eciips'd.

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with

all speed. [is that,

A'. Hen. IVly Lord of Somerset, what ysAtth

Of V, hom you seem to have so tender care ?

Soin. My liege, it is young Henry, Eurl of

Richmond.
A'. Hen. Come iiiiher, England's hope.— If

secret powers
[Lays his hand on his head.

Suggest but truth to my divinmo thoughts,

This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss.

His looks are full of peaceful majesty ;

His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown,

His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himseit

Likely in time to bless a regal throne.

Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he

Must help you more than you are hurt by mc
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Enter a Messenger.

War. What news, my friend ? [brother,

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your

A:i(l fled, as he hears since, lo Burgundy.

War. Unsavoury news! but how made he

escape ? [Glosiet

Mess. I le was convey'd by Richard Duke <ji

And the Lord Hastings, who aticnded him

la secret aml:>ush on the forest-side.

And from the bishop's huntsmen rescu'd iiim'

:

F ir hunting was his daily exercise.

War. My brother was too careless of his

charge.

—

r ;l let us hence, my sovereign, to provide

A salve for any sore that may betide.

[Exeimi King Henry, War., Clar.,

Lieut. , and Attendants.

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of

Edward's

:

For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help.

And we shall have more wars before 't be long.

As Henry's late presaging prophecy

Did glad my heart with hope of this young
Richmond,

So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts,

What may befall him, to his harm and ours :

Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the v/ors;,

Forthwith we '11 send him hence to Brittany,

Till storms be past of civil enmity.

Oxf. Ay, for if Edward repossess the crown,

'Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall down.

Scnn. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany.

Come, therefore, let 's auout it speedily.

\Exetint.

Scene VIL—Before York.

Enicr King Edward, Gloster, Hastings,

and Forces.

K. Edzv. Now, brother Richard, Lord Hast-

ings, and the rest.

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends,

And says that once more I shall interchange

My waned state for Henry's regal crown.

Well have we pass'd, and now repass'd the seas,

And brought desired help from Burgundy ?

What, then, remains, we being thus arriv'd

From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of

York,

But that we enter, as into our dukedom ?

do. The gates made fast !—Brother, I like

not this

;

For many men that stumble at the threshold

Are well foretold that danger lurks within.

K. Edit). Tush, man, abodements must not

now affright us

:

By fair or foul means we must enter in,

For hither will our friends repair to us.

Hast. My liege, I'll knock once more to

summon them.

Enter, on the Walls, the ^Tayor of York and
Aldermen.

May. My lords, we were forewarned of your

coming.
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves

;

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry.

K. Edw. But, master mayor, if Henry be

your king.

Vet Edward at the least is Duke of York.

May. True, my good lord ; I know you for

no less.

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but

my dukedom.
As being well content with that alone, [nose,

Glo. But when the fox hath once got in lus

He'll soon find means to make the body

follow. \_Aside.

Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you

in a doubt ?

Open the gates, we are ICing Henry's friends.

jMay. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then

be open'd. [Exeuntfrom abo7<e.

Glo. A wise stout captain, arvd soon per-

suaded ! [Nvere well,

Hasf. The good old man would fain that all

So 'twere not 'long of him ; but being enter'd,

I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade

Coth him and all his brothers unto reason.

Re-enter the Mayor and Aldermen, beloiv.

A'. Ed-do. So, master mayor: these gates must

not be shut

Rvit in the night or in the time of war.

Whatl fear not, man, but yield me up the keys;
[Takes his keys.

For Edward will defend the town and thee.

And all those friends that deign to follow me.

Drum. Enter MONTGOMERY and Forces,

marching. ,

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery,

Our trusty friend, unless I be deceiv'd.

K. Edw. Welcome, Sir John ! But why come
you in arms? [storm,

Mont. To help King Edward in his time of

As every loyal subject ought to do.

K. Edzv. Thanks, good Montgomery; but

we now forget

Our title to the crown, and only claim

Our dukedom till God please to send the rest.

Mont. Then fare you well, for I wfll hence

aiiaia;

I
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I came to serve a king, and not a duke.

—

Diummer, strike up, and let us march away.
[A f/iarc/i begun.

K. Edzv. Nay, stay, Sir John, awhile; and
we '11 debate

By what sale means the crown may be recover'd.

Mont. What talk you of debating? in few
words,—

If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king,

I "11 leave you to your fortune, and be gone
To keep Ihem back that come to succour you

:

Why should we fight, if you pretend no title?

Clo. Why, brother, wherefore stand )ou on
nice points?

K. Edtu. Wiien we grow stronger, then we '11

make our claim

:

Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning.
Hast. K'^'a.y with scrupulous wit ! now arms

must rule.

Glo. And fearless minds climb soonest un'.o

crowns.

Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand;
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.

K. Edw. Then be it as you will ; for 'tis my
right,

And Henry but usurps the diadem.
Alont, Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like

himself;

And now will I be Edward's champion.
Hast. Sound trumpet; Edward shall be here

proclaim'd :

—

Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation.

[Gives him a paper. Flourish.

Sold. \Reads.'\ Edward the Fourth, hy the

grace of God, King of Ejiglandand France, and
Lord of Ireland, dr'c.

Mont, And whoso'er gainsays King Edward's
right.

By this I challenge him to singL- fight.

[ Throws down his gautitk.'.

AIL Long live Edward the Fourth !

K. Ediu. Thanks, brave Montgomery ;—and
thanks unto you all

;

If fortune serve me, I '11 requite this kindness.

Now, for this night, let 's harbour here in \'ork ;

And when the morning sun shall raise iiis car

Above the border of this horizon,

We '11 forward towards Warwick and his mates

;

For well I wot that Henry is no soldier.

—

Ah, frowavd Clarence! how evil it beseems
thee

To flatter Henry and forsake thy broi her !

Yet, as we may, we '11 meet both thee and War-
wick.

—

Come on, brave soldiers : doubt not of the day

;

/^.-..l, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay.

\Exetint.

Scene VIII. -London.
Palace.

A Room in the

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Warwick,
Montague, Clarence, Exeter, «;/</ 0.\-

FORD.

War. Wliat counsel, lords.? Edward from
Belgia,

With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pass'd in safety through tlie narrow seas.

And with his troops doth march amain to

London
;

And many giddy people flock to him.

Oxf. Let's levy men, and beat him back again.

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out

;

Which, being suffer'd, rivers cannot quench.
War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted

friends,

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war

;

Those will I musterup:—and thou, son Clarence,

Shalt stir up, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Keni,

The knights and gentlemen to come with thee:—
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham,
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find

Men well inclin'd to hear what thou coni-

mand'st :

—

And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous v.'eli belov'd,

In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends.

My sovereign, with the loving citizens,

—

Like to his island girt in with the ocean.

Or modest Dian circled with her nymphj:,

—

Shall rest in London till we come to him.

—

Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.

—

Farewell, my sovereign.

K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my
Troy's true hope. [hand.

Clar. In sign of truth, I kiss your highness'

A'. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou

fortunate ! [leave.

Mont. Comfort, my lord ;—and so I take my
Oxf. And thus [kissing Henry's Iiand\ I seal

my truth, and bid adieu. [lague,

A'. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mon-
And al) at once, once more a happy farewell.

IVai: Farewell, sweet lords: let's meet at

Coventry.

[Exeunt War., Clar., Oxf., a^id Mont.
K. Hen. Here at the palace will I rest awhile.

Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ?

Methinks the power that Edward hath in field

Should not be able to encounter mine. [rest.

Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the

K. Hen. That 's not my fear ; my meed hath

got me fame :

I have not stopp'd mine ears to their demands.
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ;
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My pity haih been balm lo heal their wounds,

My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs,

My mercy dried their water- (lowing tears ;

I have not been desirous of theii wealth,

Nor much oppress'd them with great subsidies,

Kor forward of revenge, though they much
err'd : [me ?

T'len why should they love Edward more than

Is J, Exeter, these graces challenge gvace:

And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb,

The lamb will never cease to follow him.

[Shozit ivithm, "A Lancaster! A Lancaster;"

£xe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shoals are

these ?

ir;//dfrKiNG Edward, Gloster, a«^ Soldiers.

Edw. Seize on the shame-fac'd Henry, bear

him hence

:

And once again proclaim us king of England.

—

You are the fount that makes small brooks to

flow

:

[dry,

Kow stops thy spring ; my sea shall suck them
And swell so much the higher by their ebb.

—

H'''.ice with him to the Tower; let him notspeak.

\^Exewit some wiih KiN'G Henkv.
And, lords, towards Coventry Lend we our

course,

V.Tiere peremptory Warwick now remains :

The sun shines hot ; and, if we use delay.

Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay.

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join,

And take the great-grown traitor unawares :

Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry-.

\Rxeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.— Coventry.

Enter upon the Walls, Warwick, the Mayor
of Coventry, two Messengers, and others.

War. W^here is the post that came from

valiant Oxford?
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow?

1 Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching
hitherward.

War. Hov/ far off is our brother Montague ?

—

Wliere is the post that came from Montague?
2 Mess, By this at Daintry, VNiih a puissant

troop.

Enter SiR John Somerville.

War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving

son?
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now?

Sum. At Soulham 1 did leave him with his

forces.

And do expect him here some two hours hence.

\Drum heard.

War. Then Clarence is at hand; I hear his

daim. [lies

;

Som. It is not his, my lord; here Southam
The drum your honour hears marcheth from

Warwick. [friends.

War. Whoshould that be? bclikeunlook'd-for

Som. They are at hand, and you shall quicklj

know.

March. Flourish. Enter King Edward,
Gloster, a)id Forces.

K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and
sound a parle. [wail

!

Glo. See how tiie surly Warwick mans the

War. O unbid spite ! is sportful Edwaid
come? [duc'd.

Where slept our scouts, or how ar: they se-

That we could hear no news of his repair?

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the

city gates,

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee.

Call Edward king, and at his hands beg mercy?

And he shall pardon thee these outrages.

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces

hence,

Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee dov.-n,

Call Warwick patron, and be penitent?

.\nd thou shalt still remain the Duke of York.

Glo. I thought, at least, he would have said

the king ;

Or did he make the jest against his wilt?

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift?

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give:

I 'II do thee service for so good a gilt.

War. 'Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy

brother.

K. Edw. Why, then, 'tis mine, if but by

Warwick's gift.

War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weii:;:t

:

And., weakling, Warwick takes his gift again ;

And Henry is my king, Warwick his subject.

• K. Edzu. But Warwick's king is Edward's

prisoner

;

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this,

—

What is the body v/hen the head is off?

Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast,

But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten.

The king was slily finger'd from the deck !

You left'^poor Henry j.t the bishop's palace,

And, ten to one, you '11 meet him in the Tower.

K. Edw. 'Tisevenso; yet vou are Warwirk

still.
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do. Come, Warwick, take the time; kneel

down, kneel down :

Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron cools.

War. I hadralher chop this hand olf at a blow,

And with the other lling it at tliy face,

Tlian bear so low a sail, lo strike to thee.

A'. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind
and tide thy friend

;

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair,

Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off,

Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood,—
IVind-chanHn^ Wanvick now can chanre no

E>!terOxyoRD, with Forces, drum, and colours.

War. O cheerful colours ! see where Oxford
comes !

Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster !

\He and his Forces enter the city.

Clo. The gates are open, let us enter too.

A'. Edzv. So other foes may set upon our
backs.

Stand we in good array ; for they no doubt
Will issue out again and bid us battle :

If not, the city being but of small defence.
We 'II (juickly rouse the traitors in the same.

War. O, welcome, Oxford ! for we want thy

help.

Enter Montague, with Forces, drum, and
colours.

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster '

{He and his Forces enter the city.

Clo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy this

treason

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear.

A'. Edzv. The harder niatch'd, the greater

victory :

My mind presageth happy gain and 'v.-jusst.

Enter So.MERSET, -with Forces, drum, and
colours,

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster !

[lie and his Forces e.-Uer the city.

Clo. Twoof thy name, both Dukesof Somer-
set,

Have sold their lives unto the house of York :

And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold.

Enter CLARENCE, with Forces, crum^ and
colours.

War. And !o, where George ol Clarence

sweeps along,
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ;

V> iih whom ac upright zeal to right prev^ails

.More than the nature of a brother's love !

—

Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick
call.

Clar. Father of Warwick, know you wb.at

this means?
[ Takint^ the red rose out of his hat.

Look here, I throw my infamy at thee

;

I will not ruinate my father's house.
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together.

And set up Lancaster. Why, trovvst thou,

Warwick,
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural.
To bend the t'atal instruments of war
Against his brother and ins lawful king?
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath :

To keep that oath were more impiety
Than Jephtha's, when hesacrific'd his daughter.
I am so sorry for my trespass made.
That, to deserve well at my brother's haiids,

I here proclaim myself ihy mortal foe

;

With resolution wheresoe'er I meet thee,

—

As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad,

—

To plagtie thee for thy foul misleading me.
.\nd so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy ihee.

And to my brother turn my blushing checks.

—

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ;

-Vnd, Richard, do not frown upon my faults.

For I will henceforth be no more unconstant.

A'. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten time s

more belov'd.

Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate.

Clo. Welcome, good Clarence; this isbroilier-

like.

War. O passing traitor, perjur'd and unju^i !

A'. Eiiw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the

town and fight ?

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears?

War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for deiencL !

I will away towards Barnet presently,

.\nd bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'st.

A'. Edtv. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and

leads the way.
Lords, 10 Lhe field : Saint George and victor}'.

[iMareh. Exeunt.

Scene II.—A field of Battle near Barnet.

.llarums and excursions. Enter King Ed-
ward, bringing in Warwick -wchndcd.

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, anr'

die our fear ;

For Warwick was a bug that fear'd us all.

—

Now, Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee.

That Warwick's bones may keep thine com-

pany. \E^tU
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War. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend

or foe,

And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick ?

Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows,

My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart

shows,

Tluit I must yield my body to the earth,

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe.

Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge.

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle.

Under whose shade the ramping lion slept,

Whose top-branch overpeer'd Jove's spreading

tree,

Aiid kept low shrubs from winter's powerful

wind.

These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's

black vail.

Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun.

To search the secret treasons of the world :

The wrinkles in my brows, nowfilTd with blood,

V.'ere liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres
;

Tor who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave?

And who durst smile when Warwick bent his

brow ?

Lo, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood !

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had.

Even now forsake me; ar>d of all my lands

Is nothing left me but my body's length !

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and
dust !

And, live we how we can, yet die we must.

Enter Oxford and Somerset.

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as

we are,

We might recover all our loss again:

The queen from France hath brought a puissant

power

;

[fly

!

Even now we heard the news : ah, couldst thou
War. Why, then, I would not fly.—Ah,

Montague,
If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand.
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile !

Thou lov'st me not ; for, brother, if thou didst,

Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood
That glues my lips and will not let me speak.

Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead.

Sam. Ah, Warwick ! Montague hath breath'd

his last

;

And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick,
And said, Commend me to my valiant brother.

And more he would have said ; and more he

spoke.
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault,

That might not be distinguish'd ; but at last,

I well might hear, deliver'd with a groan,

O, fare-well, Warwick!

War. Sweet rest his soul!—fly, lords, and
save yourselves

;

For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet in

heav'n. \_Dies.

Ox/. Away, away, to meet the queen's great

power

!

[Exeunt, bearing o^Wak.'s body.

Scene III.

—

AnotherpaH of the Field.

Flourish. Enter KiNG Edward in triumph;
with Clarence, Gloster, atid the rest.

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an up-
ward course.

And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory.

But in the midst of this bright-shining day
I sr a blac'K, suspicious, threatening cloud,

Th will encounter with our glorious sun

Ere he attain his easeful western bed

:

I mean, my lords, those powers that the queen
Hath rais'd in Gallia have arriv'd our coast,

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that

cloud

And blow it to the source from whence it came:
Thy very beams will dry those vapours up;
For every cloud engenders not a storm, [strong,

Glo. The queen is valu'd thirty thousand

And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her

:

If she have time to breathe, be well assur'd,

Her faction will be full as strong as ours.

K. Edw. We are advertis'd by our loving

friends [bur}'

;

That they do hold their course toward Tewks-
We, having now the best at Bamet field,

Will thither straight, for willingness rids way ;

And as we march, our strength will be aug-

mented
In every county as we go along.

—

Strike up the drum ; cry. Courage ! and away.
{Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Plains near Tewksbury.

March. Enter QuEEN Margaret, Prince
Edward, Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers.

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne'er sit and
wail their loss.

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms.

What though the mast be now blown overboard,

The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost.

And half our sailors swallow'd in the Hood;

Yet lives our pilot still: is't meet that he

Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad.

With tearful eyes add water to the sea, [much

;

And give more strength to that which hath toe

Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock,
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Which industry and courae^e might have sav'd?

Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were lliis !

Say Warwick was our anchor; what of that?

And Montague our top-rnast ; what of him?
Our slaughter "d friends the tackles; what of

these?

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ?

And Somerset another goodly mast? [lings?

Tlie friends of France our shrouds and tack-

Aiid, though unskilful, why not Ned and I

lor once allow'd the skiUuI pilot's charge?
We will not from the helm to sit and weep

;

I!ut keep our course, though the rough wind
say no, [wreck.

Fiom shelves and rocks that threaten us with

A^ good to chide the waves as speak them fair.

Aiid what is Edward but a ruthless sea?

What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit?

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock?
All these the enemies to our poor bark.

Say you can swim; alas, 'tis but a while!

Tread on the sand ; why, there you quickly sink:

Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off,

Or else you famish,—that 's a threefold death.

This speak I, lords, to let you understand,
If case some one of you would fly from us.

That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the

brothers, [rocks.

More than with ruthless waves, with sands, and
Why, courac:e, then ! what cannot be avoided,
'Tvvere childish weakness to lament or fear.

Prince. Methinks a woman of this valiant

spirit

Should, if a coward heard her speak these words.
Infuse his breast with magnanimity,
And make him naked foil a man-at-arms.
1 speak not this as doubting any here ;

For did I but suspect a fearful man,
He should have leave to go away betimes;
Lest in our need he might infect another,

And make him of like spirit to himself.

If any such be here,—as God forbid!

—

Let him depart before we need his help.

Oxf. Women and children of so high a
courage,

And warriors faint ! why, 'twere perpetual

shame.—
O bra\e ycjung prince ! thy famous grandfather
Doth live again in thee: long mayst thou live

To bear his image and renew his glories!

Som. And he that will not fight for such a

hope,
Go home to bed, and, like the ov, 1 by day.
If he arise, be mock'd and wonder'd at.

Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ;—sweet
Oxford, thanks. [thing else.

Pri>nc. And take his thanks that yet hath no

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at

hand,
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute.

Oxf. I thought no less : it is his policy

To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided.
Som. But he 's deceiv'd ; we are in readiness.

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your
forwardness. [budge.

Oxf. Here pitch our battle ; hence we will not

Flourish and?na>ch. Enter, at a distance, K I \fi

Edward, Clarence, Gloster, and I'orces.

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands llie

thorny wood, [strengl'i.

Which, by the heavens' assistance and your
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.

I need not add more fuel to your fire;

For well I wot ye blaze to burn them out:

Give signal to tlie fight, and to it, lords.

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen,
what I should say

My tears gainsay; for every word I speak,

Ve see, I drink the water of mine eyes.

Therefore, no more but this:—Henry, your
sovereign.

Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd.

His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain,

His statutes canceil'd, and his treasure spent

;

And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil.

Vou fight in justice : then, in God's name, lords,

Be valiant, and give signal to the figbt.

\^Exet<nt bolh ,.> luics.

Scene V,

—

Anotherpart of the Plains.

Alarums, excztrsions : and afterwards a re-

treat. Then enter King Edward, Clar-
ence, Gloster, and Forces, with Qufkm
MARnARi-.T, O.kford, and Somersli,
prisoners.

K. Edw. Now, here a j^eriod of tumultuous
broils.

Away with Oxford to fiammes' Castle straight;

I''or Somerset, off with liis guilty head, [speak,

(jo, bear them hence ; I will not hear them
Oxf. For my part, I '11 not trouble thee with

words. [fortune.

Som. Nor I, but stoop with p.Uience to i:iy

\Exeunt OXF. and SOM., f^uard^d.

Q. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous

world,

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem.

K. Edw. Is proclamation made that who
finds Edward

Shall have a high reward, and he his liic?
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Glo. It is; and lo, where youthful Edward
comes.

Enter Soldiers, with Prince Edward.

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallarjt, let us hear

him speak.

What, can so young a thorn begin to prick?

—

E;lward, what satisfaction canst thou make
P'or bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects,

And all the trouble thou hast tum'd me to?

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious

York!
Suppose that I am now my fether's mouth

;

Ivisign thy chair, and where I stand kneel thou,

Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee,

Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to.

Q. lilar. Ah, that thy father had been so re-

solv'd

!

Gh. That you might still have worn the

petticoat,

A:k1 ne'er have stol'n the breech from Lancaster.

Prince. Let ^sop fable in a winter's night

;

HLs currish riddles sort not with this place.

Glo. By heavr-, brat, I'll plague you for that

word. [to men.

Q. Afar. Ay, thou wast bom to be a plague

Glo. For God's sake, take away this captive

scold.

Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook-

back rather.

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm
your tongue.

Clar. Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert.

Prince. I know my duty; you are all unduti-

ful: [George,—
Lascivious Edward,—and thou. perjur'd

And thou, misshapen Dick,—I *->ll y- all

I am your better, traitors as ye are ;

—

And thou usuip'st my father's right and mi.iC.

K. Edw. Take that, tlie liljeness of this railer

here. {^Slais him.

Glo. Sprawl 'st thou? take that, to end thy

ajzony. \Stabs hivi.

Clar. And there 's for twitting me with per-

jury. \Stabs him.

Q. Mar. O, kill me too

!

Glo. Marrj', and shall. {^Offers to kill her.

K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold; for we have

done too much.
Glo. Why should she live, to fill the world

with words?
K. Edw. WHiat, doth she swoon ? use means

for her recovery.

Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my
brother;

I "II hence to London on a serious matter:

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news.

Clar. What? what?
Glo. The Tower! the Tower! [Exit.

Q. Mar, O Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy

mother, boy! [ers!

—

Canst thou not speak?—O traitors! murder-

They that stabb'd Caesar shed no blood at all,

Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame.

If this foul deed were by to equal it:

He was a man;—this, in respect, a child,

—

And men ne'er spend their furj' on a child, [it ?

What's worse than murderer, that I may name
No, no, my heart will burst, an if I speak:

—

And I will speak, that so my heart may
burst.—

Butchers and villains! bloody cannibals!

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp'u !

You have no children, butchers! if you had.

The thought of them would have stirr'd up re-

morse:
But if you ever chance to have a child.

Look in his youth to have him so cut off

As, deathsmen, you have rid this sweet young

prince

!

K. Edw. Away with her
;
go, bear her hence

perforce.

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch

me here; [death:

Here sheathe thy sword, I '11 pardon thee my
What, wilt thou not?—then, Clarence, do it

thou. [ease.

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much

Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do ; sweet Clarence,

do thou do it.

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would

not do it?

Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thy-

self:

'Twas sin before, but now 'tis charity.

What! wilt thou not?—Where is that devil's

butcher, [thou?

Ilard-favour'd Richard?—Richard, where ait

Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed ;

Petitioners for blood thou ne'er putt'st back.

A". Edw. Away, I say ; I charge ye, bear her

hence.

Q. Mar. So come to you and yours as to this

prince! [Exit, led ozit forcibly.

K. Edw. Where's Richard gone?

Clar. To London, all in post ; and, as I guess.

To make a bloody supper in the Tower.

K. Edw. He's sudden, if a thing comes in

his head. [sort

Now march we hence: discharge the common
With pay and thanks, and let 's away to London,

And see our gentle queen how well she fares,

—

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me.
\_Exeunt,
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Scene VI.—London. A Room in the Tower.

King Henry is discervered sitting with a book in

his hand., the Lieutenant attending. Enter
Gloster.

Glo. Good-day, my lord. What, at your

hook so hard?
I\. Ileti. Ay, my good ird:—my lord, I

should say rather;

'Tis sin to flatter, good was little better

:

Good Gloster and good devil were alike,

And both preposterous: llierefore, not good
lord.

Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves: we must
confer. {Exit Lieutenant.

K. Hen. So tlics the reckless shepherd from

the wolf;
Sii first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece,

And next his throat unto the butcher's knife.

—

What scene of death hath Isoscius now to act?

(J!o. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind;
The thief doth fear each bush an ofticer.

A'. Hen. The bird that hath been limed in a

bush.

With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush ;

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird.

Have now the fatal object in my eye [kill'd.

VN'here my poor young was ILm'd, v.'as caught, and
do. VVliy, what a peevish fool was that ot

Crete,

Tliat taught his son the office of a fowl !

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd.
A'. Hi'.n. 1, Daidalus ; my poor boy, Icarus;

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course;
The sun, that sear'd the wings of my sweet boy.
Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea,

Wnose envious gulf did swallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words !

My breast can better brook thy dagger's point

Than can my ears that tragic history.

But wherefore dost thou come? is't for my life?

do. Think'st thou I am an executioner?
A'. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou a.iL:

If murdering innocents be executing.

Why, then thou art an executioner.

Glo. Thy son I kill'd for his presumption.
K. Hen. Hadst thou been kill'd when first

thou didst presume.
Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine.
And thus I prophesy,—that many a thousand,
Wiiich now mistrust no parcel of my fear,

And many an old man's sigh, and many a

widow's.
And many an orphan's water-standing eye,

—

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands,
And orphans for their parents' timeless death,—

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born.

The owl shriek'd at thy birth,—an evil sign

;

The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time

;

Dogs howld, and hideous tempest shook dowa
trees;

The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top,

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung.

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain.

And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope,
To witj

—

An indlgest deformed lump.
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree.

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when tl;ou wast
born.

To signify thou cam'st to bile the world

:

And if the rest be true which I have heard,

Thou cam'st

—

Glo. I "11 hear no more:—die, prophet, in thy

speech : [^Sta'is huii.

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd.

A". Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughier

after this.

God forgive my sins and pardon thee !

{Dies.

Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster

Sink in the ground i I thought it would have
mounted. [death !

See how my sword weeps for the poor king's

0, may such purple tears be ahvay shed
From those that wish the downfall of our

house !

—

If any spark of life be yet remaining,

Down, down to hell; and say I sent l]v.;e

thither,

—

{Stabs him agaai,

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.

—

Indeed, 'tis true that ilenry told me of;

For I have often heard my mother say

1 came into the world with my legs forward :

Flad I not reason, think ye, to make haste.

And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right

:

The midwife vvonder'd ; and the women ciii. J,

O, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth!

And so I was, which plainly signified

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog.

Then, since the heavens have shap'dmy body>o,

Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it.

I have no brother, I am like no brother

;

And this word love, which greybeards call

divine,

Be resident in men like one another,

-And not in me : I am myself alone.

—

Clarence, beware ; thoukeep'st m.e from the light:

But I will sort a pitchy day for thee ;

For I will buzz abroad such prophecies

That Edward shall be fearful of his life :

And then, to purge his fear, I '11 be thy deaih.

j
King Henry and the prince his son aic gone

;/
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Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rtst
;

Counting myself but bad till I be '
st.

—

I 'U throw thy body in another room,

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom.
[£xii with the body.

Scene VII.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Flourish. King Kdviaki^ is discovered silting

on his throne : QuEEN ELIZABETH with the

infant PRINCE, CLARENCE, GlOSTER, HAST-
INGS, and others, near him.

A'. Edw. Once more we sit in England's

royal throne,

Repurchas'd with the blood of enemies.

What valiant foemen, like to autumn's corn,

Hrtve we mow'd down in tops of all their

pride

!

Three Dukes of Somerset,—threefold renown'd
F>ir hardy and undoubted champions ;

T-\o Cliffords, as the father and the son ;

And two Northumberlands,—two braver men
N.'cr spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's

sound ;

V.'ith them the two brave bears, Warwick and
Montague,

That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion,

And made the forest tremble when they roar'd.

Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat,

And made our footstool of security.

—

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy.—
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself

Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night

;

Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat.

That thou mightst repossess the crown in peace

:

And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain.

do. I 'II blast his harvest if your head were
laid;

For yet I am not look'd on in the world.

Thi.s shoulder was ordain'd so thick to heave ;

And heave it shall some weight, or break my
back :

—

Work thou the way,—and that shalt execute.

[Aside.

A'. Edw. Clarence and Gloster, love my
lovely queen ;

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both.

Clar. The duty that I owe unto your majesty

I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe.

K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy
brother thanks.

Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence
thou sprang'st.

Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit.

—

To say the truth, so Judas kiss'd his master,

And cried, all hail! when as he meant all

harm. \_Aside.

K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul

delights,

Having my countr)''s peace and brothers' loves.

Clar. VVhat will your grace have done with

Margaret ?

Reignier, her father, to the King of France
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem,
And hither have they sent it for her ransom.
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence

to France.
And now what rests but that we spend the time

With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows,

Such as befit the pleasure of the court ?

Sounddrumsand trumpets ! farewell, sourannoy!
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy.

[Exeufit.
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ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. A Street.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this sun of York ;

And ail the clouds that lower'd upon our house
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious

wreaths

;

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ;

Our stem alarums chang'd to merry meetings,

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.

Grim-visag'd war hath smooth'd his wrinkled
front

;

And now,—instead of mounting barbed steeds

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,—

-

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I,—that am not shap'd for sportive tricks.

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;

I, that am nidely stamp'd, and want love's

majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion,

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,

Deform'd, unfinish'd, sent before my time

Into this breathing world scarce half made up,

And that so lamely and unfashionable

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them;

—

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace.

Have no delight to pass away the time,

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun.

And descant on mine own deformity

:
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And therefore,—since I cannot prove a lover,

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,

—

I am determined to prove a villain,

And hate the idle pleasures of tiiese days.

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,

To set my brother Clarence and the king

In deadly hate the one against the other:

And, if King Edward be as true and just

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous,

Thisdayshould Clarence closely be mew'd up,^-

About a prophecy, which says that G
Of Edward's heirs the murderer sliall be.

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul :—here Clar-

ence comes.

Enter ChAKENCK, ^carded, a«</BRAKENBURY.

Brother, good-day: what means this armed
guard.

That waits upon your grace?

C/ar. His majesty,

Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed

This conduct to convey me to tlie Tower.
Gia. Upon what cause?

C/ar. Because my name is George.

Gh. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of

yours

;

He should, for that, commit your godfathers :

—

O, belike his majesty hath some intent

That you shall be new-christen'd in the Tower.
But what 's the matter, Clar^ice ? may I know?

C/ar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I

protest

As yet I do not : but, as I can learn.

He hearkens aftei prophecies and dreams;
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,
And says a wizard told him that by G
His issue disinherited should be ;

And, for my name of George begins with G,
It follows in his thought that I am he.

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these,

Have mov'd his highness to commit me now.
GI(}. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by

women:

—

'Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower;
My Lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, 'tis she

That tempers him to this extremity.

Was it not she, and that good man of worship,

Antony Woodville, her brother there,

That made him send Lord Hastings to the

Tower,
From whence this present day he is deliver'd?

We are not safe, Clarence ; we are not safe.

C/ar, By heaven, I think there is no man
secure [heralds

But the queen's kindred, and night-walking

That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shore.

Heard you not what an humble suppliiii.t

Lord Hastings was to her for liis delivery?

G/o. Humbly complaining to her deity

Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.

I '11 tell you what,— I think it is cur way,
If we will keep in favour with the king,

To be her men, and wear rer livery:

The jealous o'cr-worn widow and herself.

Since that our brother dubb'd ther.i gentle-

women,
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. [me;

Brak. I beseech your graces both to pardon
His majesty hath straitly given in ch::rge

That no man shall have private conference,

Of what degree soever, with his brother.

Glo. Even so; an please your worship, Braken-
bury.

You may partake of anything we say:

We speak no treason, man ;—we say the king
Is wise and virtuous; and his noble queen
Well struck in years, fair, and n^ t jealous;

—

We say that Shore's wife hath a fretty foot,

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a ^j^sing pleasing

tongue

;

And the queen's kindred are made gentlefolks

:

How say you, sir? can you deny all this?

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have
naught to do.

Glo. Naught to do with Mistress Shore ! I tell

thee, fellow,

He that doth naught with her, excepting one,

Were best to do it secretly, alone.

Brak. What one, my lord? [tray me?
Glo. Her husband, knave:—wouldst thou be-

Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me;
and, withal.

Forbear your conference with the noble duke.

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and
will obey. [obey.

—

Gb. We are the queen's abjects, and must
Brother, farewell: I will unto the king;

And v.hatsoe'er you will employ me in,

—

Were it to call King Edward's widow sister,

—

I will perfonn it to enfranchise you.

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood

Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well.

Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be
long

;

I will deliver you, or else lie for you

:

Meantime, have patience.

Clar. I must perforce : farewelL

{Exeunt QXK^.y Brak., aW Guard.

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er

return.

Simple, plain Clarence !—I do love thee so

That I wi'J shortly send thy soul to heaven.
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If heaven will take the present at our hands.

—

But who comes here? the new-deliver'd Hast-

ings?

Enter HASTINGS.

Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious

lord

!

[lain

!

Glo. As much unto my good lord chamber-

Well are you welcome to tliis open air.

How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment?

Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners

must

:

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks

That were the cause of my imprisonment.

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clar-

ence too;

For tliey that were your enemies are his.

And have prevail'd as much on him as you.

Hast. ]NIore pity that the eagle should be

mew'd
While kites and buzzards prey at liljerty.

Glo. What news abroad?

Hast, No news so bad abroad as this at

home,

—

The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy,

And his physicians fear him mightily.

Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad

indeed.

O, he hath kept an evil diet long,

And overmuch consum'd his royal person:

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon.

What, is he in his bed?
Hast. He is.

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you.

\Exit Hastings.

He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die

Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to

heaven.

I 'U in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,

With Hes well steel'd with weighty arguments;

And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live

:

WTiich done, God take King Edward tohis mercy.

And leave the world for me to bustle in !

For then I '11 marry Warwick's youngest

daughter: [father?

WTiat though I kill'd her husband and her

The readiest way to make the wench amends
Is to become her husband and her father:

The which will I; not all so much for love

As for another secret close intent,

By marrj'ing her, which I must reach unto.

But yet I run before my horse to market

:

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and

reigns

:

When they are gone, then must I count mygains.

{Exit.

Scene II.

—

London. Another Street.

Enter the Corpse «i/KiNG Henry thr Sixth,
borne in an open coffin, Gentlemen bearing

halberds to guard it; and Lady Anne as

mourner.

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable

load,

—

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,

—

Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament

The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.

—

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king

!

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster !

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood

!

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd .^on,

Siabb'd by the self-same hand : lat made these

wounds

!

Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life,

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes:

—

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes!

Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it

!

Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence

!

More direful hap betide that hated wretch

That makes us v/retchcd b^ the death of thee.

Than I can wish to adders, s-piders, toads.

Or any creeping venom'c thirg that lives J

If ever he have child, abortive be it.

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light.

Whose ugly and unnalural aspect

May fright the hopeful mother at the view;

And that be heir to his unhappiness!

If ever he have wife, let her be made
More miserable by the death of him
Than I am made by my young lord and thee !

—

Come,nowtowardsChertsey with your holy load.

Taken from Paul's to be interred there

;

And still, as you are weary of the weight,

Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry's corse.

\_The Bearers take up the Corpse and advance.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it

down. [fiend,

A7ine. What black magician conjures up this

To stop devoted charitable deeds?

Glo. Villains, set down the corse; or, by

Saint Paul,

I '11 make a corse of him that disobeys

!

I Ce7it. My lord, stand back, and lei (he

coffin pass. [command:
Glo. Unmanner'd dog! stand thou, when I

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast.

Or, by Saint Paul, I '11 strike tliee to my foot.

And s'purn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.

\The Bearers set down the cojjin.
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Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all

afraid?

Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal.

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.

—

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell

!

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,

His soul tliou canst not have ; therefore, be gone.

Gh. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.

Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and
trouble us not

;

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell',

I'ill'd it with cursing cries and deep exclaims.

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.

—

O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry's wounds
Open their congcal'd mouths and bleed afresh

!

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity;

For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood
From cold and empty veins, where no blood

dwells

;

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural,

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.

—

O God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his

death

!

O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his

death ! [derer dead ;

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the mur-
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick,

As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood,

Which his hell-govcrn'd arm hath butchered!
G!o. Lady, you know no rules of charity,

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.

Anne. Villain, thou know'st no law of God
nor man

:

No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity.

do. But I kn^w none, and therefore am no
b .St. [truth !

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the

G!o. More wonderful when angels are so

angry.—
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman,
Of these supposed e* ils to give me leave.

By circumstance, but to acquit myself.

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus'd infection of a man.
For these known evils but to give me leave,

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self.

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let

me have
Some patient leisure to e.xcuse myself.

Anne, Fouler than heart can think thee,

thou canst make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself.

Glo. By such despair I should accuse myself.

Anne. And by despairing shalt thou stand

excus'd

;

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself,

That didst unworthy slaughter upon others.

Glo. Say that I slew them not?
Anne. Then say they were not slain

:

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee.

Clo. I did not kill your husband.
Anne. Why, then, he is alive.

Glo. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward's
hand.

Anne. In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen
Margaret saw

Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood

;

The which thou once didst bend against her
breast.

But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

Glo. I was provoked by her slanderous tongue.
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody
mind.

That never dreamt on aught but butcheries:

Didst thou not kill this king?
Glo. I grant ye.

Anne. Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, God
grant me too

Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed !

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous.

Glo. The fitter for the King of Heaven, that

hath him. [come.
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never
Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him

thither;

For he was fitter for that place than earth.

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell.

Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me
name it.

Anne. Some dungeon.
Glo. Your bed-chamber.
A?tne. Ill rest betide the chamber where thou

liest

!

Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you.

Anne. I hope so.

Glo. I know so.—But, gentle Lady Anne,

—

To leave this keen encounter of our wits,

And fall somewhat into a slower method,

—

Is not the causer of the timeless deaths

Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner? [effect.

Anne. Thou wast the cause and most accurs'd

Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect

;

Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep

To undertake the death of all the world,

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide.

These nails should rend that beauty from my
cheeks. [wreck

;

Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty's

You should not blemish it if I stood by:

As all the world is cheered by the sun,

So I by that ; it is my day, my life.
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Anne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and
death thy life ! [both.

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art

Anne. I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee.

Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural.

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee.

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable,

To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband.

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband.

Did it to help thee to a better husband.

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the

earth. [could.

Glo. He lives that loves thee better than he

Anne. Name him.

Glo. Plantagenet.

Anne. Why, that was he.

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better

nature.

Anne. Where is he?
Glo. Here. [She spits at him.} Why

dost thou spit at me ? [sake !

Anne. Would it were mortal poison, for thy

Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place.

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad.

Out of my sight I thou dost infect mine eyes.

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected

mine.

Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike

thee dead

!

[once ;

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at

For now they kill me with a Uving death.

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt

tears, [drops

:

Sham'd their aspects with store of childish

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear,

No, when my father York and Edward wept,
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made
When black-fac'd Clifford shook hissword at him;
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child.

Told the sad story of my father's death,

And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep.
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks,
Like trees bedash'd with rain ; in that sad time
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear

;

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale,

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with
weeping.

I never su'd to friend nor enemy

;

[word ;

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing
But, now thy beauty is propos'd my fee.

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue
to speak. \^She looks scornfully at him.

Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ;

Which if thou please to hide in this true breast,

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke.

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.
Nay, do not pause ; fori did kill King Henry,

—

\JIe lays his breast open ; she offers
at it with his sword.

But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me.
Nay, now despatch; 'twas I thatstabb'd young

Edward,

—

\She again offers at his breast.

But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on.

[She letsfall the sword.
Take up the sword again, or take up me.
Anne. Arise, dissembler : though I wish thy

death,

I will not be thy executioner.

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it.

A7tne. I have already.

Glo. That was in thy rage

:

Speak it again, and, even with the word,
This hand, which for thy love did kill thy love,

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ;

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary.

Anne. I would I knew thy heart.

Glo. 'Tis figured in my tongue.

Anne. I fear me both are false.

Glo. Then never man was true.

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword.
Glo. Say, then, my peace is made.
Anne. That shalt thou know hereafter.

Glo. But shall I live in hope ?

Anne. All men, I hope, live so.

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

Amu. To take is not to give.

[She pt.ts on the ring.

Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy
finger.

Even so thy breast encloselh my poor heart

;

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.

And if thy poor devoted servant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand.
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever.

Anne. What is it ? [designs

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner,
And presently repair to Crosby Place ;

Where,—after I have solemnly interr'd.

At Chertsey monastery, this noble king.

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,

—

I will with all expedient duty see you :

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you,

Grant me this boon. [me too

Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys

To see you are become so penitent.

—

Tressel and Berkley, go along with me.
Glo. Bid me farewell.

Anne. 'Tis morethan youdeserve;
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But since you teach me how to flatter you,

Ima<.nne I have said farewell already.

\Exeuut Laoy Anne, Trkss., tf«</BERK.

Glo. Sirs, take up the corse.

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord ?

Glo. No, to White Friars; there attend my
coming.

\_Exettnt tlie rest, with the Corpse.

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ?

Was ever woman in this humour won?
I Ml have her ; but I will not keep her long.

What ! I, that kill'd her husband and his father.

To take her in her heart's extremest hate ;

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

The bleeding witness of her hatred by ;

Having God, her conscience, and these bars

against me,
And I no friends to back my suit withal.

But the plain devil and dissembling looks,

And yet to win her,—all the world to nothing

!

Hal
Math she forgot already that brave prince,

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months
since,

Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury?
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

—

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature.

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right

royal,

—

The spacious world cannot again aflford :

And will she yet abase her eyes on m.e.

That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet

prince,

And made her widow to a woeful bed ?

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety ?

On me, that halt and am misshapen thus ?

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

I do mistake my person all this while :

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot.

Myself to be a marvellous proper man.
I '11 be at charges for a looking-glass ;

And entertain a score or two of tailors,

To study fashions to adorn my body

:

Since I am crept in favour with myself,

I will maintain it with some little cost.

But first I '11 turn yon fellow in his grave ;

And then return lamenting to my love.

—

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,

That I may see my shadow as I pass. {Exit.

Scene III.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen Ei.izareth, Lord Rivers,
andl^OKU Grey.

Jiiv. Have patience, madam : there's nodoubt
his majesty

Will soon recover his accustom'd health.

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him
worse : [fort.

Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good com-
And cheerhisgracewithquick and merry words.

Q. Eliz. If he v/ere dead, what would betide

on me?
Grey. No other harm but loss of such a lord.

Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all

harms. [goodly son,

Grey. The heavens have bless'd you with a

To be your comforter when he is gone.

Q. Eliz. Ah, he is young ; and his minority

Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster,

A man that loves not me, nor none of you.

Riv. Is it concluded he shall be protector?

Q. Eliz. It is determin'd, not concluded yet:

But so it must be, if the king miscarry.

Enter BucKiNGH.\.\i atid Stanley.

Grey. Here come the Lords of Buckingham
and Stanley. [grace

!

Btuk. Good time of day unto your royal

Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you
have been

!

Q. Eliz. The Countess Richmond, good my
Lord of Stanley,

To your good prayer will scarcely say amen.

Vet, St2.fJey, notwithstanding she 's your wife,

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur'd

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe

The envious slanders of her false accusers

;

Or, if she be accus'd on true report,

Bear with her weakness, which I think proceeds

From wayward sickness, and no grounded

malice. [of Stanley?

Q. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my Lord
Stan. But now the Duke ofBuckingham and I

Are come from visiting his majesty. [lords?

Q. Eliz. WTiat likelihood of his amendment,
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks

cheerfully.

Q. Eliz. God grant him health ! Did you con-

fer with him? [ment

Btuk. Ay, madam : he desires to make atone-

Between the Duke of Gloster and your brothers.

And between them and my lord chamberlain ;

And sent to warn them to his royal presence.

Q. Eliz. Would all were well !—but that will

never be

:

I fear our happiness is at the height.

E7tter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset.

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not en-

dure it:

—

Who are they that complain unto the king

That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not?
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By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly

That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.

Because I cannot flatter and speak fair,

Srrule in men's faces, smoolh, deceive, and cog,

Duck with French nods and apish courtesy,

I must be held a rancorous enemy.
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm.

But thus his simple truth must be abus'd

By silken, sly insinuating Jacks? [your grace?

Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks

G!o. To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace.

When have I injur'd thee? when done thee

wrong?

—

Or thee?—or thee?—or any of your faction?

A plague upon you all ! His royal grace,

—

Whom God preserve better than you would
wis!) !

—

Cannot be (juiet scarce a breathing while,

Bat you must trouble him with lewd com-
plaints, [matter.

Q. EUz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the

The king, on his own royal disposition,

And not provok'd by any suitor else

—

Aiming, belike, at your interior haired,

That in your outward action shows itself

Against my children, brothers, and myself

—

Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather

The ground of your ill-will, aad so remove it.

Glo. I cannot tell : the world is grown so bad,

That wrens may prey where eagles dare not

perch

:

Since every Jack became a gentleman.
There 's many a gentle person made a Jack.

Q. EUz. Come, come, we know your mean-
ing, brother Gloster;

You envy my advancement, and my friends'

;

God grant we never may have need of you !

Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need
of you

:

Our brother is imprison'd by your means,
Myself disgrac'd, and the nobility

Held in contempt ; while great promotions
Are daily given to ennoble those

That scarce, some two days since, were worth
a noble. [height

Q. EUz. By Him that rais'd me to this careful

From that contented hap w-hich I enjoy'd,

I never did incense his majesty
Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been
An earnest advocate to plead for him.
My lord, ycu do me shameful injur}'.

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects.

Glo. You may deny that you were not the

mean
Of my Lord Hastings' late imprisonment.

Riv. She may, my lord; for,— [not so?

Glo. She may, Lord Rivers?—why, who knows

She may do more, sir, than denying that

:

She may help you to many fair preferments;
And then deny her aiding hand therein,

And lay those honours on your high desert.

What may she not? She may,—ay, many, may
she,

—

Riv. What, marry, may she? [king,

Glo. What, marry, may she ! marry with a
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too:

I wis your grandam had a worser match.

Q. EUz. My Lord of Gloster, I have loo

long borne
Your blunt upbraidings and your biltcr scoffs:

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty
Of those gross taunts that oft I have cndur'd.

I had rather be a country servant-maid

Than a great queen, with this condition,

—

To be so baited, scorn'd, and stormed at.

Enter QuEEN Margaret, behind.

Small joy have I in being England's queen.

Q. Mar. And lessen'd be that small, v.od, I

beseech Him !

Thy honour, state, and seat is due to mo.
Glo. What ! threat you me with telling of the

king?
Tell him, and spare not: look, what I have said

I will avouch in presence of the king:

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower.
'Tis time to speak,—my pains are quite forgot.

Q. J\/ar. Out, devil! I remember them too

well

:

Thou kiirdst my husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury.

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your hus-

band king,

I was a pack-horse in his great affairs;

A weedcr-out of his proud adversaries,

A liberal rewarder of his friends :

To royalize his blood I spilt mine own.

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his

or thine. [band Gioy
Glo. In all which time you and your hus-

Were factious for the house of Lancaster ;

—

And, Pavers, so were you : was not your husband
In Margaret's battle at Saint Albans slain?

Let me put in your minus, if you forget,

\Miat you have been ere this, and what you are;

Withal, what I have been, and what I am.

Q. Mar, A murderous villain, and so still

thou art. [Warwick;
Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father.

Ay, and forswore himself,—which Jesu par-

don !

—

Q. Mar. WTiich God revenge ! [crown

;

Glo. To fight on Edward's party, iox the

And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up.
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I would to God my heart were flint, like Ed-
ward's,

Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine:

I am too childish-foolish for this world.

Q. 3Iar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave

this world,

Thou cacodemon ! there thy kingdom is.

Kiv. My Lord of Glostcr, in those busy days

Which here you urge to prove us enemies.

We follow'd then our lord, our sovereign king:

So should we you, if you should be our king.

Glo. If I should be !—I had rather be a

pedler:

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof!

Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose

You should enjoy, were you this country's

king,

—

As little joy you may suppose in me.
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. [of;

Q. Mar. As little joy enjoys the queen there-

For I am she, and altogether joyless.

I can no longerhold me patient.— [Advancing.

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out

In sharing that which you have pill'd from me !

Which of you trembles not that looks on me?
If not that, I being queen, you bow like

subjects, [rebels ?

—

Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like

Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away !

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou

in my sight? [marr'd,

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast

That will I make before I let thee go.

Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death?

Q. Mar. I was; but I do find more pain in

banishment
Than death can yield me here by my abode.

A husband and a son thou ow'st to me,—

-

And thou a kingdom,—all of you allegiance:

This sorrow that I have, by right is yours ;

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine.

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee,

When thou didst crown his warlike brows with

paper,
_

[eyes;

And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his

And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout

Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rut-

land ;

—

His curses, then from bitterness of soul

Denounc'd against thee, are all fallen upon thee

;

And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed.

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent
Hast. O, 'twas the foulest deed to slay that

babe,

And the most merciless that e'er was heard of.

;^^£iv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was
reported.

Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for it,

Btick. Northumberland, then present, wept
to see it. [I came,

Q. Mar. What, were you snarling all belore

Ready to catch each other by the throat.

And turn you all your hatred now on me ?

Did York's dread curse prevail so much with
heaven

That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's deaih,

Their kingdom's loss, my woeful banishment,

Could all but answer for that peevish brat?

Can curses pierce the cloudsand enter heaven ?

—

Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick

curses !

—

Though not by war, by surfeit die your king.

As ours by murder, to make him a king !

Edward thy son, that now is Prince of Wales,
For Edward my son, that was Prince of Wales,
Die in his youth by like untimely violence

!

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen,

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self

!

Long mayst thou live to wail thy children's loss

;

And see another, as I see thee now,
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine 1

Long die thy happy days before thy death ;

And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief.

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen !

—

Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by,

—

And so wast thou, Lord Hastings,—when my
son [him.

Was stabb'd with bloody daggers: God, I pray

That none of you may live your natural age.

But by some unlook'd accident cut off!

Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful

wiiher'd hag.

Q. Mar. And leave out thee ? stay, dog, for

thou shalt hear me.
If heaven have any grievous plague in store,

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe.

And then hurl down their indignation

On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace I

The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul !

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st,

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends !.

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine.

Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils !

Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog>.

Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity

The slave of nature and the son of hell !

Thou slander of thy heavy mother's womb !

Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins I

Thou rag of honour ! thou detested

—

Clo. Margaret.

Q. Mar. Richard !

Glo. Ha I
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Q. Mar. I call thee not.

Glo. I cry lliee mercy, then ; fur I did think

That thou hadst call'd me all those bitter names.

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but lookd for no
reply.

O, let me make the period to my curse !

Glo. 'Tisdone by me, and ends in— Margaret.

Q. Eliz. Thus have you breath'd your curse

against yourself.

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of

my fortune !

Why strew'st liiou sugar on that bottled spider,

Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about ?

Fool, fool ! thou whett'st a knife to kill thyself.

The day will come that thou shalt wish for me
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-back'd

toad.

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic

curse,

Lest to thy harm thou move our patience.

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you ! you have all

mov'd mine.

Riv. Were you well serv'd, you would be

taught your duty. [nie duty,

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do
Teach me to be yourqueen, and you my subjects

;

G. serve me well, and teach yourselves that

duty

!

Dor. Dispute not with her,—s!ie is lunatic.

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are

malapert

:

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current

:

O, that your young nol)ility could judge
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable!
They that stand high have many blasts to shake

them ;

And if they fall ihey dash themselves to pieces.

CIo. Good counsel, marry :—learn it, learn it,

marquis.

Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me.
Gio. Ay, and much more: but I was born so

high

Our aery buildeth in the cedar's top,

And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun.

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade;—alas!

alas !

—

Witness my son, now in the shade of death ;

Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternal darkness folded up.

^'our aery buildeth in our aer)-'s nest :

—

O God, that sec'st it, do not suffer it

;

As it was won with blood, lust be it so !

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for

charity. [me

:

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to

Uncharitably with me have you dealt,

And shamefully my hopes by you are butcher'd.

My charity is outrage, life my shame,

—

.A.nd in my shame still live my sorrow's rage !

Buck, Have done, have done. [hand,

Q. Mar. O princely nuckiiigham, I 'II kiss thy

In sign of league and amity with thee :

Now fair befall thee and thy noble house !

Thy garments are not spotted with our blood,

Nor thou within the compass of my curse.

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass

The lips of those that breathe them in the air.

Q. Mar. I will not think but they ascend the

sky,

.\nd there awake God s gentle sleepmg peace.

Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog !

Look, when he fawns he bites ; and when he
bites.

His venom tooth will rankle to the death :

Have not to do with him, beware of him ;

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him,
,\nd all their ministers attend on him.

Glo. What doth she say, my Lord of Buck-
ingham ? [lord.

Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious

Q. .Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my
gentle counsel ?

.\nd soothe the devil that I warn thee from ?

O, but remember this another day,

When he shall split thy ve.^' heart with sorrow,

And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess !

—

Live each of you the subjects to his hate,

And he to yours, and all of you to God's !

lExit.

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her

curses. [liberty.

Riv. And so doth mine : I muse why she 's at

Glo, I cannot blame her: by God's hcly

mother,
She hath had too much wrong ; and I repent

My part thereof that I have done to her.

Q. Eliz. I neverdidherany.tomyknowledge.
Glo. Vet you have all the vantage of her

wrong.
1 was too hot to do somebody good,

That is too cold in thinking of it now.
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid;

Tie is frank'd up to fatting for his pains;

God pardon them that are the cause thereof!

Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like con-

clusion,

To pray for them that have done scathe to us.

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd ;

For had I curs'd now, I had curs'd myself.

[Aside.

Enter Catesby.

Gates. Madam, his majesty dolhcallfor you,—
And for your grace,—and you, my noble lords.

Y2
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Q. Eliz. Catesby, I come.—Lords, will you
go with me?

Riv. VVc wait upon your grace.

\Exeunt all but GlOSTER.
G!o. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach

I lay unto the grievous charge of others.

Clarence,—whom I, indeed, have cast in dark-

ness,—
I do beweep to many simple gulls;

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ;

And tell them 'tis the queen and her allies

That stir the king against the duke my brother.

Now, they believe it ; and withal wliet me
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey :

But then I sigh; and, with a piece of Scripture,

Tell them that God bids us do good for evil :

And thus I clothe my naked villany

With odd old ends stol'n forth of holy writ

;

And seem a saint when most I play the devil.-

—

But, soft ! here come my executioners.

Enter two Murderers.

How now, my hardy, stout-resolved mates !

Are you now going to despatch this tiling ?

I Murd. We are, my lord, and come to have
the warrant.

That we may be admitted where he is.

Glo. Well thought upon ;—I have it here

about me : \Gives the wa-rrant.

When you have done, repair to Crosby Place.

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,

Withal obdiurate, do not hear him plead

;

For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps

Llay move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.

I Murd. Tut, tut, ray lord, we will not stand

to prate ;

Talkers are no good doers : be assur'd

We go to use our hands, and not our tongues.

Glo. Your eyes drop millstones v/hen fools'

eyes fall tears :

I lilce you, lads ;—about your business straight

;

Go, go, despatch.

I Murd. We will, my noble lord.

\Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Room in the Tower.

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury.

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-

day?
Clar. O, I have pass'd a miserable night.

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights,

That, as I am a Christian faithful man,
I would not spend another such a night
T'l 1_ 5i i_ 1 1,1 _fl J

Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray
you, tell me. [Tower,

Clar. ^Ielhought that I had broken from the
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy

;

And, in my company, my brother Gloster ;

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk
Upon tlie hatches : thence we look'd toward

England,
And cited up a thousand heavy times.

During the wars of York and Lancaster,
That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along
Upon the giddy footing of tiie hatches,

Methought that Gloster stumbled ; and, in

falling, [board
Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-

Into the tumbling- billows of the main.
Lord ! methought what pain it was to drown !

What dreadful noise of water in mine ears !

What siglits of ugly death within mine eyes !

Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks

;

A thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon ;

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl.

Inestimable stones, unvalu'd jewels.

All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea : [holes

Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and in those

Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept,

—

As 'twere in scorn of eyes,—reflecting gems.
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep,

And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by,

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of

death

To gaze upon the secrets of the deep? [strive

Clar. Methought I had ; and often did I

To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood

Stopp'd in my soul, and would not let it forth

To find the empty, vast, and wandering air ;

But smother'd it within my panting bulk,

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea.

Brak. Av.-ak'd you not with this sore agony ?

Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthen'd after

life;

O, then began the tempest to my soul !

1 pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood

With that grim ferryman which poets write of,
'

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.

The first that there did greet my stranger soul

Was my great father-in-law, renowned War-
wick ;

^^^^o cried aloud, IVhat scourgefor perjury
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?

And so he vanish'd : then came wandering by

A shadow like an Angel, with bright hair

Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek'd out aloud,

Clarence is come,—false,fleeting, perjur'd Clar-

ence,—
/7,^ yr^;,//,4j 7^-,,A^/,,
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With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends

Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears

Such hideous cries ihat, with the very noise,

I trembling wak'd, and for a season after

Could not believe but that I was in heli,

—

Such teiTible impression made my dream.

Brak. No marvel, lord, though it atirighted

you ;

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.

Clar. O Urakenbury, I have done those things

That now give evidence against my soul.

For Edward's sake ; and see how he requites

ine!

—

[thee,

God ! If my deep prayers cannot appease

i;;;t thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds,

\'el execute thy wrath in me alone,

—

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor chil-

dren !—
Keeper, I pr'ythee, sit by me awhile ;

My soul is lieavy, and I lain would sleep.

Brak. I will, my lord; God give your grace

good rest !

—

[Clarence reposes himselfon a chair.

.Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours.

Makes the night morning, and the noontide

Princes have but their titles for their glories,

An outward honour for an inward toil ;

A:-,d, for unfelt imaginations,

Tl'.ey often feel a world of restless cares :

S-) ihat, between their titles and low name,
There 's nothing differs but the outward fame.

Enter the two Murderers.

I Murd. Ho ! who's here?
Brak. What wouldst thou, fellow? and how

cam'st thou hither ?

1 Miird, I would speak with Clarence, and I

came hither on my legs.

Brak. What, so brief?

2 Murd. 'Tis better, sir, than to be tedious.

—

Let him see our commission : talk no more.
[.-/ paper is delivered to Brak., -who reads it.

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver

The ncble Duke of Clarence to your hinds:

—

1 will not reason what is meant hereby,

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning.
There lies the duke asleep,—and there the keys ;

I '11 to the king, and signify to liim

That thus I have resign'd to you my charge^

1 Murd. You may, sir ; 'tis a point of
wisdom: fare you well. [.CjtzVBrakenbury.

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he
sleeps ?

I Murd. No ; he '11 say 'twas done cowardly.

2 Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall

never wake until the great judgment-day.
1 .Murd. Why, then he '11 say we stabb'd him

sleeping.

2 Murd. The urging of that word judgment
hath bred a kind of remorse in me.

I Murd. What, art thou al raid ?

Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant
tor it ; but to be damned for killing him, from
uie which no warrant can defend me.

1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute.

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live.

1 Murd. I '11 back to th.e Duke of Gloster,

and tell him so.

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little : I hope
my holy humour will change ; it was wont to

liold me but while one tells twenty.

1 Murd. How dos£ thou feel thyself now ?

2 Murd. Faith, some certain dregs of con-
science are yet within nie.

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the

deed 's done. [reward.

2 Murd. Zmmds, he dies: I had forgot the

1 Murd. Where 's thy conscience now ?

2 Murd. In the Duke of Gloster's purse.

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give

us our reward, thy conscience flies out.

2 Murd. 'Tis no matter ; let it go ; there '3

few or none will entertain it.

1 Murd. What if it come to thee again ?

2 Murd. I '11 not meddle with it,— it makes
a man a coward ; a man cannot steal, but it

accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, but it checks
him ; a man cannot lie with his neighbour's wife,

but it detects him: 'tis a blushing shame-faced
spirit that mutinies in a man's bosom ; il fills one
full of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse
of gold that by chance I found; it beggars any
man that keeps it : it is turned out of all towns
and cities for a dangerous thing ; and every man
that means to live well endeavours to trust to

himself and live without it.

1 Murd. Zounds, it is even now at my elbow,
persuading me not to kill the duke.

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and
Ijclieve him not : he would insinuate with thee

but to make thee sigh.

1 Murd. I am strong-framed, he cannot pre-

vail with me.
2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow that respects

his reputation. Come, shall we fiill to work ?

1 Murd. Take him on the costard with the

hilts of thy sword, and then throw him into the

malmsey-butt in the ne.xt room.
2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a

sop of him.
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2 Murd. Strike !

I Murd. No, we '11 reason with him.

Clar. Where art thou, keeper ? give me a cup

of wine.

I Murd. You shall have wine enough, my
lord, anon.

Clar. In God's name, what art thou ?

1 Murd. A man, as you are.

Ciar. But not, as I am, royal.

I Murd, Nor you, as we are, loyal.

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks

are humble.

I Murd. My voice is now the king's, my
looks mine own. [speak !

Clar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou

Your eyes do menace me: why look you pale?

Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come?
Both Murd. To, to, to—
Clar. To murder me ?

Both Murd. Ay, ay. [so,

Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ?

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the

king.

Clar. I shall be reconcil'd to him again.

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare

to die. [jnen

Clar. Are you drawn forth among a world of

To slay the innocent ? What is my offence?

^^^lat is the evidence that doth accuse me ?

Where lawful quest have given their verdict up
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc'd

The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death ?

Before I be convict by course of law,

To threaten me with death is most unlawful.

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption

By Christ s dear blood shed for our grievous sins.

That you depart, and lay no hands on me ;

The deed you undertake is damnable.
1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon com-

mand.
2 Murd. And he that hath commanded is our

king. [lyings

Clar. Erroneous vassals ! the great King of

Hath in the table of his law commanded
That thou shalt do no murder : will you then

Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's ?

Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand,

To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he
hurl on thee

For false forswearing, and for murder too :

Thou didst receive the sacrament to fight

In quarrel of the house of Lancaster.

I Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of

God, '

Didst break that vow ; and with thy treacher-

ous blade

Unripp'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son.

2 Murd, Wlioni thou wast sworn to cherish

and defend.

I Murd. How canst thou urge God's dread-
ful lav/ to us.

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ?

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill

deed ?

For Edward, for my brother, for his sake :

He sends you not to murder me for this ;

For in that sin he is as deep as I.

If God will be avenged for the deed,

O, know you yet, he doth it publicly

:

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ;

lie needs no indirect nor lawless course

To cut off those that have offended him.

I Murd. Who made thee, then, a bloody
minister

When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet,

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee?

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my
rage. [thy faults,

1 Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee.

Clar. Ifyou do love my brother, hate not me

;

I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again,

And I will send you to my brother Gloster,

Who shall reward you better for my life

Than Edward will for tidings of my death.

2 Alurd. You are deceiv'd, jour brother

Gloster hates you. [dear :

Clar. O, no, he loves me, and he holds me
Go you to him from me.
Both Murd. Ay, so we will.

Clar, Tell him, when that our princely father

York
Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm,

And charg'd us from his soul to love each other.

He little thought of this divided friendship :

Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep.

I Alurd. Ay, millstones; as he lesson'd us to

weep.
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind.

I Murd. Right as snow in harvest.—Come,
you deceive yourself:

'Tis he that sends us to destroy you here.

Clar. It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune.

And hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with

sobs.

That he would labour my delivery.

1 Murd. Why, sohedoth, when he deliversyou

From this earth's thraldom to the joys ofheaven.

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must

die, my lord.
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C'lar. Have you that holy feeling in yoursouls,

To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your own souls so blind

That you will war with God by murdering me?

—

O, sirs, consider, they that set you on
To do this deed will hate you for the deed.

2 Murd. ^^'hat shall we do ?

Clar. Relent, and save your s>^als.

1 MitrJ. Relent! 'tis cowardly and wom.an-
ish. [ish.

Clar. Kot to relent is beastly, savage, devil-

Which of you, if you were a prince's son,

Being pent from liberty, as I am now,

—

If two such murderers as yourselves came to

you,—
Would not entreat for life ?

—

IMy friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ;

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer,

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me,
As you would beg, were you in my distress :

A begging prince what beggar pities not?
2 Slurd. Look behind you, my lord.

1 Murd. Take that, and that: if all this will

not do, {^Stabs hun.
I'll drown you in the malmsey-butt wi lin.

[Exit with the body.

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and des; rately

despatch'd !

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands
Of this most grievous guilty murder don -

I

Re-enter First I^Iurderer.

1 Murd. How now, what mean'st thou, that

thou help'st me not?
By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you

have been. [brother

!

2 Murd. I would he knew that I had sav'd his

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say

;

For I repent me that the duke is slain. \^Rxit.

I Murd. So do not I: go, coward as thou
art.—

Well, I'll go hide the body in some hole,

Till that the duke give order for his burial :

And when I have my meed, I will away;
For this will out, and then I must not slay.

{Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

London. A Room in t/ie Palace.

Enter King Edward, kd in siek : Queen
Elizabeth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings,
Buckingham, Grey, and others.

K. Edw. Why, so ;—now have I done a good
day's work :

—

You peers, continue this united league

:

I every day expect an embassage
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence

;

And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven,
Since I have made my friends at peace on

earth.

Rivers a-nd Hastings, take each other's hand

;

Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love.

Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from
grudging hate

;

And with my hand I seal my true heart's love.

Hast. So thri^•e I, as I truly swear the like !

A'. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your
king

;

Lest he that is the supreme King of kings
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award
Either of you to be :he other's end.

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love

!

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my
heart

!

A'. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt
from this,

—

Nor you, son Dorset,—Buckingham, nor you ;

—

You have been factious one against the oiher.

Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your
hand ;

.\n^ what you do, do it unfeignedly.

Q. Eliz. There, Hastings; I will never more
remember

Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine !

A'. Edw. Dorset, embrace him;—Hastings,

love lord marquis.
Dor. This interchange of love I here protest,

Upon my part shall be inviolable.

Hast. And so swear I. {Embraces Dorset.
A'. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal

thou this league
With thy embracements to my wife's allies.

And make me happy in your unity. [hate

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his

Upon your grace [to the Queen], but with all

duteous love

Doth cherish you and j'ours, God punish me
With hate in those where I expect most

love

!

When I have most need to employ a friend.

And most assured that he is a friend,

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,

Be he unto me !—this do I beg of heaven
WHren I am cold in love to you or yours.

[Embracing RiVERS, &'c.

A'. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buck-
ingham,

Is this thy vow unto tny sickly heart.

There wanteth now our brother Gloster here.

To make the blessed period of this peace.

Buck, And, in good time, here comes the

noble duke.
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Enter Gloster.

Glo. Good-morrow to my sovereign king and

queen ;

And, princely peers, a happy time of day !

K. Edto. Happy, indeed, as we have spent

the day.

Gloster, we have done deeds of charity

;

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hale,

Between tliese swelling wrong-incensed peer;;.

Gio. A bles.sed labour, my most sovereign

lord.—
Among this princely heap, if any here.

By false intelligence or wrong surmise,

Hold me a foe;

If I unwittingly, or in my rage,

Have aught committed that is hardly borne

By any in this presence, I desire

To reconcile me to his friendly peace:

'Tis death to me to be at enmity

;

I hate it, and desire all good men's love.

—

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you,

Which I will purchase with my duteous service;

—

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham,
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us ;

—

Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorset,

That all without desert have frown'd on me

;

Of you. Lord Woodville, and. Lord Scales, of

you ;

—

[all.

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen;—indeed, of

I do not know that Englishman alive

With whom my soul is any jot at odds

More than the infant that is born to-night

:

I thank my God for my humility. [after:

—

Q. Eliz. A holiday shall this be kept here-

I would to God all strifes were well com-
pounded.

—

My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness

To take our brother Clarence to your grace.

Glo. Why, madam, have I offer'd love for this,

To be so flouted in this royal presence?

Who knows not that the gentle duke is dead?
\They all start.

You do him injury to scorn his corse.

K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead! who
knows he is ? [this !

Q. Eliz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is

Buck. Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the

rest? [presence

Dor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the

But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was
revers'd. [died,

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order

And that a winged Mercury did bear

;

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand
That came too lag to see him buried.

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal.

Nearer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood.

Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did,

And yet go current from suspicion I

Enter Stanley.

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service

done

!

[sorrow.

K. Edw. I pr'ythee, peace: my soul is fuli of

Stan. I will not rise unless your highness hear

me. [quesl'sl.

A'. Edw. Then say at once what is it thou re-

Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's

life ;

Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk.

K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my
brother's death,

And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave?

My brother kill'd no man,—his fault v.as thought.

And yet his punishment was bitter death,
i

Who su'd to me for him ? who, in my wrath,

Kjieel'd at my feet, and hiid me be ad^^s'd ?

Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of

love?

\\Tio told me how the poor soul did forsake

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for nie?

Who told me, in the field at Tcwksbury,
When Oxford had me down, he rescu'd me.
And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king?

Who told me, when we both lay in the field

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me
Even in his garments, and did give himself.

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ?

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath

Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you

Had so much grace to put it in my mind.

But when your carters or your waiting-vas&ils

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd

The precious image of our dear Redeemer,

You straight are on your knees for pardon.

pardon ;

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you :

—

But for my brother not a man would speak,—
Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself

For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all

Have been beholden to liim in his life ;

Yet none of you would once beg for his life.

—

O God, I fear thy justice will take hold

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, fcjr this

!

Come, Hastings, help me to my closet.

Ah, poor Clarence

!

{Exeunt Kin'G, Queen, Hast., Riv.,

DOK.., aW^CiREY.
Glo. This is the fruit of rashness !—Mark'd

you not

How that the guilty kindred of the queen
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Look'd pale when they did hear of Clarence'

death?

O, they did urge it still unto the king

!

God will revenge it.—Come, lords, will you go
To comfort Edward with our company?

B:uk. We wait upon your grace. \^Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another Room in the Palace.

Entsr the DucHESS OF York, ivilh a Son and
Daiigliter i?/ Clarence.

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father

dead ?

D:(ch. No, boy. [your breast,

Daugh. Why do you weep so oft, and beat

Anl cry, O Clarence, my unhappy son!
Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your

head.

And call us orphans, wretches, castaways,

If that our noble father be alive? [both;
Diuh. M) pretty cousins, you mistake me

I do lament the sickness of the king.

As loth to lose him, not your father's death

;

It were lost sorrow to wail one that 's lost.

Son. Then you conclude, my grandam, he is

dead.

The king mine uncle is to blame for this:

G'.d will revenge it; whom I will importune
With earnest prayers all to that effect.

Daugh. And so will I.

Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth
love you well

:

Incapable and shallow innocents, [death.

You cannot guess who caus'd your father's

Son. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle

Gloster

Told me, tlie king, provok'd to it by the queen,
Devis'd impeachments to imprison him :

And when my uncle told me so, he wept,
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek;
Bade me rely on him as on my father.

And he would love me dearly as his child.

Ditch, Ah, that deceit should steal such
gentle shape,

And with a virtuous visard hide deep vice

!

He is my son ; ay, and therein my shame

;

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble,
grandam?

Ditch. Ay, boy. [this?

So7i„ I cannot think it.—Hark ! what noise is

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly

;

Rivers and Dorset folio-win^ her.

Q. Eliz. Ah, who shall hinder me to wail

and weep,
To chide my fortune, and torment myself?

4
'11 join with black despair against my soul,

And to myself become an oriv^my. [patience?
Diich. What means this scene of rtide im-

Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence :—
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead.

—

Why grow the l)ranches when the root is gone?
Why wither not the leaves that want their sap?

—

If you will live, lament ; if die, oe brief.

That our swift-winged souls may catch the
king's;

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. [row

Dnch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sor-

As I had title in thy noble husband!
I have bewept a worthy husband's death.
And liv'd by looking on his images:
But now two mirrors of his princely semblance
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death.

And I for comfort have but one false glass,

That grieves me when I see my shame in him.
Thou art a Vi'idow

; yet thou art a mother.
And hast the comfort of thy children left

:

But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine
arms, [hands,

—

And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble

C'arence and Edward. O, what cause have I,

—

Thine being but a moiety of my moan,

—

To overgo thy woes and drown thy cries?

Son. Ah, aunt, you wept not for our father's

death

!

How can we aid you with our kindred tears?

Daugh. Our fatherless distress v.-as left un-
moan'd.

Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept

!

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation

;

I am not barren to bring forth complaints:
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes.

That I, being govern'd by the watery moon.
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the

world I

Ah for my husband, for my dear Lord Edward !

Chil. Ah for our father, for our dear Lord
Clarence

!

[Clarence

!

Duch. Alas for both, both mine, Edward and
Q. Eliz. What stay had I but Edward? and

he 's gone. [he 's gone.
Chil. WTiat stay had we but Clarence? and
Duch. What stays had I but they? and they

are gone.

Q. Eliz. Was never widow had so dear a loss

!

Chil. Were never orphans had so dear a loss

!

Duch. Was never mother had so dear a loss I

Alas, I am the mother of these griefs 1

Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I

;

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she

:

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I

}
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I for an Edward weep, so do not they:—
Alas, )ou three, on me, threefold diatrcss'd,

Four all your tears! I am your sorrow"; nurse.

And I will pani[jer it with lamenlalion.

Dor, Comfort, dear mother: God is much
displeas'd

That you take v.ii'i unthankfulness iiis doing:
In common worhlly things 'tis call'd ungrateful,

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt
Whic!i with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;

Much more to be thus opposite with heaverv
For it requires the royal debt it lent you.

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful

mother, [for him

;

Of the young prince your son: send straight

Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives

:

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward'sgrave,
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne.

Enter Glostkk, Buckingham, Stanley,
Hastings, Ratcliff, and others,

do. Sister, have comfort: all of us have
cause

To wail the dimming of our shining star;

But none can cure their harms by wailing

them.

—

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy;
I did not see your grace :—humbly on my knee
I crave your blessing. [thy breast,

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meekness in

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty

!

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old

man !—
That is the butt end of a mother's blessing;

I marvel that her grace did leave it out. \_Asidc.

Buck. You cloudy princes and heart-sorrow-
ing peers.

That bear this heavy mutual load of moan,
Now cheer each other in each other's love

:

Though we have spent our harvest of this king.
We are to reap the harvest of his son.

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts,

But lately splinter'd, knit, and join'd togetlier,

Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, and kept

:

Me seemeth good that, with some little train,

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fet

Hither to London, to be crown'd our king.

Riv. Wliy with some little train, my Lord
of Buckingham?

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude,

The new-heal'd wound of malice should break
out;

Which would be so much the more dangerous

By how much the estate is green and yet un-

govern'd

:

Where every horse bears his commanding rein,

And may direct his course as please himself,

As v.'cU the fear of harm as harm apparent.

In my opinion, ouglit to be prevented. [us;

Glo. I hope the king made peace with all of

And the compact is firm and true in mc.
Riv. And so m me; and so, I think, in clI:

Vet, since it is but green, it should be put
To no apparent likelihood of breach,

Which haply by much company might be urg'd:

Therefore I say with noble Buckingliain,

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince-

Hast. And so say I.

Glo. Then be it so ; and go we to determine
Who they shall be that straight shall post to

Ludlow.
Madam,—and you, my mother,— will you go
To gi>i'e your censures in this business?

[Exeunt all but Buck, and Gi^o.

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the

prince.

For God's sake, let not us two stay at home

;

For by the way I '11 sort occasion.

As index to the story we late talk'd of.

To part the queen's proud kindred from the

prince.

Glo. My other self, my counsel's consistory.

My oracle, my prophet !—my dear cousin,

I, as a child, will go by thy direction.

Toward Ludlow then, for we '11 not stay behind.

[Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

London. A Street.

Enter two Citizens, meeting.

1 Cit. Good-morrow, neighbour: whithei

away so fast ?

2 Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know myself:

Hear you the news abroad?
1 Cit. Ves,—that the king is dead.

2 Cit. Ill news, by 'r lady; seldom comes the

better:

I fear, I fear 'twill prove a giddy world.

Enter a third Citizen.

3 Cit. Neighbours, God speed !

1 Cit. Give you good-morrow, sir.

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good King Ed-
ward's death ? [while !

2 Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true; God help, the

3 Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous

world.

1 Cit. No, no ; by God's good grace, his son

shall reign. [a child!

3 Cit, Woe to that land that 's govern'd by

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government,
Which, in his nonage, council under him,

And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself.

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern welL
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1 at. Sostoodlliestate when Henry the Sixih

Was ciown'd in Paris but at nine months old.

3 at. Stood the state so? No, no, good
friends, God wot

;

For then this land was famously cnrich'd

With politic grave counsel ; then the king

Had virtuous uncles to protect liis grace.

1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father

and mother.

3 Cil. Betterit weretheyall caniebyhisfather,

Or by his father there were none at all ;

For emulation now, who shall be nearest,

W'ill touch us all too near if God prevent not.

O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloster

!

And the queen's sons and brothers haught and
proud :

And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule,

This sickly land might solace as before.

1 at. Come, come, we fear theworst ; all will

be well.

3 at. When clouds are seen, wise men put

on their cloaks
;

"When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ;

When the sun sets, who doth not look for

night ?

"Untimely storms make men expect a dearth.

All may be well ; but, if God sort it so,

'Tis more than we deserve or I expect.

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear

:

You cannot reason almost with a man
That looks not heavily and full of dread.

3C?V. Before the days of change, still is it so :

By a divine instinct men's minds mistrust

Ensuing danger ; as, by proof, we see

The water swell before a boisterous storm.

But leave it all to God.—Whither away?
2 at. Marry, we were sent for to the justices.

3 Cit, And so was I : I '11 bear you company.
YExeiiut.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter the Archbishop oi' York, the youiii^

Duke of York, Queen Elizabeth, and
the Duchess of York.

Arch. Last night, I hear, they at Northamp-
ton lay ;

And at Stony-Stratford will they be to-night

:

To-morrow or next day they will be here.

Duck. I long with all my heart to see the

prince :

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him.

Q. Eliz. But I hear no; they say my son of
York

Has almost overta'en iilm in his growth.
"" York. Ay ,mother ; but I would not have it so.

Diuh. Why, my young cousin ? it is good to

grow. [supper,
York. Grandam, one night, as "^C did 2it at

My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow
More than my brother: Ay, quoth my uncle

Gloster, \apace:
Sinali herbs hare grace, great -weeds do g7-ow
And since, methinks, I w'ould not grow so fast.

Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make
haste. [not hold

Duck. Good faith, good faith, the saying did
In him that did object the same to thee :

He was the wretched'st thing wlien he was
young.

So long a growing, and so leisurely.

That, if his rule were true, he sliould fie gracious.
Arch. And so no doubt he is, my gracious

madam.
Duck. I hope he is ; but yet let mothers doubt.
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been re-

member'd,
I could have given my uncle's grace a flout,

Totouch his growth nearcrthan hetouch'd mine.
Duck. How, my young York? I pr'ythee, let

me hear it.

York. Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old:

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.

Duck. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee
this?

York. Grandam, his nurse. [wast born.

Duck. His nurse ! why she was dead ere thou
York. If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who

told me. [shrewd.

Q. Eliz. A parlous boy :—go to, you are too
Arck. Good madam, be not angry with the

child.

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears.

Arch. Here comes a messenger.

Enter a Messenger.

What news? [report.

l\Iess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to

Q. Eliz. How doth the prince?
Mess. Well, madam, and in health.

Duck. What is thy new s ?

Mess. Lord Rivers and Loul Grey are sent

to Pom fret,

With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

Dtich. Who hath committed them ?

I^Iess. The mighty dukes
Gloster and Buckingham.

Q. Eliz. For what offence?

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos'd;

Why or for what the nobles were committed
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady.
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Q. F./i'z. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house !

The tiger now haih seiz'd the gentle hind

;

Insulting tyranny begins to jet

Upon the innocent and awless throne:

—

Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre !

I see, as in a map, the end of all. [days

Duch. Accurs'd and untjuiet wrangliiig

How many of you have mine eyes beheld ?

My husband lost his life to get the crown ;

And often up and down my sons were toss'd.

For me to joy and weep their gain and loss : -

And being seated, and domestic broils

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors,

^.lake war upon themselves ; brother to brother,

Blood to blood, self against self:—O, preposter-

ous

And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen ;

Or let me die, to look on death no more !

Q. EUz. Come, come, my boy ; we will to

sanctuary.

—

Madam, farewell.

Duch. Stay, I will go with you.

Q. Eliz. You have no cause.

Arch. My gracious lady, go.

[71? the Queen.
And thither bear your treasure and your goods.

For my part, I '11 resign unto your grace

The seal I keep; and so betide to me
As well I tender you and all of yours

!

Come, I '11 conduct you to the sanctuary.

\_Exennt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

London. A Street.

The trumpets sound. Enter the Prince of
Wales, Gloster, Buckingh.'VM, Catesby,
Cardinal Bouchier, and others.

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to

your chamber.
Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' sove-

reign :

The weary way hath made yon melancholy.
Pritice. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way

Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy:
I want more uncles here to welcome me.

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of

your years

Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit:

No more can you distinguish of a man
Than of liis outward show; which, God he

knows,
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart.

Those uncles which you want v/ere dangerous

;

.Your grace attended to their sugai-'d words,

But look'd not on the poison of iheir hearts

:

God keep you from them, and from such false

friends

!

Prifue. God keep me from false friends I but
they were none. [greet you.

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to

Enter the Lord Mayor and his Train.

Mav. God bless your grace with health and
happy days !

Prince. I thank you, good my lord ;—and
thank you all. {Exeunt Mayor, <^c.

I thought my mother and my brother V'ork

Would long ere this have met us on the way:
Fie, what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not
To tell us whether they will come or no !

Bitck. And, in good time, here comes the
sweating lord.

Enter Hastincs.

Prince. Welcome, my lord: what, will our
mother come?

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I,

Tlie queen your mother and your brother York
I lave taken sanctuary : the tender prince

Would fainhavecome with me to meet yourgrace,
But by his mother was perforce withheld.

Buck. Fie, what an indirect and peevish course

Is this of hers ?—Lord cardinal, wiii your grace

I'ersuade the queen to send the Duke of York
Unto his princely brother presently?

If she deny. Lord ILislings, go with him,
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce.

Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak
oratory

Can from his mother win the Duke of York,
Anon expect him here; but if she be obdurate
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid

We should infringe the holy privilege

Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land

Would I be guilty of so great a sin. [lord.

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my
Too ceremonious and traditional

:

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age,

You break not sanctuary in seizing him.
The benefit thereof is always granted
Tothosewhosedealingshave deserv'd the place,

And those who have the wit to claim the place :

This princehath neither claim'd it nor deserv'd i t

;

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it ,•

Then, taking him from hence that is not there.

You break no privilege nor charter there.

Oft have I heard of sanctuaiy-men ;

But sanctuary-children ne'er till now.
Card. My lord, you shall o'errule my mind

for once.

—

Come on, Lord Hastings, will you go with me?
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Hast^ I go, my lord.

Pnnce. Good lords, make all the speedy haste

you may. \^Exeiiiit Car. and HAbi

.

Say, imsle Gloster, if our brother come,
^Vhere sliall we sojourn till our coronation ?

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self.

If I may counsel you, some day or two
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower :

Then where you please, and shall be thought
most fit

For your best health and recreation, [place.

—

Pfince. I do not like the Tower, of any
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord ?

Gh. He did, my gracious lord, begin that

place ;

Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified.

Prince. Is it upon record, or else reported

Successively from age to age, he built it ?

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord.

Prince. But say, mylord,itwerenot register'd,

Methinks the truth should live fiom age to age,

As 'tv.ere retail'd to all posterity,

Even to the general all-ending day.
Glo. So wise so young, they say, do never

live long. [Aside.

Prince. WTiat say you, uncle ? [long.

—

Glo. I say, without charac'ers, fame lives

Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity,

I moralize two meanings in one word. [Aside.

Prince. That Julius Ccesar was a famous man ;

With what his valour did enrich his wit.

His wit set down to make his valour live:

Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ;

For now he lives in fame, though not in life.

—

I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham,

—

Buck. What, my gracious lord ?

Priiue. An if I live until I be a man,
I Ml win our ancient right in France again.

Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king.

Glo. Short summers lightly have a fonvard
spring. \Aside^

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the

Duke of \ ork.

Enter VoRK, Hastings, and the Cardinal.

Prince. Richard of York! how fares our
loving brother? [you now.

York. Well, my dread lord; so must I call

Prince. Ay brother,—to our grief, as it is

yours:

Too late he died that might have kept that title,

Which by his death hath lost much majesty.

Glo. How fares our cousin, noble Lord of

York? [lord,

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth

:

The prince my brother hath outgrown me far.

Glo. He hath, my lord.

York. And therefore is he idle?

Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so.

York. Then is he more beholding to you
than I.

Glo. He may command me as my sovereign;
But you have power in me as in a kinsman.

York. I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger.

Glo. My dagger, little cousin? with all my
heart.

Prince. A beggar, brother? [gi^'e;

]'o?-k. Of my kind uncle, that I know will

And being but a toy, which is no grief to give.

Olo. A greater gift than that I'll give my
cousin. [it.

York. A greater gift ! O, that 's the sword to

Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough.
York. O then, I see, you will part but w ilh

light gifts;

In weightier things you '11 say a beggar nay.

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear.

i'ork. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier.

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little

lord? [call me.
York. I would, that I might thank you as you
Glo. How?
York. Little. [in talk:

—

Prince. My Lord of York will still be cross

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear

with me :

—

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me

;

Because that I am little, like an ape,

He thinks that you should bear me on your
shoulders. [reasons!

Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle,

He prettily and aptly taunts himself:

So cunning and so young is wonderful, [along?

Glo. My gracious lord, wil't please to pass

Myself and my good cousin Euckingliam
Will to your mother, to entreat of her

To meet you at llie Tower, and welc<imc you.

York. What, will you go unto the IVv.er, my
lord? [so.

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.
Glo. Why, what should you fear ? [ghost

:

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry
My grandam told me he was murder'd there.

Prince. I fear no uncles dead.

Glo. Nor none that Hve, i hope. [fear.

Prince. An if tliey live, I hope I need not

But come, my lord ; and with a heavy heart,

Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower.
[Sennet. Exeunt Prince, York, Hast.,

Car., a?M? Attendants.
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Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating

York
Was not incensed by his subtle mother

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously?

Glo, No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a parlous

boy;
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable:

He is all the mother's, from the top to toe.

Buck. Well, let ihem rest.—Come hither,

Calesby. [tend

Thou art sworn as deeply to efiect what we in-

As closely to conceal what we impart

:

Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way ;

—

What think'st thou? is it not an easy matter

To make William Lord Hastings of our mind,
For the instalment of this noble duke
In the seat royal of this famous isle? [prince

Cate. He for his father's sake so loves the

That he will not be won to aught against him.

Buck. What think'st thou then of Stanley?

will not he?
Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth.

Buck. Well, then, no more but this: go,

gentle Catesby, [ings

And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord Hast-
How he doth stand affected to our purpose

;

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower,
To sit about the coronation.

If thou dost find him tractable to us.

Encourage hi.n, and tell him all our reasons:

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,

Be thou so too; and so break off the talk,

And give us notice of his inclination:

For we to-morrow hold divided councils,

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd.

Glo. Commend me to Lord William : tell

him, Catesby,

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret Castle

;

And bid my lord, for joy of this good news,
Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more.

Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business

soundly. [I can.

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed
Glo. Sliall we hear from you, Catesby, ere

we sleep?

Cate. You shall, my lord.

Glo. At Crosby Place, there shall you find us

both. {Exit Catesby.
Biuk. Now, my lord, what shall we do if we

perceive

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots?
Glo. Chop off his head, man;—somewhat wc

will do:

—

And look, when I am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and all the movables
Whereof the king my brother was possess'd.

Buck. I Ml claim that promise at your grace's

hand. [kindness.

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all

Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards

We may digest our complots in some form.

{Exeunt.

ScE.N'E II.

—

Before Lord Hastings' House.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, my lord !— {Knocking,

Hast. { Within.'] Who knocks?
Mess. One from the Lord Stanley.

Hast. {Within.] What is 't o'clock?

Mess. Upon the stroke of four.

Enter Hastings.

Hast. Cannot my Lord Stanley sleep these

tedious nights?

Mess. So it appears by that I have to say.

First, he commends him to your noble self.

Hast. What then? [night

Mess. Then certifies your lordship that this

He dreamt the boar had razed off his helm

:

Besides, he says there are two councils held;

And that may be determin'd at the one
^\^lich may make you and him to rue at the

other. [pleasure,

—

Therefore he sends to know your lordship's

If you will presently take horse with him,

.\nd with all speed post with him toward the

north,

To shun the danger that his soul divines.

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord;

Bid him not fear the separated councils

:

His honour and myself are at the one,

And at the other is my good friend Catesby;

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us

Whereof I shall not have intelligence.

Tell him his fears are shallow, without instance:

And for his dreams, I wonder he's so simple

To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers:

To fly the boar before the boar pursues,

Were to incense the boar to follow us.

And make pursuit where he did mean no chase.

Cio, bid thy master rise and come to me;
.\nd we will both together to the Tower,

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us

y kindly.

Mess. I '11 go, my lord, and tell him what

you say. {Exit.

Enter Catespy.

Cate. Many good-morrows to my noble lord !

Hast. Good-morrow, Catesby; you are early

stirring: [sUte?

What news, what news, in this our tottering
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Cats. It is a reeling world indeed, my lord;
And I believe will never stand upright
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm.

Hast. How ! wear the garland ! dost thou
mean the crown?

Cate. Ay, my good lord. [my shoulders
Hast. I '11 have this crown of mine cut from

Before I 'II see the crown so foul misplac'd.

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it?

Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you
forward

Upon his party for the gain thereof:

And thereupon he sends you this good news,

—

Tlrnt this same very day your enemies,
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret.

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news,
Because they have been still my adversaries

:

But that I '11 give my voice on Richard's side,

To bar my master's heirs in true descent,
God knows I will not do it to the death.

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gra-

cious mind

!

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve
month hence,

—

Tliat they who brought me in my master's hate,

I live to look upon their tragedy.
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older,

I '11 send some packing that yet think not on 't.

Cate. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious
lord,

When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it.

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls

it out

With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so 'twill do
With some men else that think themselves as

safe

As thou and I ; who, as thou know'st, are dear
To princely Richard and to Buckingham.

Cate. The princes both make high account of

you,

—

For they account his head upon the bridge.

[AsiWe.
Hast. I know they do; and I have well de-

serv'd it.

Enter STANLEY.

Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear,
man?

Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ?

Stan. My lord, good-morrow ; and good-
morrow, Catesby:

—

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,
I do not like these several councils, I.

Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as you
do yours

;

And never in my days, I do protest,

Was it more precious to me than 'tis now

:

Think you, but that I know our state secure,

I would be so triumphant as I am?
Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode

from London, [sure,

—

Were jocund, and suppos'd their states were
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust;
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercast

!

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt;
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless cov.'ard

!

What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is

spent.

Hast. Come, come, have with you.—Wot yoU
what, my lord?

To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded.
Stan. They, for their truth, might better

wear their beads [hats.

—

Than some that have accus'd them wear their

But come, my lord, let 's away.

Enter a Pursuivant.

Hast. Go on before ; I '11 talk with this good
fellow. [Exeunt Stan, and Cate.

How now, sirrah ! how goes the world with
thee? [ask.

Purs. The better that your lordship please to
Hast. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me

now [meet

:

Than when thou mett'st me last where now we
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen's allies;

But now, I tell thee,—keep it to thyself,

—

This day those enemies are put to death.

And I in better state than e'er I was.
I'urs. God hold it, to your honour's good

content! [xais.

Hast. Gramercy, fellow : there, drink that for

[Throwing him his purse.
Purs. I thank your honour. \Exit,

Enter a Priest.

Pr. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see
your honour.

Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all

my heart.

I am in your debt for your last exercise

;

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.

Enter BUCKINGHAM.

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord cham-
berlain !

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest

;

Your honour hath no shriving-work in hand.
Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy

man,
The men you talk of came into my mind.

—

\\Tiat, go you toward ti.2 Tower?
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Buck. I do, my lord; but long I cannot slay

there

:

I sli;ill return before your lordship thence.

Hait. Nay, hke enough, fox I stay dinner

tliere.

Buck. And supper too, although thou knovv'st

it not. \_Asidc.

Come, will you go?
Hait. I 'II wait upon your lordship.

YExctnit.

Scene III.—Po.MFRET. Before the Castle.

Huter Ratcliff, wilh a Guard, conducting
Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan to execution.

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee

this,—
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die

For truth, for duly, and for loyally. [of you!
Grey. God bless the prince from all the pack

A knot 5'ou are of damned blood-suckers.

Vaugk. You live that shall cry woe for thia

hereafter.

Rcit. Despatch; the limit of your lives is out.

Riv. O Pomfiet, Pomfret! O thou bloody
prison,

Fatal and ominous to noble peers!
Wilhin the guilty closure of thy walls

Richard the Second here was hack'd to death:
And, for more slar.der to thy dismal scat,

We give thee up oui guiltless blood to drink.

Grey. Nov/ Margaret's curse is fallen upon
our heads,

When she cxclaim'd on Hastings, you, and I,

For standing by when Ric'aard stabb'd her son.

Riv. Then curs'd she Richard, then curs'd she
Buckingham,

Then curs'd she Hastings:—O, remember, God,
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us

!

And for my sister and her princely sons.

Be satisjiod, dear God. '.vith our true blood,
'VM:ich5 r.s thou knovv'st. unjustly must be spilt!

Rat. Blaku haste; tho hour of death is e.x-

piatc.

Riv. Come, Grey,—come, Vaughan,—let as
liere embrace

:

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven.

\_Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. A Room in the Tower.

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the

Bishop 03? Ely, Ratcliff, Lovel, and
others., siii^ag at a tabic: Officers of the

Council attending.

Hzst. Now, noble peers, the cause v/hy we
are met

Is to determine of the coronation.

In God's name, speak,—when is the royal day?
Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time?
Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination.
Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day.

Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind
herein ?

Wlio is most inward with the noble duke ?

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest

know his mind'.

Biuk. We know each other's faces : for our
hearts,

He knows no more of mine than I of yours
;

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine. —
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love.

Hast. I thank his grace, I know lie loves me
well

;

But for his purpose in the coronation

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver'd

His gracious pleasure any way therein :

But you, my noble lords, may name the lime ;

.And in the du!:e's behalf I '11 give my voice,

Which, I presume, he '11 take in gentle part.

Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke
himself.

Enter Gloster.

Glo. My noble lords and cousins all, good-
morrow.

I have been long a sleeper ; but I trust

My absence doth neglect no great design

Vv'hich by my presence might have been con-

cluded.

Dnck. Had you not come upon your cue, my
lord, [part,—

William Lord Hastings had pronounc'd your

i mean, your voice,—for crowning of the liing.

Glo. Than my Lord Hastings no man might
be bolder ; [vrell.

—

His lordship knows me well, and loves me
Jkly lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn
I saw good itrawberres in your garden there

:

I do beseech you send for some of them.

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my
heart. \Exit.

Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you.

[ TaJus him aside.

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business.

And finds the testy gentleman so hot

i'h.at he will lose his head ere give consent

His master's child, as worshipfuily he terms it,

Shall lose the royalty of England's throne.

Buck. Withdraw yourselfawhile ; I'll go with

you. [.C'x^ww/ Glo. c«^/ Buck.
Stan. Wo have not yet set down this day of

triumph.

To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden;
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For I myself am not so well pro\-ided
As else I would b.«, were the day prolong'd.

Re-enter Bishop of Ely.

Ely. Where is my lord the Duke of Gloster?
I have sent for these strawberries.

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth
this morning

;

There's some conceit or other likes him well
\i/hen that he hidsgood-morrow with such spirit.

1 think there's ne'er a man in Christendom
Can lesser hide his love or hate than he ;

For by his face straight shall you know his heart.
Stan. Wiat of his heart perceive you in his

face

By any livelihood he showed to-day ?

Hast. Marr}', that with no man here he is

offended ;

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks.

Re-enter Glostcr and Buckingham.

Glo. I pray you all, tellme what they deserve
Tiiat do conspire my death with devilish plots
0( damned witchcraft, and that have prevaiTd
Upon my body with tiieir hellish charms ?

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, mv
lord.

Makes me most forward in this p.incely presence
To doom the offenders : whosoe'er they be,
1 say, my lord, they have deserved death.

Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their

evil :

Look how I am bewitch'd : behold, mine arm
Is, like a blasted sapling, v/i'.her'd up :

And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch,
Consorted with that harlot-strumpet Shore,
That by their witchcraft thus have marked ine.

Hast. If they have done this deed, my.^oMc
I'^rd,— [pet,

Glo. If! thou protector of this damned stnu!)-
Tclk'st thou to me of ifs .?—Thou art a traitor :—
O.T with his head !—now, by Saint Taul I swear,
I will not dine until I sec the same.—
Lovel and Ratcliff :—look that it be done :—
The rest, that love me, rise and follow me.
[Exeunt allexcept II xy.t. , Lov. , and Ratcliff.

Hast. Woe, woe, for England ! not a vhit
for me ;

For I, too fond, might have prevented this.

Stanley did dream the boc.r did raze his helm
;

And I did scorn it, and disdain to fly.

Tliree times to-day lay foot-cloth horse did

itumble.

And stared, when he look'd upon the Tower,
As loth to bear me to tho slaughter-house.

O, now I need the priest that spalcc to me :

I now repent I told the pursuivant.
As too triumphing, how mine enemies
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher-d,
And I myself secure in grace and favour.

Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched' head.

Rat. Ccme, come, despatch ; the duke would
be at dinner

:

Make a short shrift ; he longs to sec your lie.id.

Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men,
\Miich we more hunt for than the grace of God

!

Who builds his hope in air of your f^ood looks.
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mastj
Ready, with eveiy nod, to tumble down
Into the fatal bov.-els of the deep.

Lov. Come, come, despatch ; 'tis bootless to
exclaim. [land I

Hast. O bloody Richard !—miserable Eng-
1 prophesy the fearfuU'st time to thee
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon.

—

Come, lead me to the block ; bear him my head:
They smile at me who shortly shall be dead.

{Eiiunt,

ScEXC v.—LoiJtON. The Tower JVaJls.

Enter Gloster and Buckingham in rusty
criHour, marvelloi's iU-favotircd.

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake and
change thy colour,

Murder thy breath in middle of a word.
And then again begin, and stop again.
As if thou vv'cn distraught and mad with terror?

Buik. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep
tragedian ;

Speak and look back, and pry on every .side,

Tremble and start at wagging of a straw.
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks
Are at my service, like etiforced smiles ;

And both are ready in their offices.

At any time, to grace my stratagems.
But what, \z Catesby gone ? [along.

Glo. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor

Enter the Lord Mayor a7zd CATRScy.

B::ck. Lore! inayor,

—

Gla. Look to the dravv'bridge there !

Btick. Kark 1 s. drum.
Glo. Catesbj', o'erlcok the walls.

Buck. Lord iviayor, the reason we have sent,—
Glo. Look back, defend thee,—here are

enemies.
Buck. God and our innocency defend and

guard us !
[Lunlt,

Glo. Be patient, they are friends,—Ratciiriaud.
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Enter Loviu. and Raicli.t, ivich Hastings'
head.

Lov. Here is the head of ihat ij^noble traitor,

The dangerous and unsuspected 1 lastings.

Glo, So dear I lov'd the man that I must

weep.
I took liim for the plainest harmless creature

That brcath'd upon the earth a Christian ;

Made him my boolc, wherein my soul recorded-

The hijtory of all her secret thoughts :

So snioot n lie dj.ub'd his vice with show of virtue

That, his a,[)parcnt open guilt omitted,

—

I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife,

—

He liv'd from all attainder of suspect.

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st

sheller'd traitor

That ever liv'd.

—

Would you imagine, or almost believe,

—

V/ere 't not that by great preservation

We live to tell it you,—the subtle traitor

This day had plotted, in tb.e council-house,

To murder mc and my good Lord of Glf)Ster !

I\Iay. Had he done so? [lldcls ?

do. What ! think you we are Turks or In-

Of that we would, against the form of law,

Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death,

But that the extreme peril of the case.

The peace of England and our persons' safely,

Enforc'd us to this execution ?

May. Now, fair befall you! he deserv'd his

death

;

[ceeded,

And your good graces both have well pro-

To warn false traitors from the like attempts.

I never look'd for better at his hands
After he once fell in with IMistress Shore, [die

Bicck. Vet had we not deterniin'd he should

Until your lordship came to see his end ;

Which now the loving haste of these our friends,

Somelhingagainstour meaning, hath prevented :

Because, my lord, we vvo'.ild have had you heard
The traitor speak, and timorously confess

The manner and the purpose of his treasons ;

That you might well have signified the same
Unto the citizens, who haply may
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death.

JSIay. But, my good lord, your grace's word
shall serve

As well as I had seen, and heard him speak :

And do not doubt, right noble princes both.

But I '11 acquaint our duteous citizens

With all your just proceedings in this case.

do. And to that end we wish'd your lordship

here,

To avoid the censures of the carping world.
Buck. But since you come too late of our in-

tent.

Yet witnesi what you hear we did intend :

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell,

\^Exit Lord Mayor.
do. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all

post:

—

There, at your meetest vantage of the time,

Infer the bastardy of Edward's children:

Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen,

Only for saying he would make his son
I Icir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house,

Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so.

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury,

And bestial appetite in change of lust ; [wives.

Which stretch'd unto their servants, daughters.

Even where his raging eye or savage heart,

Without control, listed to make a prey.

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my per-

son:

—

[child

Tell them, when that my mother went with

Of that insatiate Edward, noble York,

My princely father, then had wars in France;
And, by true computation of the time,

Found that the issue was not his begot;

Which well appeared in his lineaments.

Being nothing like the noble duke my father:

\'et touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off;

Because, my lord, you know my mother lives.

Buck. Doubt not, my lord, I '11 play the orator

.\s if the golden plea for w hich I plead

Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu.

do. If you thrive well, bring them to Bay-

nard's Castle;

Where you shall find me well accompanied

With reverend fathers and well learned bishops.

Buck. I go ; and towards three or four o'clock

Look for the news that the Guildhall afi'ords.

\_Exit.

do. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor
Shaw.— [both

Go thou \(o Cate.1 to Friar Penker ;—bid them
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's Castle.

[Exeu7ii Lov. and Cate.
Now will I in, to take s')me orivv order

To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight

;

And to give notice that no manner of person

Have any time recourse unto the princes. [Exit,

Scene YI.—London. A Street.

Enter a Scrivener.

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good
Lord Hastings;

Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd,

That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's.

And mark how well the sequel hangs to-

gether:

—
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Eleven hours I have spent to write it over,

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me;
The precedent was full as long a-doing

:

And yet within these five hours Hastings liv'd,

Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty.

Here 's a good world the while ! Who is so gross

That cannot see this palpable device

!

Yet who so bold but says he sees it not 1

Bad is the world ; and all will come to naught

When such ill dealing must be seen in thought.

{Exit.

Scene VH.—London. Court of Baynards

Castle.

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, meeting.

Glo. How now, how now ! what say the

citizens?

Buck. Now, by the holy mother of our Lord,

The citizens are mum, say not a word.

Glo. Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's
children? [Lucy,

Buck. I did ; with his contract with Lady
And his contract by deputy in France

;

The insatiate greediness of his desires,

And his enforcement of the city wives

;

His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy,

—

As being got, your father then in FVance,

And his resemblance, being not like the duke:
Withal I did infer your lineaments,

—

Being the right idea of your father.

Both In your form and nobleness of mind;
Laid open all your victoriej in Scotland,

Vour discipline in war, wisdom in peace.

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility;

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpose

Uatouch'd or slightly handled in discourse:

And when my oratory drew toward end
I bid them that did love their country's good
Cry, God save Richard, England's royal king!

Glo. And did they so? [word;
Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a

But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones,

Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale.

Which when I saw, I reprehended them

;

And ask'd the mayor what meant this wilful

silence:

His answer was,—the people were not us'd

To be spoke to but by the recorder.

Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again,

—

Thus saith the duke, thtis hath the duke infer?'d;
But nothing spoke in warrant from himself.

Wlien he had done, some followers of mine own,
At lower end of the hall, htirl'd up their caps.

And some ten voices cried, God save King
Richard!

And thus I took the vantage of those few,

—

Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I;
This general applause and cheerful shout
Argues your wisdom andyour love to Richard:
And even here brake off and came away.

Glo. What tongueless blocks were they!
would they not speak? [come?

Will not the mayor, then, and his brethren.
Buck. The mayor is here at hand. Intend

some fear

;

Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit:

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand.
And stand between two churchmen, good my

lord;

For on that ground I '11 make a holy descant

:

And be not easily won to our requests ; [it.

Play the maid's part,— still answer nay, and take
Glo. I go ; and if you plead as well for them

As I can say nay to thee for myself,

No doubt we bring it to a happy issue.

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor
knocks. [Exit Gloster.

Enter the 'Lord Mayor, Aldermen, a«^ Citizens.

Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here;
I think the duke will not be spoke withal.

Enter, from the Castle, Catesby.

Now, Catesby,—what says your lord to my
request? [lord,

Cate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble
To visit him to-morrow or next day

;

He is within, with two right reverend fathers.

Divinely bent to meditation :

And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd.
To draw him from his holy exercise. [duke;

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious

Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen,
In deep designs, in matter of great moment.
No less importing than our general good,
Arecome to have someconference with his grace.

Cate. I '11 signify so much unto him straight.

{Exit.

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an
Edward 1

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed,

But on his knees at meditation;

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans.

But meditating with two deep divines;

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body,

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul

:

Happy were England would this virtuous prince

Take on himself the sovereignty thereof:

But, sure, I fear, we shall not win him to it.

May. Marry, God defend his grace should

say us nay

!

[again.

Buck. I fear he will. Here Catesby come*



69S -KING RICHARD III. [act uir-

Re-entcr Catesbv.

Now, Catesby, what says his grace?

Caie. He wonders to what end you have as-

sembled
Such troops of citizens to come to him :

His grace not being warn'd thereof before,

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him.

Buck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should

Suspect me, that I mean no good to him:
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love

;

And so once more return and tell his grace.

\^Exit Catesby.
When holy and devout religious men
Are at their beads, 'tis much to draw them

thence,

—

So sweet is zealous contemplation.

Enter Gloster, in a Gallery above, between
two Bishops. Catesby returns.

May. See, where his grace stands 'tween two
clcigymen I [prince,

Btuk. Two props of virtue for a Christian

To stay him from the fall of vanity

:

And, see, a book of prayer in his- hand,

—

True ornament to know a holy man.

—

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince.

Lend favourable ear to our requests;

And pardon us the interruption

Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal.

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology

:

I rather do beseech you pardon me,
Who, earnest in the service of my God,
Deferr'd the visitation of my friends. [sure?

But, leaving this, what is your grace's plea-

Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God
above,

And all good men of this ungovern'd isle.

Glo. I do suspect I have done some offence

That seems disgracious in the city's eye;

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.

Buck. You have, my lord: would it might
please your grace.

On our entreaties, to amend your fault

!

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian

land ? [resign

Buck. Know, then, it is your fliult that you
The supreme seat, tlie throne majcstical.

The scepter'd oftice of your ancestors.

Your state of fortune and your due of birth.

The lineal glory of your royal house.

To the corruption of a blemish'd stock

:

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy

thoughts,

—

Which here v/e waken to our countr}''s good,

—

This noble isle doth want her proper limbs;
Her lace defac'd with scars of infamy,

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants.

And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf

Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion.

Which to recure, we heartily solicit

Your gracious self to take on you tht^ charge
And kingly government of this your land ;

—

Not as protector, steward, substitute.

Or lowly factor for another's gain ;

But as successively, from blood to blood,

Your right of birth, your emper}', your own
For this, consorted with the citizens

Your very wosrhipfiil and loving friends,

And, by their vehement instigation.

In this just suit r ^me I to move your grace.

Glo. I c-nnot t:;ll if to depart in silence

Or bitterly to speak in your reproof
Best fitteth my degree or your condition:

If not to answer, you might haply think

Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded

To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty,

Which fondly you v.ould here impose on me

;

If to reprove you for this suit of yours,

So S'-son'd with your faithful love to me.
Then, on the other side, I check'd my friends.

Therefore,—to speak, and to avoid the first.

And then, in sp)eaking, not to incur the last,

—

Definitively thus I answer you.

Your love deserves my thanks : but my desert

Unmeritable shuns your high request.

First, if all obstacles were cut away.
And that my path wer^ even to the crown.
As the ripe revenue and due of birth.

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit.

So mighty and so many my defects, [ness,

—

That I would rather hide me from my great-

Being a bark to brook no mighty sea,

—

Than in my greatness covet to be hid,

And in the vapour of my glorj' smother'd.

But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me,

—

And much I need to help you, were there

need ;

—

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit.

Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time.

Will well become the seat of majesty.

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign.

On him I lay that you would lay on me,

—

The right and fortune of his happy stars

;

Which God defend that I should wring from

him

!

[grace

;

Buck. Lly lord, this argues conscience in your

But the respects thereof are nice and trivial.

All circumstances well considered.

You say that Edward is your brotlier's son:

So say we too, but not by Exiward's wife ;

For first was he contract to Lady Lucy,

—

Your mother lives a witness to his vow,—
And afterward by substitute betrolh'd
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To Bona, sister to the King of France.
These bolh put oiT, a poor petitioner,

A care-craz'd mother to a many sons,

A beauty-waning and distressed widow,
Even in the afteinoon of her best days,
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye,
Seduc'd the pitch and height of his degree
To base declension and loath'd bigamy

:

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got
This Edward, whom our mannerscallthe prince.

J\Iore bitterly could I expostulate,

Save that, for reverence to some alive,

I give a sparing limit to my tongue.

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self

This profTer'd benefit of dignity

;

If not to bless us and the land withal.

Vet to draw forth your noble ancestry
From the corruption of aljusing lime
Unto a lineal tine-derived course. [you.

I\/ay. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this profTer'd

love. [suit

!

Cale. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful

Ch. Alas, why would you heap those cares

on me?
I am unfit for state and majesty:

—

I do beseech you, take it not amiss

;

I cannot nor I will not yield to you.
Buck, If you refuse it,—as, in love and zeal.

Loth to depose the child, your brother's son

—

As well we know your tenderness of heart,

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse,
Vv'hich we have noted in you to your kindred,
And equally, indeed, to all estates,

—

Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no,
Your brother's son shall never reign our king

;

But we will plant some other in the throne.
To the disgrace and downfall of your house

:

And in this resolution here we leave you.

—

Come, citizens, we will entreat no more.
[Exeuni Buck., the Mayor aitd Citizens

retiring.

Cate. Call them again, sweet prince, accept
their suit

:

If you deny them, all the land will nie it.

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares?
Call them again.

[Gate, goes to tlie Mayor, &"c., and then exit.

I am not made of stone,

But penetrable to your kind entreaties.

Albeit against my conscience and my souL

Re-enter Buckingham and Catesby, the

Mayor, <Vf., comingforward.

Cousin of Bucldngbam,—and sage, grave men,

I

Since you will buckle fortune on my back,
- To bear; her burden, whe'r I will or no,

I must have patience to endure the load

:

But if black scandal or foul-fac'd reproach
Attend the sequel of your imposition.
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me
From all the impure blots and stains thereof;
For God he knows, and you may partly see.

How far I am from the desire of this, [say it.

Alay. God bless your gi-ace! we see it, and will

do. In saying so, you shall but say the truth.
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal

title,—

Long live King Richard, England's worthyking!
AH. Amen. [crown'd?
Biuk. To-morrow may it please you to be
Glo. Even when you please, for you will have

it so.

Buck, To-morrow, then, we will attend your
grace

:

And so, most joyfully, we take our leave.

Glo. Come, let us to cur holy work again.

—

[ To the Bishops.
Farewell, my cousin ;—farewell, gentle friends.

\_Exeunt,

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

London. Before the Tower.

Enter, on one side, QuEEN Eliz.vbeth, Duch-
ess OF York, and Marquis of Dorset ; on
the other, Anne Duchess of Gloster,
hading Lady Margaret Plantagenet,
Clarence's young Daughter.

Duch. Who meets us here?—my niece Plan-

tagenet

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster?

Now, for my life, she's wandering to the Tower,
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender

princes.

—

Daughter, well met.

Anne. God give your graces both
A happy and a joyful time of day ! [awa) ?

Q. Eliz. As much to yoii, good sister! "VMiithei

Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as 1

guess.

Upon the like devotion as yourselves,

To gratulate the gentle princes there.

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks: we'll enteral!

together:

—

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes.

Enter Brakenbdky.

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave,

How doth the prince, and my young son ofYork?
Brak, Right well, dear madam. By yom

patience,
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I may not suffer you to visit them

;

The king has strictly charg'd the contrary.

Q. Eliz. The king! who's that?

Brak. I mean the lord protector.

Q. Eliz. The lord protect him from that

kingly title

!

Math he set bounds between their love and me?
I am their mother ; who shall bar me from them ?

Duck. I am their father's mother ; I will see

them. [mother

:

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their

Then bring me to their sights; I'll bear thy

blame,
And take thy office from thee, on my fjeril.

Brak. No, madam, no,—I may not leave it so:

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me.
{Exii.

Enter Stanley.

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour
hence.

And I '11 salute your grace of York as mother
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens.

—

Come, madam, you must straight to West-
minster,

[To the Duchess of Gloster.
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen.

Q. Eliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder, [beat,

That my pent heart may have some scope to

Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news!
Anne. Despiteful tidings! Ounpleasingnews!
Dor, Be of good cheer : mother, how fare;

your grace ? [gone !

Q. Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels

;

Thy mother's name is ommous to children.

If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell

:

Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house,

Lest thou increase the number of the dead;
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse,

Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen.
Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel,

madam.

—

Take all the swift advantage of the hours ;

You shall have letters from me to my son
In your behalf, to meet you on the way:
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay.
Duck. O ill-dispersing wind of misery!—

O my accursed womb, the bed of death I

A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world,
Whose unavoided eye is murderous. [sent.

Stan. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste was
Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go.

—

O, would to God that the inclusive verge
Qf golden metal that must round my brow
We e red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain 1

Anointed let me be with deadly venom.
And die ere men can say God save the Queen!

Q. Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy
glory;

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm.
Anne. No, v/hy ?—When he that is my hus-

band now
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's corse ;

When scarce the blood was well wash'd from his

hands
Which issu'd from my other angel husband,
And that dead saint which then I weeping

follow'd
;

O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard's face.

This was my wish,

—

Be thou, quoth I, accur^d
For making me, so young, so old a -jjidow !

And when thou wedd'st, let sorrow haunt thy
bed;

And be thy wife,—if any be so mad,—
More miserable by the life of thee [death I

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's

Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again,

Withio so small n time, my woman's heart

Grossly grew captive to his honey words,

And prov'd the subject of mine own soul's

curse,

—

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest

;

I'or never yet one hour in his bed

Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep,

3rt ".ilh his timorous dreams was still awak'd.

Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick

;

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of nie.

Q. Eliz. Poer heart, adieu ! I pity thy com-
plaining.

Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn
for yours. [glory 1

Q. Eliz. Farewell, thou woeful welcomer of

Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy leave

ofit !

Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good for-

tune guide thee !

—

[ To Dorset.
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend

thee!

—

[Zi? Anne.
Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess

thee I [ To Queen Elizabeth.
I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me !

Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen,

And each hour'sjoy wreck'dwith a week ofteen.

Q. Eliz. Stay yet, look back with me unto

the Tower.

—

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes,

Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls I

Rough cradle for such little pretty ones !

Rude ragged nurse, old sullen pla}'fellow

For tender princes, use my babies well !

So foolish sorrow bids your stonos farewell.

\Examt.
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Scene II.—London. A Room of State in the

Palace,

Flourish oftrumpets. RiCHARD, as Ki^ig, upon
histhrone ; Buckingham, Catesby, a Page,
and ethers.

K. Rich. Stand all apart.—Cousin of Buck-
ingham,

—

Buck. My gracious sovereign ?

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by
thy advice

And thy assistance, is King Richard seated :

—

But shall we wear these glories for a day ?

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ?

Bitck. Still live they, and for ever let them
last !

K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the
touch.

To try if thou be current gold indeed :

—

Young Edward lives;—think now what I would
speak.

Buck. Say on, my loving lord.

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would
be king. [liege.

Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned
K. Rich. Ila ! am I king? 'tis so: but Ed-

ward lives.

Buck. True, noble prince.
-v. Rich. O bitter consequence,

That Edward still should live,—true, noble
prince !

—

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull :

—

Shall I be plain ?— I wish the bastards dead
;

And I would have it suddenly perform'd.
Whatsay'st thou now? speak suddenly, be brief.
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure.
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kind-

ness freezes :

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die?
Btick.G'we: me some little breath, some pause,

dear lord,

Before I positively speak in this

:

I will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit.
Gate. The king is angry : see, he gnaws his

^

.lip-
. [Aside.

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted
fools [Descendsfrom his throne.

And unrespective boys ; none are for me
That look into me with considerate eyes :

High-reachiog Buckingham grows circumspect.
Boy !

—

Page. My lord ?

K. Rich. Know'st thou not anywhom corrupt-
ing gold

Would tempt into a close exploit of death?
P<ige. I know » discontented gentleman.

-1

it

Whose humble means match not his haughty
spirit :

Gold were as good as twenty orators,
And will, no doubt, tempt him to anything.
K. Rich. What is his name ?

Page. His name, my lord, is Tyrrel.
K. Rich. I partly know the man: go, call

him hither, boy. [Exit Page.
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels :

Hath he so long held out with me untir'd,
And stops he now for breath?—well, be it so.

Enter Stanley.

How now. Lord Stanley! what's the news.?
Stan. Know, my loving lord.

The Marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled
To Richmond, in the parts where he alndes.
K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby: rumour

abroad
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick

;

I will take order for her keeping close:
Inquire me out some mean poor gentleman
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence*

daughter ;

—

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.—
Look, how thou dream'st!— I say again, give out
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die:
About it ; for it stands me much upon.
To slop all hopes whose growth maydamage me.

[Exit Caiesky.
I must be married to my brother's daughter.
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass :-
Murder her brothers, and then marry her

!

Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in

So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin

:

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel.

Is thy name Tyrrel? [subject,

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient
K. Rich. Art thou, indeed?
Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord.

K. Rich. Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend
of mine? [enemies.

Tyr. Please you. But I had rather kDl two
K. Rich. Wliy, then, thou hast it : two deep

enemies,
Foes to my rest, and my sweet s/eep's disturbers,
Are they that I would have thee deal upon :—
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. \

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to

them,
And soon I '11 rid you from the fear of them.
K. Rich. Thou sing's! sweet music Hark,|

come hither, Tyrrel;
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Go, by this token:—rise, and lend thine ear:

[ Whispen.
There is no more but so:—say it is done,

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it.

'lyr. I will despatch it straight. \_Exit.

Re-enter Buckingham.

Buck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind
Tiie late demand that you did sound me in.

K. Kick. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled

to Richmond.
Buck. I hear the news, my lord.

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son:

—

well, look to it. [promise,

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd;
The earldom of Hereford, and the movables,
Which you have promised I shall possess.

K. Rick. Stanley, look to your wife: if she
convey

Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it.

Buck. What says your highness to my just

request? [Si.xth

K. Riclu I do remember me,—Henry the

Did prophesy that Richmond should be king.

When Richmond was a little peevish boy.

A king !—perhaps,

—

Biuk. My lord,

—

K. Rick, How chance the prophet could not at

that time
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him?

Buck. My lord, your promise for the earl-

dom,

—

[Exeter,

K. Rich. Richmond !—When last I was at

The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle.

And call'd it Rouge-mont: at which name I

started,

Because a bard of Ireland told me once
I should not live long after I saw Richmond.

Buck. My lord,

—

K. Rick. Ay, what 's o'clock ? [-mind

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in

Of what you promis'd me.
K. Rick. Well, but what 's o'clock?
Buck. Upon the stroke of ten.

K. Rich. Well, let it strike.

Buck. Why let it strike?

K. Rick. Because that, like a Jack, thou
keep'st the stroke

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation,

I am not in the giving vein to-day. [or no.

Buck. Why, then resolve me whether you will

K. Rick. Thou troublest me ; I am not in the

vein. [Exeunt K. Rich, and 1 .ain.

Buck. And is it thus? repays he my deep
service

With such contempt? made I him king for this?
,

O, let me think on Hastings, and be gone
To Brecknock while my fearful head is on !

lExii.

ScEN'E III.

—

London. Another Room in ike

Palace.

Enter Tykrel.

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done,

—

The most arch deed of piteous massacre
That ever yet this land was guilty of.

Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn
To do this piece of ruthless butchery,

Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs.

Melting with tenderness and mild compassion.

Wept like two children in their death's sad

story.

O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes,—
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another

Within their alabaster innocent arms:
Their lips werefour red roses on a stalk,

IVhich in their summer beauty kiss'd each other.

A book ofprayers on their pillow lay

;

Which once, quoth Forrest, almost ckangd my
mind;

But, O, the devil,—there the villain stopp'd

;

When Dighton thus told on,

—

we smothered

The most replenished sweet work ofnature
Thatfrom the prime creation ^er she framed.—
Hence both are gone ; with conscience and re-

morse
They could not speak ; and so I left them both,

To bear this tidings to the bloody king:—
And here he comes :

—

Enter King Richard.

All health, my sovereign lord!

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy

news? [charge

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in

Beget your happiness, be happy then,

For it is done.

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead?
Tyr. I did, my lord.

K. Rich. And buried, gentle T>Trel ?

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried

them;
But where, to say the tnith, I do not know.
K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after

supper,

When thou shalt tell the process of their death.

Meantime, but think how I may do thee good.
And be inheritor of thy desire.

Farewell till then.

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. \Exit.

K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I pent up
close

;
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His daughter meanly have I match'd in mar-
riage ;

The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom,
And Anne ray wife bath bid the world good-

night.

Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter,

And by that knot loolcs proudly on the crown.
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

En/er Ratcliff.

J?a/. l\Ty lord,—
A'. Kuk. Good news or bad, that thou com'st

in so bluntly? [Richmond;
Raf. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to

And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welsh-
men,

Is in llie field, and still his power increaseth.

A'. Kick, Ely with Richmond troubles me
more near

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength.

Come,— 1 iiave learn 'd that fearful commenting
Is leaden servitor to dull delay;
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggary:
Then fiery expedition be my vving,

Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king!
Cio, muster men: my counsel is my shield;

We must be brief when traitors brave the field.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. Before the Palace.

Enter Queen Margaret.

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow,
And drop into the rotten mouth of death.

Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd,

To watch the waning of mine enemies.
A dire induction am I witness to,

And will to France; hoping the consequence
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical.

—

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret ; who comes
here ? [ Retires.

Enter QuEEf^ Eltza'Rkth (7/?.-/ the Duchess
OF VORIv.

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender

babes

!

T\Ty unblown flowers, ne%v-appearing sweets

!

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air.

And be not fix'd in doom perpetual.

Hover about me with your airy wings,
And hear your mother's lamentation I [right

Q. Liar. Hover about her; say, that right for

Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night.

Dtich. So many miseries have craz'd my voice

That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute.

—

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead?

Q. Mar. Plantagenet dolh <juit Plaiitagcnct,

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt.

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such
gentle lambs,

And throw them in the eiltisails of the wolf?

When tlidst thou sleep Vk'hen such a deed Vv-as

done? [sweet son.

Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my
Diulu Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-

living ghost, [usur]3'd.

Woe's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life

P>rief abstract and record of tedious da) s.

Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earlli,

[Sitting lia-.i'ii.

Unlawfully made drmik with innocent hloiKJ

!

Q. Eliz. Ah, that Uiou wouldst as soon afford

a grave

As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ! [here.

Tlien would I hide my b(5nes, not rest them
Ah, who hath any cause to moum but we?

[Sitting down by lirr.

Q, JMar. If ancient sorrow be most revcnut,

Give mine the benefit of seniory,

[ Coming fonvard.

And let my griefs frown on Uie upper hand.

II sorrow can admit society,

[Sitting down with thevu

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine :

—

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ;

I had a Henry, till .a Richard kill'd him:
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Ivichard kill'd

him;
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him.

Duck. I had a Ivichard too, and thou didst

kill him;
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him.

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, raid

Richard kill'd him.

From forth the ennel of thy womb hath crept

A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death

:

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes.

To wony lambs and lap tlieir gentle blood

;

That foul defacer of God's handiwork

;

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth,

Tliat reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,

—

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our
graves.

—

O upright, just, and tnie-disposing Cod,
How do I thank thee that this cirnal cur

Preys on the issue of his mother's body.

And makes her pew-fcllovv with others' moan I

Duck. O Harry's wife, triumph not in rny

woes

!

God witness with me, I have wept for ihine.

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for ro
venge.

And now I cloy me with beholding it.
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Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward ;

Thy other Edward dead to quit my Edward ;

Young York he is but boot, because both they

Match not the high perfection of my loss:

Thy Clarence he is dead that stabb'd my Ed-
ward ;

And the beholders of this frantic play,

Theadulteratellastings, Rivers,Vaughan, Grey,

Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves.

Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer

;

Only reserv'd their factor to buy souls,

And send them thither:—but at hand, at han'd.

Ensues his piteous and unpitied end:
Earth gapes, hell bums, fiends roar, saints pray,

To have him suddenly convey'd from hence.

—

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray.

That I may live to say, The dog is dead

!

Q. Eliz. O, thou didst prophesy the time

would come
That I should wish for thee to help me curse

That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd
toad ! [my fortune ;

Q. Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flourish of

I call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted queen

;

The presentation of but what I was,

The flattering index of a direful pageant;
One heav'd a-high, to be hurl'd down below

;

A mother only mock'd with two fair babes;

A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag.

To be the aim of every dangerous shot

;

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble;
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.

WTiere is thy husband now? where be thy
brothers?

Where be thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy?

Who sues, and kneels, and says, God save the

queen?
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee?

Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee?

Decline all this, and see what now thou art:

For happy wife, a most distressed widow

;

For joyful mother, one tliat wails the name

;

For one being su'd to, one that humbly sues

;

For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care

;

For one that scorn'd at me, now scorn'd of me

;

For one being fcar'd of all, now fearing one

;

For one commanding all, obey'd of none.
Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about,
And left thee but a very prey to time

;

Having no more but thought of what thou wast,

To torture thee the more, being what thou art.

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow?
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd

yoke

;

From which even here I slip my wearied head,
And leave the burden of it all on thee.

Farewell, York's wife, and queen of sad mis-
chance:

—

[France.
These English woes shall make me smile in

Q. Eliz. O thou well skill'd in curses, stay
awhile,

And teach me how to curse mine enemies

!

Q. Alar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast

the day

;

Compare dead happiness with living woe

;

Think that thy babes were fairer than they were,
And he that slew them fouler than he is :

Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse

;

Revolving this will teach thee how to curse.

Q. Eliz. My words are dull ; O, quicken
them with thine

!

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp,

and pierce like mine. [E.xiL

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words?
Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes,

Airy succeeders of intestate joys,

Poor breathing orators of miseries 1 [part

Let them have scope : though what they do im-
Ilelp nothing else, yet do they ease the heart.

Duch. If so, then be not tongue-tied : go with
me.

And in the breath of bitter words let 's smother
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons

smother'd. \^Dnini wiChiti.

I hear his drum :—be copious in exclaims.

Enter King Richard andhis Train, marching,

K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedi-

tion? [thee,

Ditch. O, she that might have intercepted

By strangling thee in her accursed womb.
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast

done!
Q. Eliz. Hidst thou that forehead with a

golden crown, [right,

\Vhere should be branded, if that right were
The slaughter ofthe prince that ow'd that crown,
And the dire death ofmy poor sons and brothers?

Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my chil-

dren?
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy

brother Clarence?
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son? [Grey?

Q. Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan,
Duch. Where is kind Hastings ?

K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets! strike alarum,
drums !

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord's anointed : strike, ii say !

\Flourish. Alanimu
Either be patient, and entreat me fair.

Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will I drown your exclamations.
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Dnch. Art thou my son ?

K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father, and
yourself.

Duck. Then patiently hear my impatience.

A'. Rick. Madam, I have a touch of your

condition.

That cannot brook the accent of reproof.

Duch. O, let me speak !

K. Rick. Do, then ; but I 'II not hear.

Diuh. I will be mild and gentle in my words.

K. Rick. And brief, good mother ; for I am
in haste.

Duck. Art thou so hasty? I have stay'd for

thee,

God knows, in torment and in agony.

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort

you ? [well

Duck. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it

Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell.

A grievous burden was thy birth to me ;

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ;

Thy cchool-days frightful, desperate, wild, and
furious ; [turous

;

Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and ven-

Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and
bloody, [hatred

:

More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in

^^^lat comfortable hour canst thou name
That ever grac'd me in thy company?
K. Rich. Faith, none but Humphrey Hour,

that call'd your grace

To breakfast once forth of my company.
If I be so disgracious in your eye.

Let me march on and not offend you, madam.

—

Strike up the drum.
Duck. I pr'ythee, hear me speak.

K. Rick. You speak too bitterly.

Duck. Hear me a word
;

For I shall never speak to thee again.

K. Rick. So. [dinance

Duck. Either thou wilt die by God's just or-

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ;

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish.

And never look upon thy face again.

Therefore take with thee my most hea\'y curse ;

Which in the day of battle tire thee more
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'st

!

My prayers on the adverse party fight

;

And there the little souls of Edward's children

Whisper the spirits of thine enemies,

And promise them success and victor}'.

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ;

Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend.

\_ExiL

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much
less spirit to curse

Abides in me ; I say amen to her. \_G0i71g.

K. Rick. Stay, madam, I must talk a word
with you.

Q. Eliz. I have no more sons of the royal

blood
For thee to slaughter : for my daughters,

Richard,

—

They shall be praying nuns, not weeping
queens;

And therefore level not to hit their lives.

K. Rich. YouhaveadaughtercairdElizabeth,
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious.

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this? O, let

her live.

And I '11 corrupt her manners, stain her beauty;
Slander myself as false to Edward's bed

;

Throw over her the veil of infamy:
So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter,

I will confess she was not Edward's daughter.

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth ; she is of

royal blood.

Q. Eliz. To save her life I '11 say she is not so.

K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth.

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her

brothers. [opposite.

K. Rick. Lo, at their births good stars were
Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were

contrary.

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom ofdestiny.

Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes
destiny:

My babes were destined to a fairer death
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life.

K. Rich. You speak as if that I had slain my
cousins. [cozen'd

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.

Whose hand soever lanc'd their tender hearts,

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction :

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt

Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart,

To revel in the entrails of my lambs.

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame,
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes|

And I, in such a desperate bay of death,

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft.

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom.
K. Rich, Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise

And dangerous success of bloody v ars.

As I intend more good to you and yours

Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd I

Q. Eliz. What good is cover'd with the face

of heaven.
To be discover'd, that can do me good?
K. Rich. The advancement of your children,

gentle lady. [their heads?

Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose
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K, Rich. No, to the dignity and height of

honour,

The high imperial type of lliis earth's glory.

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it

;

Teii me what state, what dignity, what honour,

Canst thou demise to any child of mine? [all

K. Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myselfand
Will I withal endow a child of thine;

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul [wrongs
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those

Which thou supposest I have done to thee.

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy

kindness

Last longer telling than thy kindness' date.

K. Rich. Then know, that from my soul I love

thy daughter. [her soul.

Q. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it with

K. Rich. What do you think ?

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter
from thy soul

:

[brothers

;

So from thy soul's love didst thou love her

And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it.

A'. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my
meaning

:

I mean that with my soul I love thy daughter,

And do intend to make her Queen of England.

Q. Eliz. Well, then, who dost thou mean
sliall be her king?

K. Rich. Even he that makes her queen :

wlio else should be?

Q. Eliz. What, thou ? [madam ?

K. Rich. I, even I : what think you of it,

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her ?

A'. Rich. That I would learn of you.

As one being best acquainted with her humour.
Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ?

A'. Rich. Madam, with all my heart.

Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew

her brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave
Edward and York; then haply will she weep:
Therefore present to her,—assometime Margaret
Did to thy father, stcep'd in Rutland's blood,

—

A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain

The purple sap from her sweet brothers' bodies,

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal.

If this inducement move her not to love.

Send her a letter of tliy noble deeds

;

Tell he'r thou mad'st away her uncle Clarence,

Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and for her sake

Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt

Anne. [the way
7^. Rich. You mock me, madam ; this is not

To win your daughter.

Q. Eliz. There is no other way

;

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape.

And not be Richard that hath done all this.

A'. Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her?

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed she cannot choose
but hate thee.

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil.

A.'. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now
amended

:

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes.
Which after-hours give leisure to repent.

If I did take the kingdom from your sons,

To make amends I '11 give it to your daughter.

If I have kill'd the issue of your womb.
To quicken your increase I will beget
Mine issue of your blood uix)n your daughter :

A grandam's name is lilllc less in love

Than is the duating title of a mother;
They are as children but one step below.
Even of your mettle, of your very blood ;

Of all one pain,—save for a night of groans
Endur'd of h.er, for whom you bid like sorrow.

Your children were vexation to your youth;
But mine shall be a comfort to your age.

The loss you have is but a son being king.

And by that loss your daughter is made queen.
I cannot make you what amends I would,
Therefore accept such kindness as I can.

Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil,

This fair alliance quickly shall call home
To high promotions and great dignity: [wiff^.

The king, that calls your beauteous dauglnet

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ;

Again shall you be mother to a king,

And all the ruins of distressful limes

Repair'd with double riches of content.

\Vhat ! we have many goodly days to see :

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed

Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl.

Advantaging their loan with interest

Of ten-times-double gain of happiness.

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go ;

Make bold her bashful years with your experi-

ence ;

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ;

Put in her tender heart the aspiring (lame

Of goU'.en sovereignty ; acquaint the princess

Wiih the sweet silent hours of marriage joys :

And when this arm of mine hath chastised

The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham,
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come.
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ;

To whom I will retail my conquest v>-on,

And she shall be sole victress, Ccesar's Caesar.

Q. Eliz. \Miat were I best to say? hat

father's brother

Would be her lord ? or shall I say her uncle ?

Or he that slew her brothers and her uncles?

Under what title shall I woo for thee, ,
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That God, the law, my honour, and her love

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ?

K. Rich. Infer lair England's peace by this

alliance.

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still-

lasting war. [entreats.

K. Rich. Tell her theking,that maycommand,
Q. Eliz. That at her hands which the king's

King forbids. [queen.

K. Rich. Say she shall be a high and mighty

Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth.

K. Rich. Say I will love her everlastingly.

Q. Eliz. But bow long shall that title, ever,

last?

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's

end. [life last ?

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet

K. Rich. As long as heaven and nature

lengthens it. [it.

Q. Eliz. As long as hell and Richard likes of

A'. Rich. Say I, her sovereign, am her subject

low. [sovereignty.

Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loathes such

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best being

plainly told. [tale.

K. Rich. Then, plainly to her tell my loving

Q. Eliz. Plain and not honest is too harsh a

style.

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and
too quick. [dead ;

—

Q. Eliz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves.

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ;

that is past.

Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I till heart-

strings break.

K. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter,

aild my crown,

—

[usurp'd.

Q. Eliz. Profan'd, dishonour'd, and the third

A' Rich. I swear,

—

Q. E?iz. By nothing; for this is no oath :

Thy George, profan'd hath lost his holy honour

;

Thy garter, blemish'd, pawn'd his knightly

virtue ;

Thy crown, usurp'd, disgrac'd his kingly glory.

If something thou wouldst swear to be believ'd,

Swear, then, by something that tliou hast not

wrong'd.

K. Rich. Now, by the world,

—

Q. Eliz. 'Tis full of tiiy foul wrongs.

K. Rich. My father's death,

—

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath that dLhonour'd.
K. Rich. Then, by myself,

—

Q. Eliz. Thyself is self-misus'd.

K. Rich. Why, then, by God,,—
Q. Elis, God's wrong is most of all.

If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him,
The unity the king th}" brother made
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain

:

II thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by him,
The impciial metal, circling now thy head,
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child;

And both the pruices had been breathing here,

VViiich now, two tender bedfellows for dust,

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms.
What canst thou swear by now?
K. Rich. The time to corne.

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wrong'd in the tune
o'erpast

;

For I myself have many tears to wash
Hereafter lime, for time past wronged by thee.

The children live whose parents thou hast
slaughler'd,

Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age ;

The parents live whose children tliou ha^t
butcher'd,

Old barren plants, to wail it with their age.

Swear not by time to come; for that thou l-ast

Misus'd ere used, by times ill-us'd o'erpast.

K. Rich. As I intend to prosper and rap'-iu !

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound

!

Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours !

Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest

!

Be opposite all planets of good luck

To my proceeding !—if, with pure heart's love,

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter I

In her consists my happiness and t»iine

;

Without her, follows to myself and thee.

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul.

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay:
It cannot be avoided but by this

;

It will not be avoided but by this.

Therefore, dear mother,— I must call you so,

—

Be the attorney of my love to her:

Plead what I will be, not what I have been ;

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve

:

Urge the necessity and state of times.

And be not peevish found in great designs.

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus?

K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do
good.

Q. Eliz. Shall I forget myself to be myself?

K. Rich. Ay, if your selfs remembrance
wro.^.g yourself.

Q. Eliz. Bat thou didst kill my children.

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womij I

bury t'nem

:

^^Tlere, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed

Selves of themselves, to your recomforture.

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to 'Carj

will?
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K. Rich. And be a liappy mother by the deed.

Q. Eliz. I go.—Write to me very shortly,

And you shall understand from me her mind.

K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss; and so,

farewell.

\Kissins; her. £xii Q. Eliz.

Relenting fool, and shallow changing woman !

Either Ratcliff; Catesbv /aJ/owin^.

How now ! what news?
Rai. Most mighty sovereign, on the western

coast

Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore

Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,

Unarm'd, and unresolv'd to beat them bacl< :

'Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral ;

And there they hull, expecting but the aid

Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore.

A'. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the

Duke of Norfolk :—
Ratcliff, thyself,—or Catesby ; where is he?

Cafe. Here, my good lord.

A'. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke.

Cafe. I will, my lord, with all convenient

haste.

A'. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither :—post to

Salisbury

:

When thou coni'st thither,—Dull, unmindful

villain, [ 7o Catesby.
Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the duke ?

Cafe. First, mighty liege, tell me your high-

ness' pleasure,

Wliat from your grace I shall deliver to him.

A'. Rich. O, true, good Catesby :—bid him
levy straight

Tlie greatest strength and power he can make.
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury.

Cafe. I go. [Exii.

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at

Salisbury ?

K. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there

before I go?
Rat. Your highness told me I should post

before.

Enter Stanley.

K. Rich. My mind is chang'd.— Stanley,

what news with you ?

Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with
the hearing

;

Nor none so bad but well may be reported.

K. Rich. Hoyday, a riddle ! neither good nor
bad!

What need'st thou run so many miles about,

\Vlien thou mayst tell thy tale the nearest way?
Once rr ore, what news ?

Stan Richmond is on the seas.

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the

seas on liim !

White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there?
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by

guess.

K. Rich. Well, as you guess ?

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham,
and Morton,

I Ic makes for England here, to claim the crown.

K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword
unsway'd ?

Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess'd ?

What heir of York is there alive but we ?

And who is Iingland'skingbutgreat York'sheir?

Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas?

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot
guess.

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your
liege, [comes.

You cannot guess v/herefore the Welshman
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.

Sta7i. No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust

me not.

K. Rich. Where is thy power, then, to beat

him back ?

Where be thy tenants and thy followers ?

Are they not now upon the western shore.

Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships?

Stan. No, my good loril, my friends are in

the north.

K. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they

in the north, [west?

When they should serve their sovereign in the

Sfan. They have not been commanded,
mighty king

:

Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave,

I '11 muster up my friends, and meet your grace

Where and what time your majesty shall please.

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to

join with Richmond ;

But I '11 not trust thee.

Stan. Most mighty sovereign.

You have no cause to hold my friendship

doubtful

:

I never was nor never will be false.

K. Rich. Go, then, and muster men. But

leave behind [be firm.

Your son, George Stanley: look your heart

Or else his head's assurance is but frail.

Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you.

\Exit.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devon-

shire,

As I by friends am well advertised.

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate,
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Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother,

VVith m/iny more confederates, are in arms.

Enter a second Messenger.

2 Mess. In Kent, my Hege, the Guilford.s

are in arms ;

And every hour more competitors [strong.

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows

Eiifer a third Tklessenger.

3 A/css. My lord, the army of great Bucking-
ham,—

A'. Jiich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but songs

of death? \^IIe strikes liim.

There, take thou that till thou bring better news.

3 Mess. The news I have to tell your majesty

Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters,

Buckingham's army is dispers'd and scatter'd :

And he himself wander'd away alone,

No man knows whither.

K. Rich. I cry you mercy :

There is my purse to cure that blow of thine,

llath any well-advised friend proclaim'd

Reward to him that brings the traitor in ?

3 Mess. Such proclamation hath been made,
my liege.

Enter afourth Messenger.

4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord Marquis
Dorset,

'Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms.

But this good comfort bring I to your higli-

ness,

—

The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest

:

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat

Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks
If they were his assistants, yea or no

;

Who answer'dlum they came from Buckingham
Upon his party: he. mistrusting them,

Hois'd sail, and made his course again for Bre-

tagne. [in arms;
K. Rich. March on, march on, sincewe are up

If not to fight with foreign enemies.

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.

Re-enter Catesby.

Cate. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is

taken,

—

[mond
That is the best news : that the Earl of Rich-

Is with a mighty power landed at Milford

Is colder neV/3, but yet they must be told.

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury ! v/hile we
reason here

A royal battle might be won and lost :

—

Some one take order Buckingham be brought
To Salisburj'j the rest march on with me.

[Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A Room in Lord Stanley's
House.

Enter STANLEY and SiR CHRISTOPHER
Urswick.

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richm.ond this

from me :—
That in the sty of the most deadly boar
My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold:
If I revolt, oft goes young George's head

;

The fear of that holds off my present aid.

So, get thee gone : commend me to thy lord

;

Withal say that the queen hath heartily con-
sented

He should espouse Elizabeth her daughter.
But tell me, where is princely Richmond new?

Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ila'rford-west, in
Wales.

Stan. What men of name resort to him?
Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier;

Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley;
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt,
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew

;

And many other of great name and worth :

And towards London do they bend their power.
If by the way they be not fought v.'ithal. [hand

;

Sta7i. Well, hie thee to thy lord ; I kiss his

These letters will resolve him of my mind.
Farewell. \_Gives papers to SiR Chris.

\Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Salisbury. An open place.

Enter tlie Sheriff and Guard, with Bucking-
HAM, led to execution.

Buck. Will not King Richard let me speak
with him ?

Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient.

Buck. Hastings, and Edward's children. Grey,
and Rivers,

Holy Iving Henry, and thy fair son Edward,
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried

By underhand corrupted foul injustice,

—

If that your moody discontented souls

Do through the clouds behold this present hour.

Even for revenge mock my destruction !

—

This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not?

Shtr. It is, my lord.

Buck. Why, then, All-Souls' day is my body's

doomsday.
This is the day which in ICing Edward's time

I wish'd might fall on me, when I was found

False to his children or his v/ife's allies;

This is the day whciein I v/ish'd to fall
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I5y the false failh of him whom most I tnisted

;

This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul

Is the deteriiiin'd respite of my wro i^;:

That high All-Seer wliicli I dallied with

Hath tum'd my feigned prayer on my head,

And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest.

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men
To turn their own points on their masters'

bosoms

:

Thus Margaret's curse fallsheavy on my neck,

—

IVken he^ quoth she, shall split thy heart with
son'cno.

Remember Margaret was a prophetess.—
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame

;

Wrong liath but wrong, and blame the due of

blame. \_Exeunt.

ScKNE II.

—

Plain near Tamwor.'h.

ErJcr, with drum andcolours, RICHMOND, Ox-
lORD, Sir Jamks Blunt, Sir Walter
Herbert, and others, with Forces, march-
ini;.

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving

friends,

Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny,

Thus far into the bowels of the land

Have we march'd on without impediment;
And here receive we from our father Stanley

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.
Tlie wretched, bloody, and usurping boar,

That spoil'd your summer fields and fruitful

vines,

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his

trough

In your cmbowell'd bosoms,—this foul swine
Lies now even in the centre of this isle,

Near to the town of Leicester, as we leam

:

From Tauiworth tliither is but one day's march.
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends.

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace
V>y this one bloody trial of sharp war.

Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand
swords,

To fight against that bloody homicide.
Heib. I doubt not but his friends will turn to

us.

Blunt. I le hath no friends but what arc friends

for fear.

Which in his dearest need will fly from him.
Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God's

name, march:
True hope is swift, and flies with swallows'

wings

;

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures

kings. \Exeunt.

Scene lll.—Bosworth Field,

Enter King Richard ctu' Forces ; the Duke
OK Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and otiurs.

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in
liosworih field.

—

My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ?

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my
looks.

A'. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk,

—

Nor. I lere, most gracious liege.

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks ; lia!

must we not ? [lord.

Nor. We must both give and take, my loving
K. Rich. Up wiih my tent! Here will I lie

to-night

;

[Soldiers begiti to set up the King's tent.

But where to-morrow ? Well, all 's one for

that.—
Who hath described the number of the traitors?

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost
power. [count

:

K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that ac-
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strengiii,

Which they upon the adverse faction want.

—

Up vvith the tent !—Come, noble gentlemen.
Let us survey the vantage of the ground;

—

Call for some men of sound direction :

—

Let 's lack no discipline, make no delay

;

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. \_Exeunl,

Enter, on the other side of the Field, Rich-
mond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford,
and other Lords. Some of tlie Soldiers ///(tA

Richmond's tent.

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden
set,

And by the bright track of his fiery car
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.

—

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my stan-

dard.

—

Give me some ink and paper in my tent:

I '11 draw the form and model of our battle,

Limit each leader to liis several charge,

And part in just proportion our small power.

—

My Lord of Oxford,—you, Sir William Bran-
don,

—

And you. Sir Walter Herbert,—stay with me.

—

The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment :

—

Good Captain Blunt, bearmygood-night to him.
And by the second hour in the morning
Desire the earl to see me in my tent

:

Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me,

—

Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know?
Blunt. Unless I have mista'en his colours

much,

—

J
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Which well I am assur'd I have not done,

—

His regiment, lies half a mile at least

South irom the mighty power of the king.

Richiii. If williout peril it be possible,

S'.veet Blunt, make some good means to speak
with him,

An.l give him from me this most needful note.

Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I '11 under-

take it

;

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night

!

RicluH. Good-night, good Captain Blunt.

—

Come, gentlemen,

Let us consult upon to-morrow's business:

la to my tent; the air is raw and cold.

[ They -Jiithdraiv into the ten!.

Enfei; to his tent, KiNG RicHARD, NORFOLK,
I'LVTCLIFK, aWCATESBY.

K. Rich. What is 't o'clock ?

Gate. It 's supper-time, my lord ;

It "s sis o'clock.

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night.

—

Give me some ink and paper.

—

What, is my beaver easier than it was?
Ail J all my armour laid into my tent?

Gate. It is, my liege ; and all things are in

readiness.

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy

charge

;

Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.

Nor. I go, my lord.

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle

Norfolk.

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. \^Exit.

K. Rich. Ratcliff,—

Rat. My lord?

A'. Rich. Send out a pursuivant-at-arms

To Stanley's regiment ; bid him bring his power
Before sunrising, lest his son George fall

Into the blind cave of eternal night.

—

Fill me a bowl of wine.—Give me a watch.

—

Saddle white Surrey to the field to-morrow.

—

Look that my staves be sound, and not too

heavy.—
RatclifT,—

Rat. My lord?

A'. Rich. Saw'st tbou the melancholy Lord
Northumberiand ?

Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey and himself.

Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop
Went through thearmy, cheeringup thesoldiers.

A'. Rich. So, I am satisfied.—Give me a bowl
of wine:

I have not that alacrity of spirit

Nor cheer of mind that I was wont to nave.
Set it down.—Is ink and paper ready?

Rat, It is, my lord.

A'. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me.
Ratcliff, about t!ie mid of night come to my tent

And help to arm mo. Leave me, I say.

[Iv. Rlf;H. 7-rtires into his tent. E.xsu t

Ratcliff and Catesbv.

Richmond's tent opens, and disciwers him and
his Officers, ^c.

Enter Stanley.

Stan. Fortune and victoiy sit on thy helm

!

Richin. Ail comfort that the dark night can
afford

Be to thy person, noble father-in-law

!

Tell me, how fares our loving mother?
Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee froir, thy

mother,
Who prays conlinuallj' for R/chmond's good;
So much for that.—The silent hours steal on.
And flaky darkness breaks within the east.

In brief,—for so the season bids us be,

—

Prepare thy battle early in the morning,
.nd put thy fortune to the arbitrement

'.Jf bloody strokes and mortal-staring war.
I, as I may,—that which I would I cannot,—
With best advantage will deceive the time.
And aid thee in this doubtful stroke of ar.ns:

But on thy side I may not be too forward.
Lest, being seen, thy lirother, tender George,
Be executed in his father's sight.

Farewell : the leisure and the fearful time
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love

And ample interchange of sweet discourse.

Which so-long-sunder'd friends should dwell
u|.X)n:

God give us leisure for these rites of love !

Once more, adieu : be valiant, and speed well

!

Richin. Good lords, conduct him to his regi-

ment :

I '11 strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a

nap.

Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow.
When I should mouiit with wings of victory :

Once more, good-night, kind lords and gentle-

men.
[Exeunt Lords, ^'c, with Stan.

O Thou w'hose captain I account myself.

Look on my forces with a gracious eye

;

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath,
.That they may crash down with a heav}' fall

The usurping helmets of our adversaries!

Make us thy ministers of chastisement,

That we may praise thee in thy victory

!

To thee I do commend my watchful soul

Ere I let f;T.ll the windows of mine eyes:

Sleeping and waking, O, defend me still i

{Slseps.
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Zy/tf Ghost (?/ Prince Edward, son to Henry
THE Sixth, rises between the two tents.

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-

morrow

!

yfo King Richard.
Think how ihou slabh'dst me in my prime of

youth

At Tcwksbury : despair, therefore, and die !

—

Be chcerl'ul, Richmond ; for the wronged soul.;

Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf:

King Henry's i.ssue, Richmond, comforts thee.

The Ghost of KiNG Henry the Sixth rises.

Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body
[7b King Richard.

By thee was punched full of deadly holes:

Tliink on the Tower and me: despair, and die,

—

Harry the Si.\th bids ihee despair and die !

—

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror !

\To Richmond.
Hany, that prophesied thou shouldst be king,

Doth comfort thee in sleep: live, and flourish

!

The Ghost ^/Clarence rises.

Ghost. Let me sit heavy en thysoul to-morrow

!

\To King Richard.
I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine,

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death

!

To-morrow in the battle think on me.

And r.ill thy edgelcss sword : despair, and die!

—

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster,

\To Richmond.
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee :

Good angels guard thy battle" live, and flourish !

The Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and VaUGH.-.
rise.

G. of R. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-

morrow, \To King Richard.
Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! despair, and die !

G. of G. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul

despair! \_To King Richar .

G. of V. Think upon Vaughan, and, with

guilty fear,

Let fall thy lance : despair, and die !

—

[7"i? King Richard.
All Three. Awake, and think our wrongs in

Richard's bosom [ To Richmond.
Will concjuer him !—awake, and win the day

!

The Ghost ^Hastings rises.

Ghost, Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake,
[7(7 King Richard.

And in a bhwdy battle end thy days !

Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die!

—

Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake 1

[To Richmond.
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake!

The Ghosts of tlie twoyoung Princes rise.

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother'd in

the Tower:
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard,

And weigh ihee down to ruin, shame, and death!

Thy nephews' souls bid ihce despair and die !

—

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake
in joy

;

Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy!
Live, and beget a happy race of kings !

Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

The Ghost ^/ Queen Anne rises.

Chost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne
thy wife.

That never slept a quiet hour with thee,

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations;

To-morrow in the battle think on nie.

And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, and die!

—

Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep;

[ To Richmond.
Dream of success and happy victory:

Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee.

The Ghost (?/ Buckingham rises.

GhosU The first was I that help'd thee to the

crown; [7ci King Richard.
The last was I that felt thy tyranny:

(3, in the battle think on Buckingham,
And die in terror of thy guiltiness !

Dream on, dream on of bloody deeds and death :

Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath I

—

I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid :

[7b Richmond.
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay 'd :

God and good angels fight on Richmond's side

;

And Richard fall's in height of all his pride.

[ The Ghosts vanish. K. Rich, starts

out of his dream.

K. Rich. Give me another horse,^bind up
my wounds,

—

Have mercy, Jesu !—Soft ! I did but dream.—
coward conscience, hov/dost thouafilictme !—

The lights burn blue.—It is now dead midnight.

Cold fearful d.ops stand on my trembling flesh.

What, do I fear myself? there 's none else by j

Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I.

Is there a murderer here? No;—yes; I am :

Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason

why,—
Lest I revenge. What,—myself upon myself!

Alack, I love myself. Wherefore? for any good
That I myself have done unto myself?

O, no ! alas, I rather hate myself

For hateful deeds committed by myself 1

1 am a villain : yet I lie, I am not.
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Fool, of thyselfspeak well :—fool, do not flatter.

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,

And every tongue brings in a several tale,

And every tale condemns me for a villain.

Perjury, perjury, in the high'st degree ;

Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree ;

All several sins, all us'd in each degree,

Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty ! guilty !

I shall despair. There is no creature loves me ;

And if I die no soul shall pity me

:

Nay, wherefore should they,—since that I myself

Find in myself no pity to myself?

Methought the souls of all that I had murder'd

Came to my tent ; and every one did threat

To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter Ratcliff.

Rat. My lord,—
K. Rich. Who 's there ? [village-cock

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. The early

Halh twice done salutation to the morn ;

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour.

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fear-

ful dream !— [true ?

What thinkest thou,—will our friends prove all

Rat. No doubt, my lord.

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,—
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of

shadows. [night

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-

Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard

Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers

Armed in proof and led by shaHow Richmond.
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ;

Under our tents I '11 play the eaves-dropper,

To hear if any mean to shrink from me.
S^ExezintY^. Rich. a«df Ratcliff.

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford atid others.

Lords. Good-morrow, Richmond ! [men,
Richm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentle-

That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here.

Lords. How have you slept, my lord?

Richm. The sweetest sleep and fairest -boding

dreams
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head
Have I since your departure had, my lords.

Methought their souls whose bodies Richard
murder'd

Came to my tent, and cried on victory

:

I promise you, my heart is very jocund

In the remembrance of so fair a dream.

How far into the morning is it, lords?

Lords. Upon the stroke of four.

tiichm. Why, then, 'tis time to arm and give

direction.

—

\Ke advances to the Troops.

More than I have said, loving countrymen.
The leisure and enforcement of the time

Forbids to dwell on: yet remember this,

—

God and our good cause fight upon our side

;

The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls.

Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces;

Richard except, those whom we fight against

Had rather have us win than him they follow.

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen,
A bloody tyrant and a homicide ; [lish'd ;

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood estab-

One that made means to come by what he hath.

And slaughter'd those that were the means to

help him

;

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil

Of England's chair, where he is falsely set

;

One that hath ever been God's enemy

:

Then, if you fight against God's enemy,
God will, injustice, ward you as his soldiers;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down,
You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain

;

If you do fight against your country's foes.

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire

;

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives.

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors

;

If you do free your children from the sword.

Your children's children quit it in your age.

Then, in the name of God and all these rights.

Advance your standards, draw your willing

swords.

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face;

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The least of you shall share his part thereof.

Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheer-

fully;

God and Saint George ! Richmond and victory!

\_Exeunt,

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff,
Attendants, a;M? Forces.

A'. Rich. Whatsaid Northumberland as touch-

ing Richmond?
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms.

L<. Rich. He said the truth : and what said

Surrey then ? [purpose.

Rat. He smil'd, and said, the better for our

K. Rich. He was in the right; and so, in-

deed, it is. \Clock strikes.

Tell the clock there.—Give me a calendar.

—

Who saw the sun to-day?

Rat. Not I, my lord.

K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for by
the book

He should have brav'd the east an hour ago;
A black day will it be to somebody.

—

Ratcliff,—
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Rat. My lord ?

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day;

The sky doth frown and lower upon our army.

I would these dewy tears were from the ground.

Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me
More than to Richmond? for the selfsame heaven

That frowns on me looks sadly upon him.

Enter NORFOLK.

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in

the field. [horse;

—

A'. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle ; caparison rny

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power:

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain,

And thus my battle shall be ordered :

—

My forward shall be drawn out all in length,

Consisting equally of horse and foot

;

Our archers shall be placed in the midst:

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey,

Shall have the leading of this foot and horse.

They thus directed, we ourself will follow

In the main battle; whose puissanceon eitherside

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.

This, and Saint George to boot!—WTiat think'st

thou, Norfolk ?

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.

—

This found I on my tent this morning.

[ Giving a scroll.

K. Rich. [ Reads. ] Jocky ofNorfolk, be not too

bold.

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.

A thing devised by the enemy.

—

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge:

Lei not our babbling dreams affright our souls

;

Conscience is but a word that cowards use,

Devis'd at first to keep the strong i a :

Our strong arms be our conscience, vords our

law.

March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell;

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.

—

What shall I say more than I have inferr'd ?

Remember whom you are to cope withal ;

—

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways,

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants.

Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth

To desperate ventures and assur'd destruction.

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest

;

You having lands, and bless'd with beauteous

wives,

They would restrain the one, distain the other.

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow.

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost?

A milk sop, one that never in his life

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow?
Let's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again;

Lash hence these over-weening rags of Trance,

fhese famish'd beggars, weary of their lives

;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd them-
selves :

If we be conqucr'd, let men conquer us,

And not these bastard Bretagnes; whom our
fathers [thump'd.

Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame.

Shall these enjoy our lands? He with our
wives?

Ravish our daughters?—Hark! I hear il.eir

drum. [Drum afar off.

Fight, gentlemen of England ! figlil, Ixjld yeo-

men !

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to tlie head !

Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;

Amaze the welkin with your broken staves I

Enter a Messenger.

What says Lord Stanley? will he bring h.is power?
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come.
A'. Rich. Off with his son George's head !

N'or. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the

marsh

:

After the battle let George Stanley die.

A'. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within

my bosom:
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ;

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George,

Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons

!

Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Another part of ilu Field.

Alarum: excursions. Enter NORFOLK and
Forces ; to hirn Catesby.

Cate. Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue,

rescue !

The king enacts more wonders than a man.
Daring an opposite to every danger :

His horse is slain, and all on foot he f;ghls.

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death.

Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost !

Alarum. Ejiicr King Richard.

K. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom
for a horse !

Cate. W^ithdraw, my lord; I 'W. help you to

a horse.

A". Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast,

And I will stand the hazard of the die :

I think there be six Richmonds in the field ;

Five have I slain to-day instead of him.

—

A horse ! a horse ! r.^y kingdom for a horse !

[Exeu7it,
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ScKNE V.

—

Another part ofthe Field.

Alarums. Enter, from opposite sides. King
Richard and Richmond ; and exeuntfight-
ing. Retreat, and flourish. Then re-enter

Richmond, zvith Stxn'lk^ bearingtkecrown,
and divers other Lords and Forces.

Richm. God and your arms be prais'd, vic-

torious friends ;

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou

acquit thee !

Lo, here, this long-usurped royally

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch

Have I pluck'd olT, to grace thy brows withal

:

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

Richm. Great God of heaven, say Amen to

all!—
But, tell me, is young George Stanley living?

Slan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester

town, [us.

Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw

RiJmi. Wliat men of name are slain oneither

side?

Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord
Ferrers, [don-

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Bran-

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their

births

:

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled

That in submission will return to us :

And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament,

We will unite the white rose and the red :

—

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction,

That long hath frown'd upon their enmity !

What traitor hears me, and says not Amen ?

England hath long been mad, and scarr'd her-

self ;

The brother blindly shed the brother's blood,

The father rashly slaughter'd his own son.

The son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire:

All this divided York and Lancaster,

Divided in their dire division,

—

O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth,

The true succeeders of each royal house.

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together

!

And let their heirs,—God, if thy will be so,

—

Enrich the time to come with smooth'd-fac'd

peace.

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days !

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,

That would reduce these bloody days again.

And make poor England weep in streams of

blood I

Let them not live to taste this land's increase

That would with treason wound this fair land's

peace I

Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again :

That she may long live here, God say Amen !

\Exeunt,
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PROLOGUE.

I come no more to make you laugh : things now
That bear a weighty and a serious brow.

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe,
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow,

We now present. Those that can pity, here

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ;

The subject will deserve it. Such as give

Their money out of hope they may beliexe.

May here find truth too. Those thai come to

see

Only a show or two, and so agree

The play may pass, if they be still and willing,

I'll undertake may see away their shilling

]\.ichly in two short hours. Only they

That come to hear a merry bawdy play,

A noise of targets, or to see a fellow

In a long motley coat guarded with yellow,

Will be deceiv'd; for, gentle hearers, know,
To rank our chosen truth with such a show
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting

Our own brains, and the opinion that we b.ing,

To make that only true we now intend,

Will leave us never an understanding friend.

Therefore, for goodness' sake, and as you are

known
The first and ] .ppiest hearers of the town.
Be sad, as we would m- ye: think ye see

The very persons of our noble story

As they were living; tliink you see them great.

And follow'd with the general throng and sweat

Of thousand friends; tlien, in a moment, see

How soon this mightiness meets misery:

And if you can be merry then I '11 say

A man may weep upon his wedding-day.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

London. An Ante-chamber itt the

Palace.

Enter the DuKE OF Norfolk at one door ; at

the other, the Duke of Buckingham and
the Lord Abergavenny.

Fuck. Good-morrow, and well met. How
have you done

Since last we saw in France?
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Nor. I thank your grace,

Healthful; and ever since a fresh admirer

Of what I saw there.

Buck. An untimely ague

Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men,
Met in the vale of Andren.

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde

:

I was then present, saw them salute on horse-

back ;
[clung

Beheld them, when they lighted, how they

In their embracement, as they grew together;

Which had they, what four thron'd ones could

have weigh'd

Such a compounded one?
Buck. All the whole time

I was my chamber's prisoner.

Nor. Then you lost

Tiic view of earthly glory : men might say,

Till this time pomp was single, but now married

To one above itself. Each following day
Became the next day's master, till the last

Made former wonders it's : to-day the French,

All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods.

Shone down the English ; and to-morrow they

Made Britain India : every man that stood

Show'd like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were

As cherubims, all gilt: the madams too,

Not us'd to toil, did almost sweat to bear

The pride upon them, that their very labour

Was to them as a painting: now this masque
Was cried incomparable; and the ensuing night

Made it a fool and beggar. The two kings,

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst,

As presence did present them; him in eye,

Still him in praise : and, being present both,

'Twos said they saw but one ; and no discerner

Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these

suns,

—

[leng'd

For so they plirase 'em,—by their heralds chal-

Tlie noble spirits to arms, they did perform

Beyond thought's compass: that former fabu-

lous story,

Being now seen possible enough, got credit,

That Bevis was believ'd.

Biiuk. O, you go far.

Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect

In honour honesty, the tract of ever)'thing

\V'ould by a good discourser lose some life,

Which action's self was tongue to. All was
royal

;

To the disposing of it naught rebell'd,

Order gave each thing view ; the office did

Distinctly his full function.

Buck. Who did guide

—

I mean, who set the body and tlie limbs

Of this great sport together, as you guess?

Noi: One, certcs, that promises no element
In such a business.

Buck. I pray you, who, my lord?

Nor, All this was order'd by the good dis-

cretion

Of the right reverend Cardinal of York, [freed

Buck. The devil speed him ! no man's pie is

From his ambitious finger. What had he
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder
That such a keech can with his very bulk
Take up the rays o' the beneficial sun.

And keep it from the earth.

Nor. Surely, sir,

There's in him stuff that puts him to these

ends; [grace

For, being not propp'd by ancestry, whose
Chalks successors their way ; nor call'd upon
For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied

To eminent assistants ; but, spider-like.

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note

The force of his own merit makes his way ;

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys
A place next to the king.

Aber. I cannot tell

What heaven hath given him,—let some graver

eye

Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride

Peep through each jiart of him : whence has he
that ?

If not from hell, the devil is a niggard ;

Or has given ail before, and he begins

A nevv hell in himself.

Buck. Why the devil.

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him,
Without the privity o' the king, to appoint

Who should attend on him? He makes up the

file

Of all the gentry ; for the most part such
To w horn as great a charge as little honour
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter,

The honourable board of council out.

Must fetch him in the papers.

Aber. I do know
Kinsmen of-mine, three at the least, that have
By this so sicken'd their estates that never
They shall abound as formerly.

Buck. O, many ['em

Have broke their backs with laying manors on
For this great journey. What did this vanity

But minister communication of

A most poor issue ?

Nor. Grievingly I think,

The peace between the French and us not values

The cost that did conclude it.

Buck. Every man.
After the hideous storm that follow'd, was
A thing inspir'd ; and, not consulting, broke
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Into a general prophecy,—That this tempest,

Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded

The sudden breach on 't.

l^Tor. Which is budded out ;

For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath

attach'd

Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux.

Aber. Is it therefore

The ambassador is silenc'd ?

Nor. Marry, is 't.

Aber. A proper title of a peace; and pur-

chas'd '

At a superfluous rate !

Biuli. Why, all this business

Our reverend cardinal carried.

Nor. Like it your grace.

The state takes notice of the private difference

Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you,

—

And take it from a heart that wishes towards you

Honour and plenteous safety,—that you read

The cardinal's malice and his potency

Together ; to consider further, that

What his high hatred would effect wants not

A minister in his power. You know his nature,

That he 's revengeful ; and I know his sword

Hath a sharp edge : it 's long, and, 'tmaybesaid,

It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend.

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel.

You '11 find it wholesome.—Lo, where comes
that rock

That I advise you shunning.

£«.'«r Cardinal Wolsey, the purse borne be-

fore him, certain of the Guard, and two Sec-

retaries 'ivith papers. The Cardinal in his

passage fixeth his eye on Buckingham, and
BtiCKINGHAM on him, both full of disdain.

Wol. The Duke of Buckingham's surveyor ?

ha?
Where 's liis examination ?

I Seer. Here, so please you.

Wol. Is he in person ready ?

I Seer. Ay, please your grace.

Wol. Well, we shall then know more; aad
Buckingham

Shall lessen lliis big look.

^Exeunt WoLSEY and Train.

Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd,

and I
_

[best

Have not the power to muzzle liim ; therefore

Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book
Oatworths a noble's blood.

Nor. What, are )'ou chaf'd?

Ask God for temperance ; that 's the appliance

only

Which your disease requires.

Buch, I read in 's looks

Matter against me ; and his eye revil'd

Me, as his abject object: at this uistant [king;

He bores nie with some trick : he's gone to tiie

I'll follow, and outstare him.

Nor. Stay, my lord.

And let your reason with your choler question

What 'tis you go about: to climb steep hills

Requires slow pace at first: anger is hl;e

A full-hot horse, who being allow'd his way.
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England
Can advise me like you : be to yourself

As you would to your friend.

Buck. I '11 to the king ;

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down
This Ipswich fellow's insolence ; or proclaim

There's difterence in no persons.

Nor. Be advis'd;

Heat not a furnace for your foe so lK)t

That it do singe yourself: we may outrun,

By violent swiilness, that which we run at,

And lose by over-running. Know you not.

The fire that mounts the liquor till "t run o'er.

In seeming to augment it wastes it ? Be advis'd

:

I say again, there is no English soul

More stronger to direct you than yourself,

If with the sap of reason you would quench
Or but allay the fire of passion.

Buck. Sir,

I am thankful to you ; and I '11 go along
Byyourprescription: but thistop- proud fellow.

Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but

From sincere motions,—by intelligence.

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when
We see each grain of gravel, I do know
To be corrupt and treasonous.

Nor. Say not treasonous.

Buck. To the king I '11 say \ ; and make my
vouch as strong

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fo:;.

Or wolf, or both,—for he is equal ravenous

As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief

As able to perform 't ; his mind and place

Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,

—

Only to show his pomp as well in France
As here at home, suggests the king our master

To this last costly treaty, the interview.

That swallow'dso much treasure, and like a guiss

Did break i' the rinsing.

Nor. Faith, and so it did.

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. Tliis cunning

cardinal

The articles o' the combination drew
As himself pi eas'd; and they were I'atified

As he cried. Thus let be: to as much end
As give a crutch to the dead: but our count-

cardinal

Has done this, and 'tis well ; for worthy Wolsey,
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Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows,

—

Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy
To the oM dam treason,—Charles the emperor.

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt,

—

For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came
To whisper Wolsey,—here makes visitation :

I lis fears were that the interview betwixt

England and France might, through their amity,

Breed hini some prejudice ; for from this league

IVep'd harms that menac'd him: he privily

Deals with our cardinal; and, as I trow,

—

Which I do well ; for I am sure the emperor
Paid ere he promis'd ; wherebyhis suitwas granted
Ere it was ask'd ;—but when tlie way was made,
And pav'd withgold, the emperor thusdesir'd,—

Tnat he would please to alter the king's course.

And break the foresaid peace. Let the king

know,

—

As soon he shall by me,—that thus the cardinal

Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases.

And for his own advantage.

Nor. I am sorry

To hear this of him; and could wish he were

So:nelhing mistaken in 't.

Buck. No, not a syllable :

1 do pronounce him in that very shape

He shall appear in proof.

Enter Brandon, a Sergeant-at-Arms before

him, and two or three of the Guard.

Bran. Your office, sergeant ; execute it.

Serg. Sir,

My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl

Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I

Arrest thee of high treason, in the name
Of our most sovereign king.

Buck. Lo, you, my lord,

The net has fall'n upon me I i shall perish

Under device and practice.

Bran. I am sorry

To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on

The business present : 'lis his highness' pleasure

You shall to the Tower.
Buck. It will help me nothing

To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me
Which makes my whit'st part black. The will

of heaven
Ee done in this and all things!—I obey.

—

my Lord Aberga'ny, fare you well

!

Bran. Nay, he must bear you company.

—

The king [Ti? Abt-RGAVENNV.
Is pleas'd you shall to the Tower, till you know
1 low he determines further.

Aber. As the duke said.

The will of heaven be done, and the king's

pi -asure

Ey me obcy'd

!

Bran. Here is a warrant from

The king to attach Lord Monlacute ; and the

bodies

Of the duke's confessor, John de la Car,

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,

—

Buck. So, so;

These are the limbs o' the |)!i)t:—no more, I

hope.

Bran. A monk o' the Chaitreux.

Buck. O, Nicholas Hopkins?
Bran. He.
Buck. My surveyor is false; the o'er-grcat

cardinal [ready

:

Hath show'd him gold; my life is spann'd al-

I am the shadow of poor Buckingham,
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on.

By darkening my clear sun.— My lord, tare-

well. {Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

London. The Council Chamber.

Cornets. Enter King Henry, Cardinal
Wolsey, the Lords of the Council, SiR

Thomas Lovell, Officers, a«i/ Attendants.

77/1? King enters, leaning on the Cardinal's
shoulder.

A'. lien. My life itself, and the best heart of

it, [level

Thanks you for this great care : I stood i' the

Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks

To you that choked it.—Let be call'd before us

That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person

I "11 hear him his confessions justify;

.And point by point the treasons of his master

He shall again relate.

\The King takes his state. The Lords of

the Council take their several places. The
CP>.KV>\ii\Lflaces himself tinder the King's

feet, on his right side.

A noise within, crying, " Room for the

Queen!" Enter Queen Katharine,
ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk and
St'FFOLK: she kneels. The King riseth

from his state, takes her up, kisses, and
placcth her by him,

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel: I am
a suitor. [your suit

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us :—half

Never name to us; you have half our power:
The other moiety, ere you ask, is given;

Repeat your will, and take it.

Q. Kath. Thank your majesty.

That you would love yourself, and ni that love

Not unconsidcr'd leave your honour, nor

The dignity of your office, is the point

Of my petition.
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K. Hen. Lady mine, proceed.

Q. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few,

And those of true condition, that your subjects

Are in great grievance : there have been com-
missions

Sent down among 'em which liave flaw'd the

heart

Of all their loyalties:—wherein, although.

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches

Most bitterly on you, as putlcr-on

Of these exactions, yet the king our master,

—

Whose honour Heaven shield from soil !—even

he escapes not

Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks

The sides of loyalty, and almost appears

In loud rebellion.

Nor. Not almost appears,

—

It doth appear ; for, upon these taxations.

The clotliiers all, not able to maintain

The many to them 'longing, have put off

The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who,
Unfit for otiier life, compell'd by hunger
And lack of other means, in desperate manner
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar,

And danger serves among them.

K. Hen. Taxation !

Wherein ? and what taxation ?—My lord cardinal

,

You that are blam'd for it alike with us,

Know you of this taxation?

Wol. Please you, sir,

I know but of a single part, in aught

Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file

Where others tell steps with me.
Q. Kath. No, my lord.

You know no more than others; but you frame

Things that are known alike; which are not

wholesome [must

To those which would not know them, and yet

Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions,

^^^^ereofmy sovereign would have note, they are

Most pestilent to the hearing ; and to bear 'em
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say

They are devis'd by you ; or else you suffer

Too hard an exclamation.

K. Hen. Still exaction !

The nature of it? in what kind, let's know,
Is this exaction?

Q. Kath. I am much too venturous

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd

Under your promis'd pardon. The subjects'

grief

Comes through commissions, which compel
from each

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied

Without delay ; and the pretence for this

Is nam'd your wars in France : this makes bold

mouths

;

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts

freeze

Allegiance in them ; their curses now
Live where their prayers did : and it 's come to

pass

This tractable obedience is a slave

To each incensed will. I would your highness

Would give it quick consideration, for

There is no primer business.

K. Hen. By my life,

This is against our pleasure.

Wol. And for me,

I have no further gone in this than by
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me but

By learned approbation of the judges. If I am
Traduc'd by ignorant tongues, which neither

know
My faculties nor person, yet will be

The chronicles of my doing,—let me say

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake

That virtue must go through. We must not stint

Our necessary actions, in the fear

To cope malicious censurers ; which ever,

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow

That is new-trimm'd, but benefit no further

Than vainly longing. What we oft do best.

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is

Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up
For our best act. If we shall stand still.

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at,

We should take root here where we sit, or sit

State-statues only.

K. Hen. Things done well

And with a care exempt themselves from fear ;

Things done without example, in their issue

Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent

Of this commission? I believe, not any.

We must not rend our subjects from our laws,

And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each?

A trembling contribution! Why, we take

From every tree lop, bark, and part o' the timber;

And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd.

The air will drink the sap. To every county

WTiere this is question'd send our letters, with

Free pardon to each man that has denied

The force of this commission : pray, look to 't

;

I put it to your care.

IVol. A word with you.

[To the Secretary.

Let there be letters writ to every shire.

Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd

commons
Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois'd

That through our intercession this revokement

And pardon conies : I shall anon advise you

Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary.
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Enter Surveyor.

Q. Kath. I am sorry that the Duke of Buck-
ingham

Is run in your displeasure.

K. Hen. It grieves many :

The gentleman is learn'd, and a most rare

speaker

;

To nature none more bound ; his training sucli

That he may furnish and instruct great teachers.

And never seek for aid out of liimself. Yet see,

When these so noble benefits shall prove

Not well dispos'd, the mind growing once
corrupt,

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly

Than ever they were fair. This man so com-
plete, [we,

VHio was enroll'd 'mongst wonders, and when
Almost with ravish'd list'ning, could not find

His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady,

I Lull into monstrous habits put the graces

That once were his, and is become as black

As if besmear'd in hell. Sit by us; you shall

hear

—

This was his gentleman in trust,—of him
Things to strike honour sad.—Bid him recount

The fore-recited practices ; whereof

We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate

what you.

Most like a careful subject, have collected

Out of the Duke of Buckingham.
K. Hen. Speak freely.

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day

It would infect his speech,—that if the king

Should without issue die, he '11 carry it so

To make the sceptre his : these very words

I have heard him utter to his son-in-law,

Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oath he menac'd

Revenge upon the cardinal.

Wol. Please your h'ghness, note

This dangerous conception in tliis point.

Not friended by his wish, to your high person

His will is most malignant ; and it stretches

Beyond you to your friends.

Q. Kath. My learn'd lord cardinal,

Deliver all v;ith charity.

K. Hen. Speak on :

How grounded he his title to the crown
Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him
At any time speak aught ?

Surv. He was brought to this

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins.

K. Hen. What was that Hopkins?
Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar,

His confessor ; who fed him every minute
With words of sovereignty.

K. Hen. How know'st thou this?

Surv. Not long before your highness sped to

France,

The Duke being at th.e Rose, wiiliin the parish

Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand
What was the speech among the Londoners
Concerning the French journey : I replied,

^Men fear'd the French would prove perfidious,

To the king's danger. Presently the duke
Said, 'twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted
'Twould prove the verily of certain words
Spoke by a holy monk ; Tliat oft, says he.

Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit

John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour

To hearfrom him a matter of some ntofnent:

Whom after tinder the confession''s seal

He solemnly had sworn, that what he spoke

JMy chaplain to no creature living but

To me should utter, with demure confideiice

This pansingly ensiCd,—Neither the king nor''

s

heirs.

Tellyou the duke, shallprosper : bid him strive

To gain the love d the commonalty : the duke

Shall govern England.

Q. Kath. If I know you well,

You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your

office

On the complaint o' the tenants: take good
heed

You charge not in your spleen a noble person.

And spoil your nobler soul : I say, take heed ;

Yes, heartily beseech you.

K. Hen. Let him on :

—

Go forward.

Surv. On my soul, I '11 speak but truth.

I told my lord the duke, by the devil's illusions

The monk might be deceiv'd ; and that 'twas

dangerous for him
To ruminate on this so far, until

It forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd.

It was much like to do : he answer'd, Tush,

It can do me no damage ; adding further.

That, had the king in his last sickness fail'd.

The cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's heads

Should have gone off.

K. Hen. Ha! what, so rank? Ah-ha!

There 's mischief in this man :—Canst thou say

further ?

Surv. I can, my liege.

K. Hen. Proceed.

Surv. Beinj; at Greenwich,

After your highness had reprov'd the duke

About Sir William Blomer,—
K. Hen. I remember

Of such a time :—being my sworn servant.

The duke retain'd him his.—But on; what

hence ?
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Surv. I/, quoth he, I for this hud been com-

mittedy

As^ to the Tower, I thought,—/ would have

play'd

Thepart my father meant to act upon

The usurper Richard ; who, beingat Salisbury

,

Made suit to come in's presence; which, if

granted.

As he made semblance of his duty, would

Have put his knife into him.

K. Ilcn. A giant traitor !

Wol. Now, madam, may his highness live in

freedom,

And this man out of prison ?

Q. h'alh. God mend all !

A'. Ilcn. There's something more would out

of thee ; what say'st ?

Su)-,!. After //^tf dtike hisfather, with the knife.

He slretch'd him, and, with o^<i hand on his

dagger,

Another spread on 's breast, mounting his eyes,

lie did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor

Wms, were he evil us'd, he would out-go

Ills father by as much as a performance

Does an irresolute purpose.

K. Hen. There's his period,

To sheath his knife in us. He is attach'd;

CVJl him to present trial : if he may
P^nd mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none.

Let him not seek't of us : by day and night.

He is a daring traitor to the height. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.

—

London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands.

Cham, Is't possible the spells of France
should juggle

Men into such strange mysteries ?

Sands. New customs,

Though they be never so ridiculous.

Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd.

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our

English

Have got by the late voyage is but merely
A fit or two o' the face; but they are shrewd

ones ;

For when they hold them, you would swear
directly

Their very noses had been counsellors

To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep state so.

Sands. They have all nev/ legs, and lame
ones : one would take it,

That never saw 'em pace before, the spavin
Or springhalt reign'd among 'em.

Cham. Death ! my lord,

Their clothes are afler such a pagan cut too,

That sure they have worn out Chnctendom.

lintcr Sir Thomas Lovell.

I low nov/ ?

What news. Sir Thomas Lovell ?

Lov. 'Faith, my lord,

I hear of none, but the new proclamation
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate.

Cham. What is 't for ?

Lov. The reformat ion of our travell'd gallants,

Thatfdl the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors.

Cham. I am glad 'tis there : now I would
pray our monsieurs

To think an Lnglish courtier may be wise,

And never see the Louvre.
/^7>. They must either

—

l"or so nin the conditions—leave those remnants
(.)f fool and feather that they got in France,

With all their iionourable points of ignorance

I'ertaining thereunto,—as fights and fireworks;

Abusing better men than they can be,

Oat of a foreign wisdom,—renouncing clean

Tiio faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings,

Sliort blister'd breeches, and those types of

travel,

And understand again, like honest men ;

Or pack to their old playfellows: there, I lake it.

They may, cum privilegio, wear away
The lag end of their lev.dness, and be laugh'd

at.

Sands. 'Tis time to give 'era physic, their

diseases

.\re grown so catching.

Cham. What a loss our ladies

Will have of these trim vanities !

Lov. Ay, marry.

There will be woe indeed, lords : the sly whore-

sons

I lave got a speeding trick to lay down ladies

;

A French song and a fiddle has no fellow.

Sands. The devil fiddle 'em ! I am glad

they're going,

—

For, sure, there's no converting of 'em :—now
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten

A long time out of play, may bring his plain-

song,

And have an hour of hearing ; and, by'r Lady,
Held current music too.

Cham. Well said. Lord Sands ;

Your colt's tooth .s not cast yet.

Sands. No, my lord ;

Nor shall not, while I have a stump.

Cham. Sir Thomas,
Wliilher were you a-going ?

Lov. To the cardinal's

:

Your lordship is a guest too.

Cham. O, 'tis true ;

This night he makes a supper, and a great or.3,
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7b many lords and ladies ; there will be

The beauty of this kingdom, I 'II assure you.

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind
indeed,

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us

;

His dews fall everywhere.

Cham. No doubt he 's noble

;

He had a black mouth that said other of Lim.

Sands. He may, my lord,—has wherewitlial

:

in him [trine :

Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doc-

Men of his w.iy sliould be most liberal;

They are set here for examples.

Cham. True, they are so
;

But few now give so great ones. My barge

stays

;

[Thomas,

Your lordship shall along.—Come, good Sir

We shall be late else; which I would not be,

For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford,

This night to be comptrollers.

Sands. I am your lordship's.

\Excunt.

Scene IV.

—

London. The Presence Cham-
ber in York Place.

Hautboys. A small table under a state for the

Cardinal, a lon;;er table for the guests.

Enter, at one door, Anne Bui.LEN, and
divers Lords, Ladies, and Gentlewomen, as

guests; at aiiothfi door, enter SiK Henry
Guildford.

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his

grace

Salutes ye all ; this night he dedicates

To fair content and you: none here, he hopes,

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her

One care abroad ; he would have all a"" "^.erry

As, first, good company, good wine, good wel-

come [tardy

:

Can make good people.—O, my lord, you are

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and
Sir Thomas Lovell.

The very thought of this fair company
Clapp'd wings to me.

Cham. You are young, Sir Henr}' Guildford.

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal

But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these

Should find a running banquet ere they rested;

I think would better please 'em : by my life,

They are a sweet society of fair ones. [fessor

Lov. O, that your lordship were but now con-

To one or two of these

!

.Sands. I would I were ;

They should find easy penance.

Xov. Faith, hov/ easy?

.Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it.

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit?

Sir Harry,
Place you that side ; I '11 take the charge of lhi>;

:

His grace is ent'ring.—Nay, you mast not
freeze

;

[ weather :

—

Two women plac'd together makes cold

My Lord Sands, you are one will keep 'em
waking

;

Pray, sit between these ladies.

Sands. By my faith,

And thank your lordship.—By your leave, sweet
ladies:

[Scu/s himself between Anne Bui.len
and another Lady.

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me;
I had It from my father.

Anne. Was he mad, sir?

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love

too :

But he would bite none; just as I do now,

—

He would kiss you twenty with a breath.

[Kissa her.

Cham. Well said, my lord.^

So, now you 're fairly seated. —Cxentlemen,

The penance lies on you if these fair ladies

Pass away frowning.

Sands. For my little cure.

Let me alone.

Hautboys. Enter CARDINAL Wot.sev,
attended; and takes his state.

U'ol. Ye 're welcome, my fair guests: that

noble lady

Or gentleman that is not freely merry
Is not my friend : this, to confirm my welcome;
And to you all, good health. \Dnnks.

Sands. Your grace is nf)ble :

—

Let me have such a bow! may hold my thanks,

And save me so much talking.

Wol. My Lord Sands,

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighbours.—

I^adies, you are not merry:—gentlemen.

Whose fault is this?

Sa>ids. The red wine first must rise

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall have

'em
Talk us to silence.

Anne. You are a merr)' gamester.

My Lord Sands.

Sands. Yes, if I make my play,

I lere 's to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam.
For 'tis to such a thing,

—

Anne. You cannot show me.

Sands. I told your grace they would talk anon.

[Drum and trum/cts.- Chambers
discharred uiithin.
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MW. What's that?

Cham. Look out tliere, some of ye.

\^Exit a Servant.

Wol. What warlike voice,

And to what ciul, is this?— Nay, ladies, fear not;

I;)' all the laws of war ye re privilcg'd.

Re-enter Servant.

Cham. How now! what is't?

Scti). A noble troop of strangers,

—

I so they seem : they have left their barge,

and landed

;

d hillicr make, as great ambassadors
)in foreign princes.

Wol. Good lord chamherlam,

, i;ive 'em welcome; you can speak the French

tongue ;

, pray receive 'em nobly, and conduct 'em

our presence, where this heaven of beauty

1 shine at full upon them.—Some attend him.

[.ffxzV Chamberlain attended. All arise,

and tables removed.

\o\' have now a broken banquet: but we'll

mend it.

A good digestion to you all : and once move
I shower a welcome on you ;—welcome all.

JIaiitboys. Enter the KiNG, and others, as

maskers, habited like shepherds, with Torch-

bearers, ushered by the Lord Chamberlain.

They pass directly before the Cardinal, a7id

gracefully salute him.

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ?

Cham. Because they speak no English, thus

they pray'd

To tell your grace,—that, having heard by fame
Of this so noble and so fair assembly
This night to meet here, they could do no less.

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty,

Bat leave their flocks; and, under your fan

conduct.

Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat

An hour of revels with 'em.
Wol. Say, lord chamberlain.

They have done my poor house grace ; for which
I pay 'em [pleasures.

A thousand thanks, and pray 'em take their

\_Ladies chosenfor the dance. The King
chooses Anne Bullen,

K. Ileti. The fairest hand I ever touch'd

!

O beauty,

Till now I never knew thee ! \_Music. Dance.
Wol. My lord,-

Cham. Your grace?
IVol. Pray tell them thus much from me:

—

There should be one amongst them, by his

person,

More worthy this place than myself; to whom,
If I but knew him, with my love and duty

I would surrender it.

Cham. I will, my lord.

[Goes to the Alaskers, and returns.

Wol. What say they?

Cham. Such a one, they all confess.

There is indeed;which they\vould have your grace

Find out, and he will take it.

IVol. Let me see, then.

—

[Comes from his state.

IJy all your good leaves, gentlemen;— here I'll

make
i\ly royal choice.

A'. Hen. Ye have found him, cardinal:

[ Unmasking.
You hold a fair assembly; you do well, lord;

You are a churchman, or I '11 tell you, cardinal,

I should judge now unhappily.

Wol. I am glad

Your grace is grown so pleasant.

A'. Ben. My lord chamberlain,

Pr'ythee, come hiiher: what fair lady 's that?

Cham. An 't please your grace. Sir Thomas
Bullen's daughter,

—

[women.
The Viscount Rochford,—one of her highness'

A'. Ben. By heaven, she is a dainty one.

—

Sweetheart,

I were unmannerly to take you out.

And not to kiss you.—A health, gentlemen !

Let it go round.

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready

r the privy chamber?
Lav. Yes, my lord.

Wol. Your grace,

I fear, with dancing is a little heated.

K. Hen. I fear, too much.
Wol. There 's fresher air, my lord.

In the ne.xt chamber. [sweet partner,

A'. Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one:

—

I must not yet forsake you :—let 's be merr)' :

—

Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen

healths

To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure

To lead 'em once again ; and then let 's dream
Who's best in favour.—Let the music knock it-

[T.reunt, with trumpets,

ACT IL

Scene I.

—

London. A Street.

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting.

1 Cent. Whither away so fast?

2 Gent. O, God save ye I

E'en to the hall, to hear what shall become
Of the great Duke of Buckingham.
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1 Gent. I '11 save you

That labour, sir. All 's now done, but the

ceremony
Of bringing back the prisoner.

2 Gent. Were you there?

1 Gent. Yes, indeed, was I.

2 Gent. Pray, speak what has happen'd.

1 Gent. You may guess quicklv what.

2 Gent. Is he found guilty?

1 Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condemn'd
upon't.

2 Gent. I am sorry for 't.

1 Gent. So are a number more.

2 Gent. But, pray, how pass'd it? [duke

1 Getit. I '11 tell you in a little. The great

Came to the bar ; where to his accusations

He pleaded still not guilty, and alleg'd

Many sharp reasons to defeat the law.

The king's attorney, on the contrary,

Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, confessions

Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir'd

To have brought, viva voce, to his face

:

At which appear'd against him his surveyor

;

Sir Gilbert Peck, his chancellor; and John Car,

Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk,

Hopkins, that made this mischief.

2 Gent. That was he

That fed him with his prophecies?

1 Gent. Tiie same.

All these accus'd him strongly ; which he fain

Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he

could not

:

And so his peers, upon this evidence,

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all

Was either pitied in him or forgotten. [self?

2 Gent. After all this, how did he bear him-

1 Gent. When he was brought again to the

bar to hear [stirr'd

His knell rung out, his judgment,—he was
With such an agony, he sweat extremely,

And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty;

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly

In all the rest show'd a most noble patience.

2 Gent. I do not think he fears death.

1 Gent. Sure, he does not.

He never was so womanish ; the cause

He may a little grieve at.

2 Gent. Certainly

The cardinal is the end of this.

1 Gent. 'Tis likely.

By all conjectures: first, Kildare's attainder,

Then deputy of Ireland; who remov'd.

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too,

Lest he should help his father.

2 Gent. That trick of state

Was a deep cnvio'.;3 one.

1 Gent. At his return

No doubt he will requite it. This is noted,

And generally,—whoever the king favours

The cardinal instantly will find employment,
.\nd far enough from court too.

2 Gent. All the commons
Hate him perniciously, and, o' my conscience,

Wish him ten fathom deep: this duke as much
They love and dote on; call him bounteous

Buckingham,
The mirror of all courtesy,

—

1 Gent. Stay there, sir,

And see the noble ruin'd man )ou speak of.

Enter Bltckingham from his an'aigninetit

;

Tip-staves before him ; tlic axe with the edge

towards him ; halberds on each side : with
him Sir Thomas Loveli., Sir Nicholas
\'au.\, Sir William Saxds, a]id commoft
people.

2 Gent. Let's stand close, and behold him.
Buck. All good people,

You that thus far have come to pity me.
Hear what I say, and then go iionie and lose me.
I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment,
And by that name must die : yet, heaven bear

witness.

And if I have a conscience, let it sink me.
Even as the a.xe falls, if I be not faiihful

!

The law I bear no malice for my death;

'T has done, upon the premises, but justice:

But those that sought it 1 could wish more
Christians:

Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em :

Yet let 'em look they glory not in mischief,

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men;
For then my guiltless blood must cry against 'em.

For further life in this world I ne'er hope.

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies

More than I dare make faults. You few that

lov'd me.
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham,
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave

Is only bitter to him, only dying,

Go with me, like good angels, to my end

;

And as the long divorce of steel falls on me
Make of your prayers one sv/eet sacrifice,

And lift my soul to heaven.—Lead on, o' God's
name.

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity.

If ever any malice in your heart

Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly.

Buck. Sir Thomas Loveli, I as free forgive you
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all ;

There cannot be those numberless offences

'Gainst me that I cannot take peace with: no

black envy
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Shall make my grave.—Commend me to his

grace

;

And if he speak of Buckingham, pray tell him
Y( met him half in heaven: my vows and

prayers

Yet are the king's; and, till my soul forsake,

Shall cry for blessings on him: may he live

Longer than I have time to tell his years!

Ever belov'd and loving may his rule be !

And when old time shall lead him to his end,

Goodness and he fill up one monument

!

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your

grace

;

Tiijn give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux,
Who undertakes you to your end.

Vaux. Prepare there,

The duke is coming: see the barge be ready;

And fit it with such furniture as suits

The greatness of his person.

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas,

Let it alone; my state now will but mock me.

When I came hither I was lord high constable

And Duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward
Bohun

:

Yet I am richer than my base accusers, [it ;

That never knew what truth meant : I now seal

And with that blood will make 'em one day
groan for 't.

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham,
V/ho first rais'd head against usurping Richard,

J'lying for succour to his servant Banister,

Being distress'd, was by that wretch betray'd.

And without trial fell ; God's peace Vie with him !

Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying

My father's loss, like a most royal prince,

Restor'd me to my honours, and out of ruins

Made my name once more noble. Now his son,

Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all

That made me happy, at one stroke has taken
For ever from the world. I had my trial,

And must needs say a noble one ; which makes
me

A little happier than my wretched father:

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes,— both

Fell by our servants, by those men we lov'dmost;

A most unnatural and faithless service !

Heaven has an end in all : yet, you that hear me,
This from a dying man receive as certain :

—

Where you are liberal of your loves and counsels.

Be sure you be not loose ; for those you make
friends [ceive

And give your hearts to, when they once per-

The least rub in your fortunes, f\ll away
Like water from ye, never found again
But where they mean to sink ye. All good

people, [hour

Prny for me 1 I must now forsake ye : the last

Of my long weary life is come upon me.
Farewell

:

And when you would say something that is sad.

Speak how I fell.—I have done ; and God for-

give me !

[Exeunt Buckingham andTra.\ii.

1 Cent. O, this is full of pity !—Sir, it calls,

I fear, too many curses on tJieir heads
That were the authors.

2 Gent. If the duke be guiltless,

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling

Of an ensuing evil, if it fall,

Greater than this.

1 Gent. Good angels, keep it from us I

Where may it be? You do not doubt my faith,

sir ? [quire

2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, 'twill re-

A strong faith to conceal it.

1 Gent. Let me have it

;

I do not talk much.
2 Gent. I am confident ;

Vou shall, sir : did you not of late days hear
A buzzing of a separation

Between the king and Katharine?
1 Gent. Yes, but it held not

:

For when the king once heard it, out of anger
He sent command to the lord mayor straight

To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues
That durst disperse it.

2 Gent. But that slander, sir,

Is found a truth now: for it grows again

Fresher than e'er it was ; and held for certain

The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal,

Or some about him near, have, out of malice

To the good queen, possess'd him with a scruple

That will undo her : to confirm this too,

Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately;

As all think, for this business.

1 Gent. 'Tis the cardinal

;

And merely to revenge him on the emperor
For not bestowing on him, at his asking,

The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purpos'd.

2 Gent. I think you have hit the mark : but

is 't not cruel [cardinal

That she should feel the smart of this? The
Will have his will, and she must fall.

1 Gent. 'Tis woefiiL

We are too open here to argue this

;

Let 's think in private more. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

London. An Ante-chamber in

the Palace.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain reading a letter.

Cham. My lord,—The horses your lordship

sent for, wiih all the care I had, I su^v well

chosen, ridden, andfurnished. 'J 'hey wereysunf
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andhandsome , and ofthe best breed in the north.

IVhen they were ready to set out for London, a

man of my lord cardhtaPs, by commission and
tnain power, took 'em from me ; with this

rsason,—His master would be serz'ed before a

subject, if not before the king ; which stopped

our mouths, sir.

I fear he will indeed : well. let him have them:

He will have all, I think.

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk.

Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Good-day to both your graces.

Suf. How is the king employ'd ?

Cham. I left him private.

Full of sad thoughts and troubles.

Nor. What 's the cause ?

Cham. It seems the marriage with his

brother's wife

Has crept too near his conscience.

Suf. No, his conscience

Has crept too near another lady.

Nor. 'Tis so

:

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal

:

That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune,

Turns what he lists. The king will know him
one day. [self else.

Suf. Pray God he do ! he '11 never know hini-

Nor. How holily he works in all his business!

And with what zeal ! for, now he has crack'd

the league [nephew.

Between us and the emperor, the queen's great-

He dives into the king's soul, and there scatters

Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience,

Fears, and despairs,—and all these for his mar-

riage :

And out of all these to restore the king.

He counsels a divorce ; a loss of her

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years

About his neck, yet never lost her lustre

;

Of her that loves him with that excellence

That angels love good men with ; even of her

That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls.

Will bless the king : and is not this course pious?

Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel

!

'Tis most true ['em,

These new:;are everywhere; every tongue speaks

And every true heart weeps for 't : all that dare

Look into these affairs see this main end,

—

The French king's sister. Heaven will one day
open

The king's eyes, that so long have slept upon
This bold bad man.

Suf. And free us from his slavery.

Nor. We had need pray,

And heartily, for our deliverance ;

Or this imperious man will woik us all

From princes into pages: all men's honi.urs
Lie like one lump before liim, to be fashion'd
Into what pitch he please.

Suf. For me, my lords,

I love him not, nor fear him ; there 's my creed:
.'\s I am made without him, so I '11 stand,

If the king please; his curses and his blessinjjs

Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe in.

I knew him, and I know him; so I leave him
To him that made him proud, the pope.
Nor. Let 's in;

And with some other business put the king
From these sad thoughts that work too much

upon him:

—

My lord, you '11 bear us company?
Cham. Excuse me

;

The king has sent me other-where : besides,

\'ou '11 find a most unfit time to disturb him

:

Health to your lordships.

Nor, Thanks, my good lord chamberlain.
\_Exit Lord Chamberlain.

'NoiiYO'LK opens a foldi>is;- door. The KiNG ?!?

discovered sitting, and readingfetisively.

Suf. Mow sad he looks ! sure, he is much
afflicted.

K. Hen. Who is there, ha ?

Nor. Pray God he be not angry.

K. Hen. Wlio 's there, I say ? How dare
you thrust yourselves

Into my private meditations ?

Who am I, ha?
Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all offences

Malice ne'er meant : our breach of duty this way
Is business of estate; in which we come
To know your royal pleasure.

K. Hen. Ye are too bold

:

Go to ; I '11 make you know your times of busi-

ness:

Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha ?

Enter WOLSEY and Campeius.

Who 's there ? my good lord cardinal ?—O my
Wolsey,

The quiet of my wounded conscience.

Thou art a cure fit for a king.—You 're v/elcome,

\l'o Campeius.
Most reverend learned sir, into our kingdom :

Use us and it.—My good lord, have great care

I be not found a talker. [ To "WoLSEY.
Wol. Sir, you cannot.

I would your grace would give us but an hour

Of private conference.

k. Hen. We are busy ; go.

[7b Norfolk a/zoi' Suffolk.
Nor. [Aside to^VF.] I'his priest has no pride

in him I
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Stif. \Aside to NoR. ] Not to speak of

:

I would not be so sick though for his place

:

But this canno*; continue.

A'or. {Aside /^ SuF.] If it do,

I'll venture one liave-at-him.

Sttf. [Aside lo Nor.] I another.

\Exeunt NoR. and SuF.
Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of

wisdom
Above all princes, in committing freely

Your scruple lo the voice of Christendom.
Who can be angry now? what envy reach you?
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her,

Must now confess, if they have any goodness,

The trial just and noble. All the clerks,

I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms,
Have their free voices : Rome the nurse of

judgment,
Invited by your noble self, hath sent

One general tongue unto us, this good man.
This just and learned priest, Cardinal Cam-

peius,

—

Whom once more I present unto your highness.

K. Hen. And once more in mine arms I bid

him welcome.
And thank the holy conclave for their loves :

They have sent me such a man I would have
wish'd for.

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all

strangers' loves,

You are so noble. To your highness' hand
I tender my commission ;—•b)'- whose virtue,

—

The court ofRome commanding,—you, my lord

Cardinal of York, are join'd with me their

servant.

In the unpariial judging of this business.

K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall

be acquainted
Forthwith for what you come. — Where's

Gardiner?
Wol. I know your majc-.ty has always lov'd

her

So dear in heart, not to deny her that

A woman of less place might ask by law.
Scholars allow d licely to argue tor her.

'

K. Hen. Ay, and the best she shall ';ave
;

and my favour
To him that does best : God forbid else. Car-

dinal,

Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new secre-

tary :

I find him a fit fellow. \Exit WOLSEY.

Re-enter Woi.scY with GARDINER.

Wol. {Aside to Gard.] Give me your hand :

much joy and favour to you ;

You are the king's now.

Gard. {Aside to'S^oi..\ But tobe commanded
For ever by your gr^ce, whose hand has ra. j d

me.
A'. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner.

{They converse apart.

Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor
Pace

In this man's place before him ?

Wol. Yes, he was.
Ca7n. Was he .-.ot held a learned man ?

Wol. Yes, surely.

Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion
spread, then.

Even of yourself, lord cardinal.

Wol. How! of me?
Cam. They will not stick to say you envied

him ;

And fearing he would rise, he wac so virtuous.

Kept him a foreign man still ; which so griev'd

him
That he ran mad and died.

Wol. Heaven's peace be with him 1

That's Christian care enough: for living

murmurers
There 's places of rebuke. He was a fool

;

Forhewouldneeds be virtuous: that good fellow,

If I command him, follov/s my appointment

:

I will havenone so near else. Learn this, brother.

We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons.

K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the

queen. {Exit Gardinhr.
The most convenient place that I can think of

For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars
;

There ye shall meet about this weighty busi-

ness :

—

My Wolsey, see it furnish'd.—O, my lord,

Would it not grieve an able man to leave

So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, con-

science,

—

O, 'tis a tender place ! and I must leave her.

{Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

London. A71 Ante-chamber in

the Queen's Apartments.

Enter Anne Bullen and an Old Lady.

Anne. Not for that neither : here 's the pang
that pinches:

—

His highness having liv'd so long with her, and
she

So good a lady that no tongue could ever
Pronounce dishonour of her,—by my life,

She never knew harm -doing;—O, now, after

So many courses of the sun enthron'd,

Still growing in a majestyand pomp,—the which
To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than
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'Tis sweet at first to acquire,—after this process,

To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity

Would move a monster.

Old L. Hearts of most hard temper
Melt and lament for her.

Anne. O, God's \\\\\ ! much better

She ne'er had known pomp: ihouj^h it be tem-

poral,

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce

It from the l>carer, 'tis a sufferance panging

As soul and body's severing.

Old L. Alas, poor lady !

She's a stranger now again.

Anne. So much the more
Must pity drop upon her. Verily,

I swear, 'tis better to be lowly born,

And range with humble livers in content.

Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief.

And wear a goklen sorrow.

Old L. Our content

Is our best h.iving.

Anne. By my troth and maidenhead,
I would not be a queen.

Old L. Beshrew me, I would.
And venture maidenhead for 't ; and so would

you,

For all this spice of your hypocrisy :

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you,

Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet

Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignly;

Which, to say sooth, are blessings;—and which

Saving your mincing,—the capacity

Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive

If you might please to stretch it.

Anne. ^>•'^y) good troth,

—

Old L. Yes, troth and troth ; )ou would not

be a queen?
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven.

Old L. 'Tis strange : a tlireepence bowed
would hire me.

Old as I am, to queen it: but, I pray you.

What think you of a duchess? have you
limbs

To bear that load of title?

Anne. No, in truth.

Old L. Then you are weakly made: pluck

off a little

;

I would not be a young count in your way
For more than blushing comes to : if your back
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak
Ever to get a boy.

Anne. How you do talk !

I swear again I would not be a queen
For all the world.

Old L. In faith, for little England
You 'd venture an emballing : I myself

Would for Carnarvonshire, although there

long'd [here?

No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes

Enter the Lord Chamberlain.

Chain. Good-morrow, ladies. What wer't
worth lo know

The secret of your conference?

Anne. My good lord.

Not your demand ; it values not your asking

:

Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. [ii:g

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becom-
The action of good women : there is hope
All will be well.

Anne. Now, I pray God, amen

!

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly
blessings [lad)',

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair

Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note 's

Ta'en of your many virtues, the king's majesty
Commends his good opinion of you to you, and
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing

Than Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which liile

A thousand pound a year, annual support,

Out of his grace he adds.

Anne. I do not laiow

What kind of my obedience I should tender;

More than my all is nothing: nor my prayers

Are not words duly hailow'd, nor my wishes

More worth than empty vanities; yet prayers

and wishes

Are all I can return. Beseech your lordship,

X'ouchsafetospeakmythanks and my obedience.

As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness;

Whose health and royalty 1 pray for.

Cham. Lady,
I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit

The king hath of you.— I have perus'd her

well ; {^Aside.

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled
That they have caught the king: and who

knows yet

But from this lady may proceed a gem
To lighten all this isle?— 1 '11 to the king
And say I spoke with you.

Anne. IMy honour'd lord.

\Exit Lord Chamberlain.
Old L. Why, this it is ; see, see !

I have been begging sixteen years in court,

—

Am yet a courtier beggarly,—nor could

Come pat betwixt too early and too late

For any suit of pounds; and you, O fate

!

A very fresh-fish here,— fie, fie, fie upon [up

This compell'd fortune !—have your mouth fill'd

Before you open it.

Anne. This is strange to me. [no.

Old L. How tastes it ? is it bitter? forty pencC|
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There was a lady once,
—

'lis an old stor}',—

That would not be a queen, that wou'.J she not,

For all the imid in Egypt :—have you heard it ?

Anne. Come, you are pleasant.

Ohi L. VViih your theme I could

OV-rmount the lark. The Marchioness of Pem-

broke !

A thousand pounds a year for pure respect

!

No other obligation ! By my life.

That promises more thousands : honour's train

Is longer than his foreskirt. P.y this time

I know your back will bear a duchess:—say, -

Are you not stronger than you were?

Anne. Good lady,

Mike yourself mirth with your parlicular fancy.

And leave me out on 't. Would I had no being,

If this salute my blood a jot: it faints me
To think what follows.

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful

In our long absence : pray, do not deliver

What here you have heard to her.

Old L. What do you think me?
\_Exein:l.

Scene IV.- -London. A Hall in Black-
Friars.

Trumpet, sennet, aiid coi-nets. Enter iivo

Vergers, with short silver vjands ; next t/uin,

two Scribes, in the habits of doctors ; after

them, the Archbishop of Canterbury
alone ; after him, the Bishops OF Lincoln,
Ely, Rochester, aW Saint Asaph ; next

them, with some small distaitce, follo7vs a

Gentleman beaiing the purse, with the great

seal, and a Curdinafs hat ; then two Priests,

bearing each a silver cross ; then a Genile-

man-usher bareheaded, accompanied with a

Sergeant-at-Arms bearing a silver mace

;

then two Gentlemen bearing two great silver

pillars ; after them, side by side, the two

Cardinals, Wolsey and Campeius; t^vo

Noblemen with the siuord and mace. Then
enter the King ^zW Queen atid //i«> Trains.

The Ki NG tahes place under the cloth ofstate ;

the two Cardinals sit tinder him as judges.

T/ie Queen takes place at some distancefrom
the King. The Bishops place themselves on

each side the court, in manmr of a consistory ;

between them the Scribes. The Lords sit

next the Bishops. The Crier and the rest of
the Attendants stand in convtiutni order

about the hall.

Wol, Wliilst our commission from Rome is

read,

Let silence be commanded.
K, Hen. Wliat's the need?

It hath already publicly been read.

And on all sides the authority allow'd

;

You may, then, spare that time.

IVol. Be ' t so.— Proceed.

Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come
into the court.

Crier. Henry Iving of England, &c.

A'. Hen. Here.
Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England,

come into th.e court.

Crier. Katharine Queen of England, &:c.

\_The Queen makes no answer, rises out of
her chair, goes abotit the court, comes to

the King, and kneels at his feet ; then

speaks.

Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you do me right and
justice

;

And to bestow your pity on me : for

I am a most poor woman, and a stranger.

Born out of your dominions; having here

No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance

Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir.

In what ha\ e i offended you ? what cause

Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure.

That thus you should proceed to put me od'.

And take your good grace from mc? Heaven
witness,

I have been to you a true and humble wife.

At all times to your will conformable:

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, [sorry

Yea, subject to your countenance,—glad or

As I saw it inclined. When was the hour

I ever contradicted your desire, [friends

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your

Have I not strove to love, although I knew
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine

That had to him dcriv'd your anger, did 1

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice

He was from thence discharg'd? Sir, call to mind
That I have been your wife, in this obedience.

Upward of twenty years, and have been I'iest

With many children by you : if, in the course

And fjrocess of this time, you can report.

And prove it too, against mine honour aught,

My bond to wedlock or my love and duty.

Against your sacred person, in God's name.

Turn me away ; and let the foul'st contempt

Sliut door upon me, and so give me up

To the sharp'st kind of justice. Please you, sir,

The king, your father, was reputed for

A prince most prudent, of an excellent

And unmatch'd wit and judgment : Ferdinand,

My father, King of Spain, was reckon'd one

The wisest prince that there had reign'd by many

A year before : it is not to be questioned

That they had gather'd a wise council to thenn

Of every realm, that did debate this business.
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Who deem'd our marriage lawful : wherefore I

humbly
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may
Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whose

counsel

I will implore ; if not, i' the name of God,
Your pleasure be fulfdl'd !

ll'W. You have here, lady,

—

And of your choice,—these reverend fathers ;

men
Of singular integrity and learning,

'^'ea, the elect o' the land, who are assembled
To plead your cause: it shall be therefore boot-

less

That longer you desire the court ; as well

For your own quiet as to rectify

What is unsettled in the king.

Ca»i. His grace

I lath spoken well and justly: therefore, madam,
II 's fit this royal session do proceed ;

And that, without delay, their arguments
Be now produc'd and heard.

Q. Kath. Lord cardinal, —

To you I speak.

Wot. Your pleasure, madam?
Q. Kath. Sir,

I am about to weep ; but, tliiiikir.g Ihat

We are a queen,—or long have dream'd so,

—

certain

The daughter of a king, my drops of tears

I '11 turn to sparks of fire.

Wol. Be i^atient yet.

Q. Kath. I will, when you are humble

;

nay, before.

Or God will punish me. I do believe,

Induc'd by potent circumstances, that

You are mine enemy ; and make my challenge

You shall not be my judge : for it is you
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me,

—

Which (}od'sdew quench! Therefore 1 say again,

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul

Refuse you for my judge ; whom, yet once more,
I hold my most malicious fje, and think not

At all a friend to truth.

IVol. I do profess

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet

ibive stood to charity, and display'd the effects

Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom [wrong :

O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me
I have no spleen against you, nor injustice

For you or any : how far I have proceeded,

Or how far further shall, is warranted
By a commission from the consistor)-, [me
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge

That I have blown this coal : I do deny it

:

The king is present: if it be known to him
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound,

And worthily, my i.ib^'aood .' yea, as much
As you have done my 'lulh. If he know
That I am free of your report, he knov;s
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him
It lies to cure me: and the cure iz, to |

fore

Remove these tlioughts from you : the which iie-

llis higlmess shall sjieak in, I do I;csccch

\'ou, gracious madam, to unthink > "u speaking,
.Vnd to hay so no more.

Q. Kath. My lord, m;- lord,

I am a simple woman, much loo .cal:

To oppose your cunning. ^ ou 're nick and
humble-iaoulh'd

;

You sign your place . id calling, in full seeming,
Willi meekness and humility; but your heart

Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride.

You have, by fortune and his highness' favuurs,

Goneslightlyo'erlowsleps,andnovvarc niounli (1

Where powers are your retauiers; and your
words.

Domestics to you, serve your will as't please

\'ourself pronounce their office. I must tell )<ni,

You lender more your person's honour ibau
Your high profession spiritual: that again
I do refuse you ftir my judge ; and here,

!5efore y<ju ail, appeal unto the pope,
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness,

.'\nd to be judg'd by him.

\^She curtsies to tlie KlNO, and offers to deparf.

Cam. The qween is obsti..-le,

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and
Disdainful to be tried by it: 'tis not well.

She's going away.

A'. I/en. Call her again.

Crier. Katharine Queen of England, cc.uie

into the court.

Cn'f. Madam, you are call'd back.

Q. Kath. What need you note it ? pr:;y you,

keep your way

:

When you are call'd, return.—Now the I,"id

help.

They vex me past my patience! Pray you, [,ass

on

:

I will not tarry; no, nor ever more
Upon this business my appearance make
In any of their courts.

[Exeunt Queen, Grip., and her other

Attendants.

K. I/en. Go thy ways, Kate

:

That man i' the world who shall report he lias

A better wife, let him in naught be trusted

For speaking false in that: thou art, alone,

—

If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness,

Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government—

-

Obeying in commanding—and thy parts

Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee cut
.

—
The queen of earthly queens-—she's noble bcia;
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And like her true nobility she has

Curried herself towards nie.

lybL Most [gracious sir,

In humblest manner I require your highness

Tlial it shall please you to declare, in hearing

Ol all these ears, --for where I am robb'd and
bound,

Tiiere must I be unloos'd; although not tlierc

Ai once and fully satisfied,—whether ever I

l>i;! broach this business to your highness; or

L.iiJ any scruple in your way, which might
Tvliice you to the qiicsiion on 't ? or ever

(Live to you,—but with thanks to (}od for such

A royal lady,—spake one the least word that

might
n \o the prejudice of her present state,

Ur touch of her good person?
A'. Hen. My lord cardinal,

I tlo excuse you
; yea, upon mine honour,

J I ree you from 't. You are not to be taught
Thai you have many enemies, that know not
Why they are so, but, like to village curs,

I'ark when their fellows do : by some of tliese

The cjueen is put in anger. You are excus'd :

\\.\\. will you be more justified ? you ever
I I ive wish'd the sleeping of this business ; never
Desir'd it to be stirr'd; but oft have hinder'd,

oft,

The passages made toward it :—on my honour,
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point.

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me
to't,

I v.ill be bold with time and your attention :

—

Then mark the inducement. Thus it came ;

—

give heed to't :

—

My conscience first receiv'd a tenderness,

Scruple, and pric!;, on certain speeches utter'd

]}>j the Bishop ol Bayonne, then French am-
bassador ;

Who had been hither sent on the debating
A marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleans and
Our daughter Mary: I' the progress of this

business,

Ete a determinate resolution, he,

—

I mean the bishop,—did require a respite :

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise
Whether our daughter were legitimate,

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager,
Someiimesour brother's wife. This respite shook
The bosom of my conscience, enter'd me,
Yea,witha splittingpo\ver,and made 'otremble
The region of my breast ; which forc'd such way
That many maz'd considerings did throng,
A.nd press'd in with this caution. First, me-

thouglu

I stood not in the smile of heaven; who had
Commanded nature that my lady's womb,

j

If it conceiv'd a male child by mc, should
Do no more offices of life to't than
The grave does to the dead ; for her male issue

Or died where they were made, or shortly after

This world had air'd them : hence I took a
thought

This was a judgment on me; that my kingdom.
Well worthy the best heir o' the world, should

not

Be gladded in 't hy me : then follov/s that

I weigh'd the danger which my realms stood in

By this my issue's fail ; and tliat gave to me
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in

The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are
Xow present here together ; that 's to say,

I meant to rectify my conscience,—which
1 then did feel full sick, and yet not well,

—

Hy all the reverend fathers of llie land,

.\nd doctors learn'd:— first, I began in private

With you, my Lord of Lincoln ; you remember
How under my oppression I did reek
When I first mov'd you.

Lin. Very well, my liege.

A'. Hen. I have spoke long •. be pleas'd your-
self to say

How far you satisfied me.
Lin. So please your highness.

The question did at first so stagger me,

—

Bearing a stale of mighty moment in 't.

And consequence of dread,— tliat I committed
The daring'st counsel which I liad to doubt

;

And did entreat your highness to this course
Which you are running here.

A'. lien. I then mov'd you,
My Lord of Canterbur)' ; and got j'our leave

To make this present summons :—unsolicited

I left no reverend person in this court

;

But by particular consent proceeded
Under your hands and seals : therefore, go on

;

For no dislike i' the world against the person
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points

Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward :

f^rove but our marriage lawful, by m;- life
,

And kingly dignity, we are contented
To wear our mortal state to come with her,

Katharine our queen, before the primesi creature

That 's paragon'd o' the world.

Cam. So pleasure your liighness.

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness

That we adjourn this court till ''rther day:

Meanwhile must be an earnest .otion

Made to the queen to call back her appeal

She intends unto hi*" holiness.

[ They rise to depart.

K. Hen. I may perceive

These cardinals trille with me: I abhor



SCENK I.] KING HENRY VIII. 733

This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome. {Aside.

My learn'd and weil-belov'd servant, Cranmer,

I'r'ythee, return ! with thy approach, I know.

My comfort comes along. Break up the court:

I say, set on.

\_Exeuni in rnanncr as they entered.

ACT 111.

Scene I.

—

London. Palace at Bridewell.

A Room in the Queen's Apartment.

The Queen and some of her Women at work.

Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench : my soul

grows sad with troubles ;

Sing and disperse 'em, if thou canst; leave-

working.

SONG.
Orpheus with hb lute made trees,

Ami the mountain-tops that Ireeze,

Bow themielves, whim he did iiiig :

To his mutuc plants and flowers

Kver sprung ; as sun and showers
There had made a lasting spnng.

Evei^'thing that heard him play,

Even the billows of the -ea,

Hung their heads and •Ji.m lay by.

In sweet music b such an :

Killing' care and grief of heart

I'all asleep, or, hearing, die.

Enter a Gentleman.

Q. Kath. How now ? [cardinals

Gent. An 't please your grace, the two great

Wait in the presence.

Q. Kath. Would they speak with me ?

Gent. They will'd me say so, madam.
Q. Kath. Pray their grac

To come near. \^Extt Gent. ] What can be iheir

business

With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour?

I do not like their coming, now I think on "t.

They should be good men ; their affairs as

righteous :

But all hoods make not monks.

Enter Wolsey a/zf/CAMPEius.

Wol. Peace to your highness !

Q. Kath. \'our graces tind me here part of a

housewife ;

I would be ail, against the worst may happen.

What are your pleasures with me, reverend

lords ? [withdraw

IVol. May it please you, noble madam, to

Into your private chamber, we shall give you
The full cause of our coming.

Q, Kath. Speak it here
;

There's nothing I have done yet, o' my c;;i«

science,

Deserves a corner : would all other women
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do !

My lords, I care not,—so nuich I am l)up])y

Above a number,— if my actions

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw 'em.

Envy and base opinion set against 'em,

I know my life so even. If your business

Seek me out, and that way 1 am wife in,

Out with it boldly: truth loves open dealing.

IVol. Tanta est ers^a te inetitis integrilas^

regina serenissima,—
Q. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin ;

1 am not such a tiuant since my coming
As not to know the language I have lived in

:

.V strange tongue makes my cause more strange,

suspicious;

Pray, speak in English: here are some will

thank you, [salic,—

•

If you speak truth, for their poor mistress'

Believe me, she has had much wrong: loid

cardinal.

The willing'st sin I ever yet committed
May be absolv'd in English.

Wol. Noble lady,

1 am sorry my integrity should breed,

—

And service to his majesty and you,

—

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant.

We come not by the way of accusation

To taint tliat honour every good tongue blesses.

Nor to betiay you any way to sorrow,

—

Vou have too much, good lady ; but to know
How you stand minded in the weighty difference

Between the king and you ; and to deliver.

Like free and honest men, our just opinions.

And comforts to your cause.

Cam. Most honour'd madam.
My Lord of ^'ork,—out of his noble nauue,

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace,

—

Forgetting, like a good man, your late censure

Both ofhis truth and him,—which was too far,^

Offers, lis I do, in a sign of peace.

His service and his counsel.

Q. Kath. To betray me. \Aside.

Jly lords, I thank you both for your good-wills;

^'e speak like honest men,— pray God ye prove

so !

But how to make ye suddenly an answer.

In such u point of weight, so near mine

honour,

—

More near my life, I fear,—with my weal: wit,

And to such men of gravity and learning,

la truth, I knov/ noL I was set at v/ork

Among my maids; full little, God knowSj
looking

Either for such men or such business.
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For her sake that I have been,—for I fee!

The last fit ofmy greatness,—good your graces.

Let me have time and counsel for my cause :

Alas, I am a woman, friendless, hopeless !

l-Vo!. Madam, you wrong the king's love

with these fears

:

Your hopes and friends are infinite.

Q. Kath. In England
But little for my profit: can you think, lords,

Th;it any Englishman dare give me counsel ?

Or be a known friend, 'gainst his highness'

pleasure,

—

Though he be grown so desperate tobehonest,—
And live a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friends,

They that must weigh out my afilictions,

T!icy that my trust must grow to, live not here

:

They are, as all my other comforts, far hence,

In mine own country, lords.

Ca7n. I would your grace

Would leave your griefs, and t^ike my counsel.

Q. Kafh. I low, sir?

Cam. Put your main cause into the king's

protection ;

Ke 's loving and most gracious ; 'twill be much
Both for your honour better and your cause ;

For if the trial of the law o'ertake ye
Vou '11 part away disgrac'd.

IVol. He tells you rightly.

Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both,

—my ruin :

Is this your Christian counsel? out upon ye !

Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge
That no king can corrupt.

Cam. Your rage mistakes us.

Q. Kath. Thev'oro shame for ye : holy men
I thov.^ih': ye.

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues
;

But cardinal sins end hollow hearts I fear ye :

^lend them, for shame, my lords. Is this your
comfort ?

The cordial that yc bring a wretched lady,

—

A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scorn'd ?

I will not wish ye half my m.iseries ;

I have more charity: but say I warn'd ye ;

Talce heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at

once
The burden of m.y sorrows fall upon ye.

V/ol, Madam, this is a mere distraction ;

You turn the good we offer into envy.

Q. Kath. Ye turn me into nothing : woe upon
ye, me,—

And all such false professors ! would you have
If you have any justice, any pity.

If ye be anything but cliurchmen's habits,

—

Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me?
Alas ! has banish'd me his bed already.

His love too long ago ! I am old, my lords,

And all the fellowship I hold now with him
Is only my obedience. What can happen
To me above this wretchedness ? all your studies
Make me a curse like this.

Cam. Your fears are worse.

Q. Kath. Have I liv'd thus long,— let me
speak myself.

Since virtue finds no friends,—a wife, a true one?
A woman,—I dare say without vain-glory,

—

Never yet branded with suspicion ?

Have I with all my full affections

Still met the king? lov'd him ne.'ct heaven ?

obcy'd him?
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ?

.A.lmost forget my prayers to content him ?

And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords.

Bring me a constant woman to her husband,
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure

;

.•\nd to that woman, when she has done most,
Yet will I add an honour,—a great patience.

[Vol. Madam, you wander from the good we
aim at. [guiity,

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so
To give up willingly that noble title

Your master wed me to : nothing but death
Shall e'er divorce my dignities.

Wot. Pray, hear me.
Q. Kath. Would I had never trod this

English earth,

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it !

\'e have angels' faces, but heaven knows your
hearts.

What will become of me now, wretched lady?
I am the most unhappy woman living.

—

Alas, poor wenches, where are now your for-

tunes ? [ 7l> her Women.
Sliipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity,

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me ;

Almost no grave allow'd me :—like the lilv,

That once was niislressof the field and fiourish'd,

I '11 hang my head and perish.

VVol. If j"our grace

Could but be brought to know our ends are

honest.

You 'd feel more comfort : why should we, good
lady,

Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas, our places,

The way of our profession is against it :

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow 'cm.

For goodness' sake, consider what you do ;

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly

Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this

carriage.

The hearts of princes kiss obedience,

So much they love it ; but to stubborn spirits

They swell, and grow as terrible as s'.onus.

I know you have a gentle, noble temper.
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A soul as even as a calm : pray, think us

Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and
servants.

Cam. Madam, you 'II find it so. You wrong
your virtues

With these weak women's fears: a noble spirit,

As yours was put into you, ever cists

Such doubts, as false coin, from ii. The king

loves you ;

Beware you lose it not : for us, if you please

To trust us in your business, we are ready

To use our utmost studies in your service.

Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords : and,

pray, forgive me
If I have us'd myself unipannerly ;

Veil know I am a woman, lacking wit

To make a seemly answer to such persons.

Pray, do my service to his majesty :

lie has my heart yet ; and shall have my prayers

While I shall have my life. Come, reverend

fathers.

Bestow your counsels on me ; she now begs

That little thought, when she set footmg here,

She should have bought her dignities so dear.

\Exeutil.

ScRNE II.

—

London. Ante-chamber to the

King's Apartment in the Palace.

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of
Suffolk, the Earl ok Surrey, aitd tlu

Lord Chamberlain.

Nor. If you will nowunitein your complaints,

And force them with a constancy, the cardinal

Cannot stand under them : if you omit
Tlie offer of this time, I cannot promise

But that you shall sustain more new disgraces.

With these you bear already.

Siir. I am joyfiil

To meet the least occasion that may give me
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke,

To be reveng'd on him.

Suf. Wliich of the peers

Ihive unccntemn'd gone by him, ( r at least

Strangely neglected? when did he regard

The stamp of nobleness in any person

Out of himself?

Cham. I\Iy lords, you speak your pleasures :

What he deserves of you and me I know

;

What we can do to him,-—though now the time

Gives way to us,— I much fear. If you cannot
Bar his access to the king, never attempt
Anything on him ; for he hath a witchcraft

Over the king in 's tongue.
Nor. O, fear him not

;

His spell in that is out : the king hath found
Matter against him that for ever mars

The honey of his language. No, he's settled.

Not to come off, in his displeasure.

Siir. Sir,

I should be glad to hear such news as this

Once every liour.

Nor. Believe it, this is true:

In the divorce his contrary proceedings

Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears

As I would wish mine enemy.
Siir. How came

His practices to light?

Suf. Most strangely.

Sur. O, how, how ?

Suf. The cardinal's letters to the pope mis-

carried, [rend

And came to the eye o' the king : wherein ^v^^s

ilow that the cardinal did entreat his holiness

To stay the judgment o' the divorce ; for if

It did lake place, I do, quoth hs, perceive

My kiui; is tangled in affection to

A creature oj the queeii^s. Lady Anne Bullen.

Sur. Has the king this?

Suf. Believe it.

Sur. Will this work ?

Cham. The king in this perceives him huw
he coasts

And hedges his own way. But in this point

All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic

After his patient's death : the king already

Hath married the fair lady.

Sur. Would he had !

Suf. May you be happy in your wish, my lord i

For, I profess, you have it.

Sur. Now, all my joy

Trace the conjunction !

Suf. My amen to 't !

N'or. All men's f

Suf. There's order given for her coronation :

Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left

To some ears unrecounted.—But, my lords.

She is a gallant creature, and complete

In mind and feature: I persuade me, from her

Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall

In it be memoriz'd.

Sur. But will the king

Digest this letter of the cardinal's?

The Lord forbid

!

AVr. Marr}', amen !

Suf. No, no

;

There be more wasps that buzz about his nose

Will make this sting the sooner. Cardn^al

Campeius
Is stol'n away to Rome ; hath ta'en no leave ;

Has left the cause o' the kirg unhandled ; ^nd
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal.

To second all his plot. I do assure you,

The king ciied Ha 1 at this.
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Cham. Now, God incense him,

And let him cry Ila! louder !

Nor. But, my lord.

When returns Cranmer ?

Szif. lie is relurn'd, in his opinions ; which
Have satisfied the king for his divorce,

Together with all famous colleges

Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe,

His second marriage shall be publish'd, and
Her coronation. Katharine no more
Siiall be call'd queen, but princess dowager
And widow to Prince Arthur,

Nor, This same Cranmer 's

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain

In the king's business.

Siif. lie has ; and we shall see him
For it an archbishop.

N'or. So I hear.

Suf. 'Tis so.

—

The cardinal !

Enter WoLSEY and Cromwell.

Nor. Observe, observe, he 's r.-.oody.

Wol. The packet, Cromwell,
Gave 't you the king ?

Crom. To his own hand, in 's bedchamber.
IVoL Look'd he o' the inside of the paper ?

Crom. Presently

He did unseal them : and the first he view'd,

He did it with a serious mind ; a heed
Was in his countenance. You he bade
Attend him here this morning.

IFol. Is he ready

To come abroad ?

Crom. I think by this he is.

IVol. Leave me awhile. [Exit Cromwell.
It shall be to the Duchess of Alenfon,
The French king's sister : he shall marry her.

—

Anne Bullen ! No; I'll no Anne Bullens for

him :

There 's more in 't than fair visage.—Bullen !

No, we'll no Bullens.—Speedily I wish

To hear from Rome.—The Marchioness of

Pembroke !

Nor. He 's discontented.

Suf. May be he hears the king
Does whet his anger to him.

Sur. Sharp enough,
Lord, for thy justice I [daughter,

IVol. The latequeen'sgentlewoman, a knight's

To behermistress' mistress ! thequeen'squeen!

—

This candle burns not clear : 'tis I must snuff it;

Then out it goes.—What though I know her
virtuous

And well deserving? yet I know her for

A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to

Uur cause, that she should lie i' the bosom of

Our hard-rul'd king. Again, there is sprung up
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king.

And is his oracle.

Nor. He is vex'd at something.
Sur. I would 'twere something that would

fret the string.

The master-cord on 's heart

!

Sitf. The king, the king

!

Enter the King, reading a schedule, and
LOVELL.

K. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he ac-
cumulated

To his own portion ! and what expense by the
hour [thrift,

Seems to flow from him ! How, i' the name of

Does he rake this together ?—Now, my lords,

Saw you the cardinal ?

Nor. My lord, we have [tion

Stood here observing him : some strange commo-
Is in his brain : he bites his lip and starts ;

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground,
Then lays his finger on his temple ; straight

Springs out into fast gait ; then steps again,

Strikes his breast hard ; and anon he casts

His eye against the moon : in most strange

postures

We have seen him set himself.

K. Hen. It may well be

;

There is a mutiny in 's mind. This morning
Papers of state he sent me to peruse,

As I requir'd : and wot you what I found
There,—on my conscience, put unwittingly?

Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,—
The several parcels of his plate, his treasure,

Richstuffs, and ornaments of household ; which
I find at such proud rate that it out-speaks

Possession of a subject.

Nor. It 's heaven's will

:

Some spirit put tliis paper in the packet

To bless your eye withal.

K, Hen. If we did think

His contemplation were above the earth.

And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still

Dwell in his musings : but I am afraid

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth
His serious considering.

[_He takes his seat and whispers LoVELL,
who goes to WOLSEY.

Wol. Heaven forgive me !

Ever God bless your highness !

K. Hen. Good, my lord.

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the in-

ventory

Of your best graces in your mind ; the which
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You were now running o'er: you have scarce

time

To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span

To keep your earthly audit : sure, in that

I deem you an ill husband, and am glad

To have you therein my companion.
U'ol. Sir,

For holy offices I have a time ; a time

To think upon the part of business which
I bear i' the state ; and nature does require

iler limes of preservation, which perforce

I, her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal,

Must give my tendance to.

A'. JIc!t. You have said weH.
IVo/. And ever may your higlmess yoke to-

gether.

As I will lend you cause, my doing well

With my well saying !

JC Hen. 'Tis well said again;

And 'tis a kind of good deed to say well

:

And yet words are no deeds. My father lov"d

you

:

He said he did % and with his deed did crown
I I is word upon you. Since I had my office

I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone

Employ 'd you where iiigh profits might come
home,

But par'd my present havings to bestow
Ivly bounties upon you.

IVol. What should this mean ? {^Aside.

Stir. The Lord increase this business !

l^Aside to others.

K. Hen. Have I not made you
The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me
li \\hat I now pronounce you have found true:
Ar.d, if you may confess it, say withal
It you are bound to us or no. What say you ?

IVol. My sovereign, I confess your roya!

graces, [could
Shower'd on me daily, have been more than
My studied purposes requite; v.hich went
Teyrnid all man's endeavours:—my endeavours
Have ever come too short of my desires,

Vet fiU'd with my abilities : mine own ends
I lave been mine so that evermore they pointed
To the good of your most sacred person and
Tlie profit of the state. For your great graces
Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I

dn nothing render but allegiant thanks ;

My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty,

^Vhich ever has and ever shall be grossing,

Till death, that winter, kill it.

K. Hen. p'airly iinswer'd ;

A loyal and obedient subject is

Therein illustrated : the honour of it

Hoes pay the act of it ; as, i' the contrary,
The foulness is the punishment. I presume

Tiiat, as my hand has open'd bounty to you,
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd

honour, more
On you than any ; so your hand and heart,

Vour t^ain, and every funclioii of your !30wer,

Should, notwithstanding that your bond of di-.ty,

As 'twere in love's particular, be more
To me, your friend, tlraii any.

IVol. I do profess

That for your highness' good I ever labour'd

Mo.c than mine own ; mat am, have, and will

be,— [you.

Though all the world should crack their duty to

And throw it from their soul ; though perils did
Abound as thick as thought could make 'ern,and

Appear in forms more horrid,—yet my duty,

A.s doth a rock against the chiding flood.

Should the approach of this wild river break.

And stand unshaken yours.

A". Hen. 'Tis nobly spoken :

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast.

For you have seen him open 't.—Read o'er this

;

\_Giving hhn pafcrs.

And after, this: and then to breakfast with
What appetite you have.

[Exit, frownvig 7'pon Caruinat. Wolse,y :

the Nobles throng after him, s/niling

and whispering.

Wol. What should this mean ?

What sudden anger 's this ? how have I reap'J it ?

He parted frowning from m.e, as if ruin

Leap'd from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion

Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him ;

Then makes hiro nothing. I must read this

paper;
I fear, the story of his anger.— Tis so

;

This paper has undone nie :—^'tis the account

Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together

For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the pope-

dom.
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence,

Fit for a fool to fall by ! \\hat cross devil

Made me put this main secret in the packet

I sent the king? Is there no way to cure th';?

No new device to beat this from his brains.'

I know 'twill stir him strongly; yet I know
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune,

Will bring me off again.—What 's this

—

To the

Fopcl
The letter, as I live, with all the business

I writ to "s holiness. Nay then, farewell !

I have touch'd the highest point of all my great*

ness

;

And from that full meridian of my gh'ry

I haste now to my setting : I sliall lall

Like a briglit exhalation in the evening.

And no man see me more.
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r<e-:)iter llie Dukes o? Norfolk aiul Suf-
FOi.i:, the Earl of Surrey, and the Lord
Chamberlain.

Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal

:

who commands you
To render up iIk great seal presently

Into our hands ; and to oonline yourself

I'o Asher House, my Lord of Wip.chester's,

Till you hear further fro:/; hi: highness.

Wol. St-;-,—

Where 's your commission, lords ? v/crdc ca:in(i;

c-.rry

Authority so weighty,

Stif. ^^ ho dare cross cm,
Bearing the king's \/ilI from his mouth expressly :'

WoL. Till I (ind fnore than will or words to

do it,- -

I mean your malice,—know, officiov.^ lords,

I dare and must deny it. Now feel

Of what coarse metal ye are moulded,—envy :

How eat^crly ye follow my disgrace
,

As if it lod ye! and how sleek and want:;:!

Ve appear in everything may bring my ru' \ !

Pollow your envious courses, men of malice
;

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no
doubt.

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal,

You ask with such a violence, the king,

—

Mine and your master,—with his own hand gave

me ;

—

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours.

During my life ; and, to confirm his goodness,

Tied it by letters-patents : now, who '11 take it ?

Sicr. The king, that gave it.

Wol. It must be himself then.

Snr. Thou art a proud traitor, priest.

Wol. Proud lord, thou liest

:

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better

Have burnt that tongue than said so.

Stir. Thy ambition.

Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law :

The heads of all thy brother cardinals,

—

W^iththeeandallthy best parts bound together,

—

YVeigh'd not a hair ofhis. Plague ofyour policy !

Vou sent me deputy for Ireland ;

I'ar from his succour, tVom the king, from all

That miglit have mercy on the fault thou gav'st

him ;

Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity,

Absolv'd him with an axe.

Wol. This, and all else

This talking lord can lay upon my credit,

I answer, is most false. The duke by law
Found his deserts: how innocent I v.us

^From any private malice in his end.

His noble jury and foal cau.~.e can witnes.^.

If I lov'd many words, lord, I should tell you
You have as little honesty as honour,

That in the way of loyalty and irutii

Toward the king, my ever royal master,

Dare mate a sounder man liian Surrey can be.

And all that love his follies.

Sur. By my soul,

Yo;,i long coat, priest, protects you ; thou

should-^! feel [lords.

My sword i' the life-blood of thee else.—My
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance?
And from this fellow ? If we live thus lamely.

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet,

i'"arewell, nobility; let his grace go forward,

.\nd dare us with his cap like larks.

Wol. All goodness
Is poison to thy stomach.

Sur. Yes, that goodness
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one,

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion;

The goodness of your intercepted packets

You writ to the pope agamsl the king: your

goodness, [ous.—

Since you provoke me, shall be most notoii-

My Lord of Norfolk,— as you are truly noble.

As yoi: respect the conmion good, the state

Of our despis'd nobility, our issues,

W"-o, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen,

—

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles

Collected from his life:— I 'U startle you

Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown
wench

Lay kisiing in your anns, lord cardinal.

Wol. How much, meihinks, 1 could despise

tliis man.
But that I am bound in charity against it !

Nor. Th. 2 articles, my lord, are in the

king's Land :

But, thus much, they are foul ones.

Wol. So much lairer

.\nd spotless shall mine innocence arise.

When the king knows my truth.

Sur. This cannot save you :

I thank my memory I yet remember
Some of these articles ; and out they shall.

Now, if you can blush and cry guilty, cardinal.

You '11 show a little honesty.

Wol. Speak on, .sir;

I dare your worst objections : if I blush.

It is lo see a nobleman want manners.

Sur. I'd rather want those than my head.

—

Hav; at you

!

First, that, v.-ithout the king's assent or know-
ledge.

You wrought to be a legate ; by which power
You maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops.
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Nor. Then, ihal in all )ou vviit to Rome, or

else

To foreign princes, Ego et Rex ?neus [king

Was still inscrib'd; in wlach you brought the

To be your servant.

Si:f. Then, that, without the knowledge.

Either of king or council, when you went
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold

To carry into Flanders the great seal.

.5"//;-. Item, you sent a large commission
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude,
\'> iihout the king's will or the state's allowance,

A league between his highness and Ferrara.

Siif. That, out of nifre ambition, you have

caus'd

Vour l)o!y hat to bestamp'd on the king's coin.

S:ir. Then, that you have sent innumerabk-
subbtance, [science.

By what means got I leave to your own cun-

T.J furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways
\'o\.\ have for dignities ; to the mere undoing
Of all the kingdom. Many more there aie.

Which, since they are of you, and odious,

1 will not taint my mouth with,

Cham. O my lord.

Press not a falling man too far ! 'tis virtue :

His faults lie open to the laws ; It-l them,
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see

him
So liltle of his great self.

Sur. I forgive him. [is,

—

Suf. Lord Cardinal, the king'sfurther pleasure

Because all those things you have done of late,

By your power legatine widiin this kingdom,
^'all into the compass ol 2i pramniiirc,—
That therefore such a writ be sued against you;
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements,

Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be

Out of the king's protection :—this is my charge.

Nor. And so we'll leave you to your medita-

tions

How to live better. For your stubborn answer
About the giving back the great seal to us,

The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall

thank you.

So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal.

\_E.xciiiit all but WOLSEY.
Wol. So farewell to the little good you bear

me.
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness !

This is the slate of man : to-day he puts forth

The tender leaves of hope ; to-morrow blossoms,
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him

;

The tliird day comes a frost, a killing frost.

And,— when he thinks, good easy man, fall

surely

His greaineis is a-ripenipg,—nips his root.

And then he falls, as I do. I have vcntur'd,

Like little wanton boys that swim on bladueis,

This many summers in a sea of gloiy
;

But far beyond my depth: my high-blov/n inide
At lengtli broke under me ; and now has left me,
Weaiy and old with service, to the mercy
Of a nidc stream, that must for ever hide me.
Vain pomp and glory of tins world, I hate ye :

I feel my heart new opened. O, how wretcnta
Is that poor man that hangs on prince's favours

!

There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to,

That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin,

iMore pangs and fears llian wars or women have:
And when lie falls, he falls like Lucifer,

Never to hope again.

Enter Cromwell, amazedly.

Why, how now, Cromwc'l !

Cront. I have no power to speak, sir.

Wol. What, amaz'd
At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder
A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep,
I am fallen indeed.

Crom. I low does your grace ?

IVol. Why, Weil ;

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell.
I know myself now ; and I feel within me
A peace above all earthly dignities,

A still and quiet conscience. The king has
cur'd me,

I humbly thank his grace ; and from these

shoulders.

These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken
A load would sink a navy,—too much honour:
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven !

Crom. I am glad your grace has made that

right use of it. [thinks.—
IVoI. I hope I have : I am able now, me-

Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,—
To endure more miseries and greater far

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare oifcr.

What news abroad ?

Croat. The heaviest and the worst
Is )'Our displeasure wiLh the king.

Wol. (lod bless hin; !

Crom. The ne.xt is that Sir Thomas JNIoie is

civ sen

Lord Chancellor in your place.

li'ol. That's somewhat sud'len :

But he 's a learned man. May he continr.c

Long in his highness' favour, and do jastiee,

For truth's sake and his conscience; that lis

bones, [i ,

WTien he has run his cour.se and sleeps in 1 h.-.s-

jNIay have a tomb of orph.ins' U'r;;"-- went on 'euil

What more ?
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Croiu. That Cranmer is return'd with wel-

come,
InstalI'd Lord Archbisliop of Canterbury.

J'/ol. That's news indeed.

Crom. Last, that the Lady Anne,
Whom the Icinj; liath in secrecy long married,

Tills day was view'd in open as his queen,

Going to chapel ; and the voice is now
Only about her coronation.

Wol. There was the weight that pull'd me
down. O Cromwell,

The king has gone beyond me : all my glorie's

In that one woman I have lost for ever

:

No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours.

Or gild again the noble troops that waited

Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Crom-
well ;

I am a poor fallen man, imworthy now
To be thy lord and master : seek the king ;

That sun, I pray, iiay never set ! I liave told

him [thee

;

What and how true thou art: lie will advance
Some little memory of me will stir hiin,

—

I know his noble nature,—not to let

Tliy hopeful service perish too : good Cromwell,
Neglect him not ; make use now, and provide

For thine own future safety.

Crom. O my lord,

Must I then leave you? must I needs forego

So good, so noble, and so true a master?

r>ear witness, all that b.ave not hearts of iron,

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord.

The king shall have my service; but my prayers

For ever and for ever shall be yours.

IVol. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear

In all my miseries; but thou hast forc'd me,
Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman.
Let's dry our eyes: and thus far hear me,

Cromwell

;

And,—when I am forgotten, as I shall be,

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me more must be heard of,—say I taught

thee;

'Say Wolsey,—that once trod the ways of glory.

And sounded all the depths and shoals of hon-

our,

—

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ;

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it.

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me.
Cromwell, I charge tliee, fling av>'ay ambition :

By that sin fell the angels; how can man,
then,

The image of his Maker, hope to win by it?

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate

thee;

Corruption wins not more than honesty.

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,

To silence envious tongues, lie just, and fear

not

:

Let all llic ends thou aim'st at be thy counlr)''s.

Thy God's, and truth's ; then, if thou fall'st, O
Cromwell,

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr ! Serve the king ;

And,—pr'ylhee, lead me in:

There take an inventory of all I have.
To '"

last penny; 'tis the king's: my robe.

And my inleg ity to heaven, is all [well

!

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Crom-
Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal

I serv'd my king, he would not in mine age
Have left me naked to mine enemies.

Crom. Good sir, have patience.

I Vol. So I have. l''arewcll

The hopes of court ! my hopes in lieaven do
dwell. [Ext:uul.

ACT I\'.

Scene I.

—

A Slreet in Westminster.

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting.

1 Geut. You are well met once again.

2 dent. So are you.

1 Gent. You come to lake your stand hcrr,

and behold
The Lady Anne pass from her coronation?

2 Gent. 'Tis all my business. At our la^t

encounter

The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial.

1 Gent. 'Tis very true: but that time offer'd

sorrow

;

Tills, general joy.

2 Gent. 'Tis well : the citizens,

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds

;

As, let 'em have their rights, they are ever

forward.

In celebration of this day with shows,
Pageants, and sights of honour.

1 Getit. Never greater.

Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir. [tains,

2 Gent. May I be bold to ask what that con
That paper in your hand?

1 Gent. Yes; 'tis the list

Of those that claim their offices this day.

By custom of the coronation.

The Dulce of Suffolk is the first, and claims

To be high-steward ; next, the Duke of Norfolk,

He to be earl marshal : you may read the rest.

2 Gent. I thank you, sir; had I not known
those customs,

I should have been beliolden to your paper.

But, I beseech you, what 's become of Katharine,

The princess dowager? how goes her business?
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J Gent. That I can tell you too. The Arch-
bishop

Cr Canterbury, accompanied with other

Learned and re'/erend lathers of his order,

Jleld a late court at Dunstable, six miles o(T

Frcra Ampthill, where the princess lay; to

v.'hich

She was often cited by them, but appeared not

:

And, to be short, for not appearance and
The king's late scruple, by the main assent

(•fall these learned men, she was divorc'd,

And the late marriage made of none effecl:

Suice which she was remov'd to Kimbollon,
W here she remains now sick.

2 Geni. Alas, guod lady !

—

[ T)-uinpcis.

The trumpets sound: stand close, the queen is

coming.

The Order of the Pkocession.

A livelyJiourisI: cf triimptts : then enter,

1. Two Judges.
2. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace before hr 11.

3. Choristers singing. \^Music.

I-.. Mayorof London, bearing the mace. Then Garter, in

his co.it of arms, and on his head a gill copper
crown.

5. Iilarquis Dorset, bearing a sceptre of gold, on his head
a demi-coroiial of gold. With him, the Karl of
Surrey, be.Tring the rod ot silver with the dove,
crowned with an earl's coronet. Collars 3f SS.

6. Duke of CuUblk, in his robe of estate, his coronet on
his he.-.d, beating a long white wand, as liigh-

steward. Wit'i him, the Duke of Norfolk, with
the rod of m:;rshalship, a coronet on his head.
Collars of SS.

7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque-pcrts ; under
it the Queen in h"r robt ; her hair richly a-

dorned with pearl, crowned. On- ach side of
lier, the liisliops of London and A\'iEchester.

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coroi.al of gold,
wrought with flowers, bearing the Queen's tr.-.in.

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets of

gold without flowers.

A roy.al train, believe me.—These I know:

—

Who's that that bears the sceptre?

1 Gent. Marquis Dorset

:

Ami that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod.

2 Gefil. A bold brave gentleman. That
should T)e

The Didce of Suffolk?

I Gt-/it. 'Tii> the same,—high-steward.

C. Gent. And that my Lord of Norfolk?
1 Gent. Ye.^.

2 Gent. Heaven Ijless thee!

[Looking- on the QuEEN.
Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look d on.

—

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel

;

Our king has all the Indies in his arms.
And more and richer, when he strains tliat lady :

1 Cannot blame his conscience.

1 Cent. They th.at bear
The cloth of honour over her are four barons
Of the Cinque-ports.

2 Gent. Ihose men are happy ; and so are all

are near her.

I take it, she that carries up the train

Is that old noble lady, Duchess of Norfolk.

1 Gent. It is ; and all tlie rest are countesses.

2 Gent. Their coronets say so. These are

stars indeed;
And sometimes falling ones.

1 Gent. No more of that.

[Exit Procession, with a great /lottrish of
trumpets.

Enter a third (ientieman.

God save you, sir! where have you been broil-

ing? [a finger

3 Gent. Among the crowd i' the abbey ; where
Could not be w edg'd in more : I am stilled

With the mere ran.^ness of their joy.

2 Gent. You saw
The ceremony?

3 Gent. That I did.

1 Gent. How was it?

3 Gent. Well worth the seeing.

2 Gent. Good sir, speak it to us.

3 Gent. As well as I am able. The rich stream

Of lords and ladies, having brought the queen
To a prepar'd place 111 the choir, fell off

A distance from her: vviiile her grace sal down
To rest awhile, some half an hour or so.

In a rich chair ot state, opposing freely

'j.he beauty ot h.r person to the people.

D.-.ieve inc, su, che is the goodliest woman
That ever lay by .man: which when tlie people

Had tne full view cf, such a noise arose

As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest,

As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloaks,

—

Doublets, I think,—flew up ; and had their faces

Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy

I never saw before, Grcat-beliied women,
That had not half a week to go, like rams
In the old time of war, would shake the press.

And make 'em reel before 'em. No man living

Coitldsay, This is mywife, there ; all were woven
So strangely in one piece.

2 Gent. But v.liat followYl?

3 Gent. At length her grace rose, and with

modest paces [saintlike,

Came to the altar; where she kneeTd, and.

Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutly.

Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people:

When by the Archbishop of Canterbury

She had all the royal makings of a queen ;

As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown,

The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblem::^
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Lai i nobly on her : which perform'd, ihe choir,

Willi all Ihc choicest music of the kingdom,

Ti.>sclhcr sung J'e Dcian. So she parted.

And with tlie same full state pac'd back again

To York Place, where the feast is lieli

1 Gc>:t. Sir,

You must no more call it York Place, that's

past:

For, since the cardinal fell, that liile 's lost

:

'Tis now the king's, and oall'd Whitehall.

3 Gent. I know it

;

But 'lis so lately aller'd that the old name
Is fresh about me.

2 Cent. What two reverend bishops

Were those that went o:i each side of the queen?

3 Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner ; the one of

W^inchestcr,

—

Newly preferr'd from the king's secretary,

—

The other, London.
2 Gent. lie of Winchester

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's,

Thj virtuous Cranmer.

3 GoU. All the land knows that

:

However, yet there is no great breach ; v/hen it

comes, [him.

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from

2 Gent. Who may that be, I pray you?

3 Gent. Thomas Cromwell ;

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly

A v.'orlhy friend.—The king

lias made him master o' the jewel-house,

And one, already, of the privy council.

2 Gent. He will deserve more.

3 Gent. Yes, without all doubt.

—

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which

Is to the court, and there ye shall be my
guests

:

Something I can command. As I walk thither

I '11 tell ye more.
Both. You may command us, sir.

\Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Kimholton.

Enter Katuarin e, Doiva^er, suk ; ledbetween

Griffith and Patience.

Crif. How does your grace ?

Kaih. O Griffith, sick to death !

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the

earth.

Willing to leave their burden. Reach a chair :

—

So,—now, methinks, I feel a little ease, [me,

Dicist thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou Icdd'st

That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolsey,

Was dead ?

Grif. Yes, madam ; but I think your grace,

Out of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear to 't.

Kath. Pr'ylhee, good Griffith, tell me liow

he died

:

If well, he slepp'd before me, happily,

l'"or my example.

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam :

For after (he stout Earl Norlhumberland
Arrested him at York, and brought him for-

ward,

—

.\s a man sorely tainted,—to his answer,

lie fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill

lie could not sit his mule.

Kath. Alas, poor man !

Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to

Leicester,

Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot,

VVith all ills coveiit, honourably receivd him;

To whom he gave lliese words,

—

O,father abbot.

An old man, broken with tlie storms of state.

Is come to lay his weary bones amongye ;

Give him a little earth for charity I

Go v/ent to bed ; where eagerly his sickness

Pursu'd him still : and three nights alter this,

About the hour of eight,—which he himsjlf

Foretold should be his last,— full of repentance.

Continual meJilalions, tears, and sorrows,

He gave his honours to the world again,

Ui.5 blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace.

Kath. So may he rest ; his faults lie gently

on him !
[him.

Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to sijeak

And yet witli charily, lie was a man
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking

Himself with princes ; v^ne that, by suggestion,

Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair play ;

His own opinion was his law : i' the presence

He would say unlrulhs ; and be ever double

Both in his words and nieuning : lie was never,

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful

:

His promises were, as he then was, mighty;

But his performance, as he is now, nothing :

Of his own body he was ill, and gave

The clergy ill example.

Grif. Noble madam.
Men's evil manners live in brass ; their virtues

We write in water. May ii ple.ise your higliness

To hear me speak his good now !

Kath. Yes, good Griffith ;

I were malicious else.

Grif. This cardinal.

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly

Was fashion'd to much honour from his cradle.

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good o;ie ;

Exceeding wise, fiir-spoken, and persuading :

Lofty and sour to them that lov'd him not ;

But to those men that sought him sweet as

summer.
And thoug'a he were unsatisfied in getting^—
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Which was a sin,—yci i;i bestowini;, inadaiii,

1 Fe was most princely : ever witness for him
Those twins of learninL; that he rais'd in yon,
Ipswicli and Oxford ! one of which fell with him,
Unwilhn_L; to outlive the good that did it

;

The otlicr, thou;j!i unfmish'd, yet so famous,
So excellent in art, and still so rising,

Tliat Christendom shall ever speak his virtue.

I Ks overthrow hcap'd happiness upon him ;

I'lir then, and not till then, lie felt himself,

A.id found the blessedness of being little :

And, to add greater honours to his age
Than man couid give him, he died fearing God.

Kath. After my death I Vvfisli no other herald,

Wo other speaker of my living actions.

To keep mine honour from corru]ilion,

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith.

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me,
With thy religious truth and modesty,
N(5\v in his ashes honour : peace be with him !

—

Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower :

I liavenot long to trouble thee.—Good Griffith,

(..'ause the musicians play me that sad note

1 nam'd my knell, whilst 1 sit meditating

On that celestial harmony I go to.

\_Sad and solemn miisu.

Grif. She is asleep; good wench, let's sit

down quiet.

For fear we wake her :—softly, gentle ratience.

Tiii': Visiov. Enfr-r, salt-ant.'y iriftf-in!; r'lf after
another, six I'ersoitai^es ciwi in white rob-s, meat-
i-ii; on their heaiis gcirlan Is of bays, and golden
vizards on tlu-ir faces ; hranch-es of bays or palm
in their hands. 'J /try Ji'st congee unto her, then
d.mcel and, at certain changes, the first two hold
a spare garland o^'er hey luad ; at whicli tlie other
/..lur make reverent courtesies ; then the tzvo that
held the garland deliver the same to the cthir next
!vo, -ivho obserz'e the sa>ne order in their cluittges,

nn i holding tiie garland c-oer lur head : which done,
t '<•)' deliver the sante garland to the last two, ivho
likeioise ebseme the sa:ne order: at trhich,—as it

tvere by inspiration,—she 7itakes in her sleep signs
qt rejoicing, and hotdeth 7ip her hands to heaven :

<:v i so in their dancing iliey vanish, carrying the
garland with tlum, TJu jiucsIl continues.

Kalh. Spirits of peace, where are ye ? Are
ye all gor -t ?

Ari^ leave me he. j in wretchedness behind )-e?

Grif. Madam, we are here.

Kalh. It is not you I call for :

Sav/ ye none enter since I slept?

Grif. None, madam.
Kalh. No? Saw you not, even now, a

blessed troop
Invite me to a banquet ; wliose bright faces

Cast thonsand beams i ^-on me, like the sun?
They promis'd me c'c/iLal hapnirsess

;

AiiJ brought inc garlands, Griflith, which I feel

I am not woithy
;. > wear : I shall.

Assuredly. [(he:'.ms

Grif, I am most joyful, madam, such good
Possess your lar,c)'.

Kath. Bid the music leave.

They are harsh and liea vy to me. \^Mtisic ceases.

Pal. Do you note
How much her grace is alter'd on the sudden ?

1 low long her face is drawn? how pale she loo!<s.

And of an earthy cold ? Mark you her cye.-^ !

GriJ. She is going, wencli : pray, pray.

Pal. Heaven comloi I hei !

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. An 't like your grace,—
Kath. \'uu are a saucy fellow :

Deserve we no more r.-verence ?

Grif. \o\\ are to blame.
Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness,

To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel.

i\Iess. I humbly do entreat youi highness'

pardon

;

[staying

My haste made me unmannerly. There is

A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you.

Kalh. Admit him entrance, Griffith : but

this fellow

Let me ne'er see again.

\_E.\eitnl Griffith and Messenger.

/"i-^w/t-r Griffith, -ujith Capucils.

If my sight fail not.

You shor.ld be lord ambassador from the

emperor,
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius.

Cap. Madam, the same,—your servant.

Kalh. O, my Lord,
The times and titles now are alter'd strangely

With me since first you knew me. But, I

pray you.

What is your pleasure with me?
Cap. N(^ble lady.

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next.

The king's request that I would visit you ;

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by i.ie

Sends you his princely connnendations,

And heartily entreats you take good comfort.

Kath. O, my good lord, that comfort comes
too late ;

'Tis like a pardon after execution :

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur'd me ;

But now I am past all comforts here, but

])rayers.

How docs his highness?
Cap. Madam, in good health.

I\iath. So may he ever do ! and ever flourish.

When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor

name
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Banish'd thekini^dom!— Patience, is thai letter

I caus'd )-ou write yet sent awa)- ?

Pat. No, mcidai.i.

\Ci-'iii,s; it to ICatiiari.nf,.

Kalh. Sir, I most humbly pray you to "liver

This to m)' lord the king.

Cap. Most willing, madam.
Kath. In which I have commended to his

goodness [da-^hter,

—

The model of our chaste loves, his young
Tlie dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on

her !—
Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding

;

Siie is young, and of a noble modest nature,

—

I hope she will deserve well ;—and a little

To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'cl

him, [petition

Heaven knows how dearly. My next po^r

Is, that his noble grace would have some pily

Upon my wretched women, that so long

Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully :

Of which there is not one, I dare avow,

—

And now I should not lie,—but will deserve,

For virtue and true beauty of ihe soul,

I'"or honesty and decent carriage,

A right good husband, let him be a noble ;

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have
them.

The last is, for my men,—they are the poorest,

15iit poverty could never draw 'em from me,

—

That they may have their wages duly paid 'em,

And something over to remember nie by :

If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer

life

And able means, we had not parted thus.

These are the whole contents :—and, good my
lord,

By that you love the dearest in this world,

As you wish Chrisiian peace to souls departed.

Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the

king
To do me this last right.

Cap. By heaven, I will.

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! [me
Kaih. I thank you, honest lord. Remember

In all humility unto his highness :

Say his long trouble now is passing [h.im,

Out of this world ; tell him, in death I bless'il

For so I will.—Mine eyes grow dim.—Farewell,

My lord.—Grifllth, farewell.—Nay, Patience,

You must not leave me yet : I must to bed ;

Call in more women.—When I am dead, good
wench,

Let me be us'd with honour : strew me over

\<\\.\\ maiden flov/crs, that all the world may
knov/

I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me,

Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet iii;e

•A Hucen, and daughter to a ki;;g, inter m;-.

I can no more. [Exemit, Icadiug Ka'I harine.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

London. A Callery in the Palace.

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, a
Page with a torch before hi/n.

Gar. It 's one o'clock, boy, is 't not ?

Boy. It has struck.

Gar. These should be hours for necessities,

Not fo clights ; times to repair our nature
With comforting repose, and not for us

To waste these limes.

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell.

Good hour of night. Sir Thomas!
Whither so late ?

Lov. Came you from llie king, my Lord?
Gar. I did. Sir Thomas ; and left him at

piimero
With the Duke of Suffolk.

Lov. I must to him too.

Before he go to bed. Ill take niy leave.

Car. N<jt yet, Sir Thomas Lovell. What's
the matter ?

It seems you are in l-.aste : an if there be
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend

Some touch of your late business: affairs that

walk,—
As they say spirits do,—at midnight, have
In them a wilder nature than the business

That seeks despatch by day.

Lov. My lord, I love you ;

And durst commend a secret to your ear

Much weightier than this work. The queen's
in labour.

They say in great extremity; and fear'd

She '11 with the labour end.

Gar. The fruit she goes with

I pray for heartily, that it may find [Thomas,
Good time, and live : but for the stock. Sir

I wish it grubb'd up now.
Lov. IMethinks I could

Cry thee amen ; and yet my conscience says

She 's a good creature, and, sweet lady, doc3

Deserve our better w ishes.

Gar. But, sir, sir,

—

Hear me, Sir Thomas: you are a gentleman
Of mine own way; I know you wise, religious;

And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well,

—

'Twill not. Sir Thomas Lovell, take 't of mc.

—

Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, andshe.

Sleep in th:ir graves.
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Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two
The most remark'd i' ihe kingdom. As for

Cromwell,— [master

Beside that of the jewel-house, he 's made
O' the rolls, and the king's secretary ; further,

sir,

Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments,

With which the time will load him. The arch-

bishop [speak
Is the king's hand and tongue ; and who dare
One syllable against him?

Gar. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas,
There are that dare ; and I myself have ventur'd

To speak my mind of him : and indeed this day,

Sir,— I may tell it you,—I think I have
Incens'd the lords o' the council, that he is,

—

For so I know he is, they know he is,—
A most arch heretic, a pestilence [moved.
That does infect the land : with which they
Have broken with the king; who hath so far

Given ear to our complaint,—of his great grace

And princelycare; foreseeing those fell mischiefs

Our reasons laid before him,—hath commanded
To-morrow morning to the council-board
He be convented. He's a rank weed. Sir

Thomas,
And we must root him out. From your affairs

I hinder you too long: good night, Sir Thomas.
Lov. I\Iany good nights, my lord : I rest your

servant.

\_Excunt Gardiner and Page.

As LovELL 7S ,s^O!i!g-oicf, enter Ihe King and Ihc

Duke of Suffolk.

K. Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night;

My mind 's not on 't ; you are loo hard for me.
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before.

K. Hen. But little, Charles ;

Nor shall not, when my fancy's on my play.

—

Now, Loveil, from tlie queen what is the news?
Lov. I cor.ld not personally deliver to her

\VIiat you commanded me, hut by her woman
I sent your message; who return'd her thanks
In the greatest humbleness, and desir'd your

highness
Most heartily to pray for her.

K. LLen. What say'st thou, ha ?

To pray for her? what, is she crying out?
Lov. S>) said her woman : and that her suffer-

ance made
Almost each pang a death.

K. Hen. Alas, good lady!

Siif. God safely quit her of her burden, and
With gentle travail, to the gladding of
Your highness with an heir !

K. Hen. 'Tis midnight, Charles ;

Pr'yth.ee, to bed; and iu thy prayers remember

The estate of my poor queer,. Leave me alone %

For I must think of that which company
Will not be fricridly to.

Siif. I wish your highnes.s

A quiet night ; and my good mistress will

Remember in my prayers.

A". Hen, Charles, good-night.

\_Exit Suffolk.

Enter SiR Anthony Denny.

Well, sir, what follows ? [bishop,

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the arch-

As you commanded mc.
K. Hen. Ha I Canterbury?
De)i. Ay, my good lord.

K. Hen. 'Tis true: where is he, Denny?
Den. He attends your highness' pleasure.

A". Hen. Bring him to us.

\_Exit Drnny.
Lov. This is about that which the bishop

spake :

I am happily come hither. [Aside.

Re-enter Denny, zuilh Cranmer.

K. LLen. Avoid the gallery.

[Lo\'ELL seems to stay.

Ha ! I have said. Be gone.
What ! [Exennt Lovell a7id Denny.

Cran. I am fearful :—wherefore frowns he
thus ?

'Tis his aspect of terror. All 's not well. [Aside.

K. Hen. How now, my lord? you do desire

to know
Wherefore I sent for you.

Cran. It is my duty
To attend your highness' pleasure.

K. Hen. Pray you, arise,

My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury.
Come, you and I must walk a turn together ;

I have news to tel! you : come, come, give me
your hand.

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak,

And am right sorry to repeat what follows

:

I have, and most unwillingly, of late

l{eard many grievous, I do say, my lord.

Grievous complaints of you ; which, being

consider"d.

Have mov'd us and our council that you shall

This morning come befoie us ; where, I Icnow,

You cannot with such freedom purge yourself

But that, till further trial in those charges
Which will require your answer, you iViiist take

Your patience to you, and be well contented

To make your house our Tower: you a brother

of us.

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness

Would come against yea.
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Cyan. I lu-.inljly thank your highness;

And am right glad to catch tliis good occasion

Most throughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff

And corn shall fly asunder : for I know
There's none stands under more calumnious

tongues

Than I myself, poor man.

A'. Hen. Stand up, good Canterbury:

T!iy truth and thy integrity is rooted

Iii us, thy friend : give me thy hand, stand w^:

Pr'ythee, let 's walk. Now, by my holy-damo,

What manner of man are you? My lord, I

look'd

You would have given mc your petition that

i should have ta'en some pains to brmg together

"S'ourself and youi accusers ; and to have heard

you.

Without indurancc, furiher.

Cian. Most dread liege.

The good I stand on is my truth and honesty

:

If ihey shall fail, I, with mine enemies, [not.

Will triumph o'er my person ; which I weigh

Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing

Wliat can \x. said against me.

A'. Hen. Know you not

How your state stands i' the world, with the

whole v/orkl .''

Your enemies are many, and not small ; their

practices

Must bear the same proportion ; and not ever

The justice and the truth o' the question carries

The due o' the verdict with it: at what ease

.Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt

To swear against you ? such things have been

done.

You are potently opposed ; and with a malice

Of as great size. Ween you of better luck,

1 mean in perjur'd witness, than your Master,
\\ hose minister you are, whiles here he liv'd

i; pon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to ;

You take a precipice for no leap of danger,

And woo your own destruction.

Cran, God and your majesty

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into

The trap is laid for mc !

K. Hen. Be of good cheer

;

They shall no more prevral than we give way to.

Keep comfort to you ; and this moriiing see

You do appear before them: if they shall chance,

In charging you with natters, to commit yoi'.,

The best persuasions to the contrary

Fiiil not to use, and with what vehemency
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties

Vv'ill vender you no remedy, this ring

Deliver them, and your appeal to us

There make before them.—Look, the good
mar. weeps I

He's honest, on mine honour. God's bless'd

mother !

I swear he is true-hearted ; and a soul

None better in my kingdom.—Get you gone.
And do as I have b;d you. [^.v/ZCka-NMER.]

— lie has strangled

His language in his tears.

Enter an Old Lady.

Cent. [JV/tkin.] Come back: what mean you?
Old L. I'll not come back ; the tidings that

I bring [angels

Will make my boldness manners.—Now, good
Fly o'er thy rojal head, and shade thy person
Under their blessed wings !

K. Hen. Now, by ihy looks

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd ?

Say ay ; and of a boy.

Old L. Ay, ay, my liege ;

And of a lovely boy: the God of Heaven
Both now and ever bless her !

—
'lis a girl.

—

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen
Desires your visitation, and to be

Acquainted with this stranger ; 'tis as like you
As cherry is to cherry.

K. Hen. Lovell,—

Re-enter Lovell.

Lcrv. Sir?

K. Hen. Give her an hundred marks. I'll

to the queen \Exit.

Old L. An hundred marks! By this light,

I '11 ha' more.
An ordinary groom is for such pa5'mcnt.

I will have more, or scold it out of him.

Said I for this, the girl was like to him ?

I v/ill have more, or else unsay 't : and now,
.Vhile it is hot, I '11 put it to the issue.

\E,xeuni.

Scene II.

—

Lobby before the Council Chamber.

Enter Ck\-SUK^\ Servants. Door-keeper, o^^:.

,

attending.

Cran. I hope I am not too late ; and yet the

gentleman
That was sent to me from the council pray'd me
To make great haste. All fast? what means

this ?—Ho !

Who waits there }—Sure, you know me ?

D. Keep. Yes, my lord ;

But yet I cannot help you.

Cran. \Vhy?
D. Keep. Your grace must wait till you be

call'd for.

Enter DOCTOR EuTTS.
Cra:i. So.
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Bulls. YAside.^ This is a piece of malice. 1

am glad

I came this way so hapoily : the king

Shall understand it presently. [Exzl.

Cran. [Aside.] 'Tis Butts,

The King's physician : as he pass'd along.

How earnestly lie cast his eyes upon me !

I'ray, licaven, he sound not my disgrace ! For

certain,

Tliii is of purpose laid by some that hate me,

—

God turn tiicir hearts ! I never sought their

malice,

—

[make mc
To quench mine honour: ihey would shame to

Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor.

Among Lioys, grooms, and lackeys. But their

pleasures

Must be fuhiird, and I attend with patience.

T':t KixG rt//(^ Butts appear at a -viiidow .ihove.

Bulls, ril show your grace the strangest

sight,

—

A'. Hen. What 's that, Butts?

Bulls. I think your highness saw this many
a (lay.

A'. Hen. Body o' me, where is it ?

Bulls. There my h 1 :

The high promotion of his grace of Can.jrbury ;

Who holds his stale at door, 'niongst pur-

suivants,

Bagjs, and footboys.

A'. PIcn. Ha ! 'tis he indeed :

K this the honour they do one another ?

'Tis well there 's one above them yet. 1 h.ad

thought

T'liey had parted so much honesty among 'em,

—

At least g(jod manners,—as not thus lo suffer

A man of his place, and so near our favour,

To dance attendance on their lordships' jjlea-

sures,

An.l at the door too, like a post with packets.

By holy Mary, Butts, there 's knavery :

L:t 'em alone, and draw the curtain close ;

Wj shall hear more anon. \_lLxcunt.

The Council Chamber.

Eiilerlhe Lord Chancellor, Ihe DuKE ov SuF-
FOLl-C, Ihe DUI-CE OF isORFOI.K, EaRE OF
.Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Garui.ner,
and Cromwell. T/ic Chancellor places

himself at the upper end of lite table on the

left hand ; a seat hein^i; left void above him,

as for the Archbisiioi^ of Canterbury.
'J7ie rest seat themselves in order on each side.

Cromwell at the loiver end, as Secretary.

Chan. Speak to the business, master secre-

tary :

Why are we met in council?

Please your honours,

concerns his grace of Caiuer-
CroT)i.

The chief cause

bury.

Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ?

Crom. Ves.

!\[or. Who waits there ?

D. Keep. Wit'iout, my noble lords?

Gar. Yes.

D. Keep. My lord archlnshop ;

.'Vnd has done half an hour, lo know your

pleasures.

Chan. Lei him come in.

D. A'eep. Your grace may enter now.
[Cran. approaches the Council-table.

Chan. ss\y good lord archbishop, I am very

sorry

To sit here at this present, and behold

That chair stand empty : but we all are men,
In our own natures frail, and capable

Of our tlesh ; few are angeis : out of wliich

frailty [teach us,

.Vnd want of wisdom, you, thiat best should

Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a little.

Toward the king hrst, then his laws, in filling

The whole realm, by your teaching and yoar

chaplains, —
For so we are iaform'd,—with new opinions,

Divers and dangerous ; which are heresies,

And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious.

Gar. Which reformation nuist be sudden too,

My noble lords; for those that lame wild liorses

Pace 'em not in iheir hands to make 'em gentle.

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and
spur 'em.

Till they obey the manage. If we suffer,

—

Out of our easiness, and childish pity

To one man's honour,—this contagious sickness,

I'arewell all physic : and what follows then?

Commotions, uproars, with a general taint

Of the whole stale : as, of late days, our neigh-

bours.

The upper Germany, can dearly witness.

Vet freshly pitied in our memories. [gress

Cran. iSIy good lords, hitherto in all the pro-

Both of my life and oftke, f have labour'd,

,\nd with no little study, that my teaching

.\nd the strong course of my authority

Might go one way, and safely ; and Ihe end
Was ever to do well : nor is there living,

—

I speak it with a single heart, my lords,

—

.V man that more detests, more slirs against,

Boih in his private conscience and his place,

Defacers of a public peace, than I do.

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart

With less allegiance in it ! Men that make
Envy and crooked malice nourishment

Dare bile the best. I do beseech your lordships
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That, in this case of justice, my accusers,

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face.

And freely urge against me.

Suf. Nay, my lord.

That cannot be : you are a counsellor.

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you.

Gar. My lord, because we have business of

more moment, [pleasure,

We will be short with you. 'Tis his highness'

And our consent, for belter trial of you,

P'rom hence you be connnilted to the Tower
;

Where, being but a private man again.

You shall krow many dare accuse you boldly,

More than, I fear, you are provided for.

Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Winchester, I

thank you ;
[pass

You are always my good friend ; if your will

I shall both find your lordship judge and juior,

You are so merciful : I see your end,

—

'Tis my undoing: love and meekness, lord,

Become a churclnnan better than ambition ;

Win straying souls with modesty again.

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself,

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience,

I make as little doubt as you do conscience

In doing daily wrongs. I could say more,

iJut reverence to your calling makes me modest.

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary.

That 's the plain truth : your painted gloss dis-

covers, [ness.

To men that understand you, words and weak-
Crom. My Lord of Winchester, youarealiule.

By your good favour, too sharp : men so noble.

However faulty, yet should find respect

For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty

To load a falling man.
Gar. Good master secretary,

I cry your honour mercy ;
you may, worst

Of all this table, say so.

Crom. Why, my lord }

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer

Of this new sect? ye are not sound.

Crom. Not sound ?

Gar. Not sound, I say.

Crom. Would you were half so honest !

Jlen's prayers then would seek vou, not their

fjars.

Gar. I shall remember this bold language.

Crom. Do.
Remember your bold life too.

Chan. This is too much
;

Forbear, for shame, my lords.

Car. I have done.

Crom. And I.

Chan, Then thus for you, my lord: it stands

agreed,

I take it , by all voices, that I'oiihwith

You be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner ;

There to remain till the king's further pleasure

Be known unto us :—are you all agreed, lords .''

Ail. We are.

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy,
But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ?

Gar. What other

Would you expect ? You are strangely trouble-

some.—
Let some o' the guard be ready there.

Enter Guard.
Cran. For me ?

Must I go like a traitor thither?

Gar. Receive him,
.\nd see him safe i' the Tower.

Cran. Stay, good my lords,

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords

;

By virtue of that ring I take my cause

Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it

To a most noljle judge, the king my master.

Cha/n. This is the king's ring.

Siir. 'Tis no counterfeit.

Sitf. 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told ye

all,

When we first put this dangerous stone a-rolling,

'Twould fall upon ourselves.

Nor. Do you think, my lords,

The king will suffer but the little finger

Of this man to be vex'd?

Ciian. 'Tis now too certain :

How much more is his life in value with him ?

Would I were fairly out on 't !

Ci'om. INIy r ' d gave me,
In seeking tales and informations

Against this man,—whose honesty the devil

And his disciples only envy at,

—

Ye blew the fire that burns ye : now have at ye.

Enter the YiltiG frowning on them ; he talces

his seat.

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we
bound to heaven

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ;

Not only good and wise, but most religious .-

One that, in all obedience, makes the church:

The chief aim of his honour ; and, to strengthen

That holy duty, out of dear respect,

His royal self in judgment comes to hear

The cause betwixt her and this great offender.

A'. Hen. You were ever good at sudden

commendations,
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not

To hear such flattery now, and in my presence ;

They are too thin and bare to hide oftences.

To me you cannot reac'.i : you play the spaniel.

And think with w\agging of your tongue to win

me :
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But whatsoe'er thou tak'st me for, I am sure

Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody.

—

Good man [/o Cranmer], sit down. Now let

me see the proudest,

He that dares most, but wag his finger at thee :

By all that 's holy, he liad better starve

Than hut once think thia place becomes thee not.

S/tr. May it please your grace,

—

A'. Hen. No, sir, it does not please me.
I had thought I had had men of some under-

standing

And wisdom of my council ; but I find none.
^Vas it discretion, lords, to let this man,
This good man,—few of you deserve that title, —
This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy
At chamber door? and one as great as you are?

Why, what a shame was this ! Did niy com-
mission

Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye
Power as he was a counsellor to try him,
Not as a groom : there's some of ye, I see,

More out of malice than integrity.

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ;

Which ye shall never have while I live.

Chan. Thus far,

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace

To let my tongue excuse all. What was purposed

Concerning his imprisonment was rather,

—

If there be faith in men,—meant for his trial.

And fair purgation to the world, than malice,

—

I 'm sure in me.
K. Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him ;

Take him, and use him well, he 's worthy of it.

I will say thus much for him,— if a prince

May be beholding to a subject, I

Am, for his love and service, so to him.
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him :

Be friends, for shame, my lords !—My Lord of

Canterbury,

I have a suit which you must not deny me ;

That is, afair young maid that yet wants baptism.

You must be godfather, and answer for her.

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may
glory

In such an honour : how may I deserve it,

That am a poor and humble subject to you?
K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you'd spare

your spoons : you shall have
Two noble partners with you : the old Duchess

of Norfolk [)'ou ?

And Lady Marquis Dorset : will these please

Oncemore,my Lord of Winchester, I charge you,

Embrace and love this man.
Gar. With a true heart

And brother-love I do it.

Cran. And let heaven
Witness how dear I hold this confirmation.

K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tears show
thy true heart

:

The common voice, I see, is verified

Of thee, which says thus,

—

Do my Lord of
Cantcrbu7y

A shrewdturn, and he isyonrfriendfor ever.—
Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long
To have this young one made a Christian.

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ;

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain.

\_ExeunL

Scene III.

—

The Palace Yard.

Noise and iiinmlt wilhin. Enter Porter ana
his Man.

Port. You'll leave your noise anon, ye
rascals: do you take the court for Paris garden?
ye rude slaves, leave your gaping.

{Within.^ Good master porter, I belong to

the larder.

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged,
you rogue ! is this a place to roar in ?—Fetch
nie a dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones:
these are but switches to them.—I'll scratch
)-our heads : you must be seeing christenings?

do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude
rascals ?

lilan. Pray, sir. be patient : 'tis as much
impossible,— [cannons,

—

Unless we sweep them from the door with
To scatter 'em as 'tis to make 'em sleep

On May-day morning ; which will never be :

We may as well push against Paul's as stir 'em.
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ?

Man. Alas, I know not ; how gets the tide in?

.As much as one sound cudgel of four foot,

—

You see the poor remainder,—could distribute,

I made no spare, sir.

Port. You did nothing, sir.

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor
Colbrand, [•'ny

To mow 'em down before me : but if I spar'd

That had a head to hit, either young or old,

He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker.
Let me ne'er hope to see a chine again ;

And that I v/ould not for a cow, God save her 2

\_Within.'\ Do you hear, master porter?

Port. I shall be with you presently, good
master puppy.—Keep the door close, sirrah.

l^Ian. What would you have me do?
Port. What should you do, but knock them

down by the dozens? Is this Moorfields to

muster in? or have we some strange Indian

with the great tool come to court, the women
so besiege us? Bless me, what a fry of fornica-

tion is at door ! On my Christian conscience,
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this one christening will beget a thousand :

here will be father, godfather, and all together.

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir.

There is a fellow somewhat near the door, he

should be a brazier by his face, for, o'my con-

science, twenty of the dog-days now rcigii in 's

nose; all lliat stand about him are uncler the

line, they need no other penance : that fire-drake

did I hit three times on the head, and three

times was his nose discharged against me ; he
stands there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us.

There was a haljerdasher's wife of small wit

rear him, that railed upon me till her pink'd

porringer fell off her head, for kindling such a
combustion in the slate. I miss'd the meteor
once, and hit that woman, wlio cried out Clubs!
when I might see from far some forty trun-

cheoners draw to her succour, which were the

hope of the Strand, where she was quartered.

T.iey fell on; I made good my place: at length

they came to the broomslaff to me ; I defied

them still: when suddenly a file of boys bthind
them, loose shot, delivered such a shower of

pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine honour
in, and let them win the work : the devil was
amongst them, I think, surely.

Port. These are the youths th?.t thunder at a

play-house and fight for bitten apples; that, no
audience, but the Tribulation of Tower-hill or

the limbs of I^imehouse, their dear brothers,

are able to endme. I have some of them in

Limbo Patnim, and there they are like to

dance these three days ; besides the running
banquet of two beadles that is to come.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Mercy o' me, what a muUitvde are

here

!

[coming,
They grow still too ; from all parts they are

As if we kept a fair here ! Where are these

porters,

These lazy knaves?—Ye have made a fine hand,
fe!lov/s.

There's a trim rabble let in : are all these

Your faithful friends o' the suburbs? We shall

have [ladies.

Great store of room, no doubt, left for the

Wlien they pass back from the christening.

Port. An 't please your honour,
We are but men ; and what so many may do,
Not being torn a pieces, we have done :

An army cannot rule 'em.
Ckam. As I live,

If the king blame me fcv 't, I '11 lay ye all

By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads
Clap round fines for neglect : you 're lazy knaves;

And here ye lie baiting of bombards, when

Ye should do service. Hark ! the trumpets
sound ;

They are come already from the christening

:

Go, break among the press, and find a way out

To let the troop pass fairly : or I '11 lind

A Marshalsea shall hold you play these two
months.

Port. Make way there for the princess.

Man. You great fellow,

Stand close up, or I '11 make your head ache.

Port. \'ou i' the camlet, get up o' the rail ;

I '11 pick you o'er the pales else. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.—77ig Palice.

Enter trtonpets, sounding; then tivo Aldermen,
Lord Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, Ddke OK
Norfolk, "with his viarshaFs slc.ff, DuKic
OF Suffolk, two Noblemen heannt^ S'''^'^'

standing-bowlsfor the christening gifts ; then

four Noblemen bearing a cano/y, under tvhich

the Duchess of Noki^olk, godmother,
bearing the child richly habited in a mantle,

ire. Train borne by a Lady ; then follorvs

the Marchioness of Dorset, the other

godmother, and Ladies. The troop pass once

about the stage, and Carter speaks.

Cart. Heaven, from thy endless goodn. •.,

send prosperous life, long, and ever-hnppy. to

the high and mighty princess of England,
Elizabeth !

Flotirish. Enter King aW Train.

Cran. \Knceling.'\ And to your royal grace

and the good queen.

My noble partners and nnself thus pray ;

—

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady.

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy.

May hourly fall upon ye !

K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop •

What is her name ?

Cran. Elizabeth.

K. Hen. Stand up, lord.

—

\The King kisses the child.

With this kiss take my blessing : God protect
thee !

Into whose hand I give thy life.

Cran. Amen.
K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been

too prodigal.

I thank ye heartily; so shall this lady.

When .she has so much English.

Cran. Let me speak, sir.

For heaven now bids me ; and the words I iit'er

Let none think flattery, for they'll find 'em truth.

This royal infant,—Heaven still move about

her !—

1
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Tiiough in her cradle, yet now promises

Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings,

Wliich time shall bring to ripeness : she shall

be,—
But few now living can behold that goodness,

—

A pattern to all princes living with her,

And all that shall succeed : Saba was never

More covetous of wisdom and fair virtue

Tlian this pure soul shall be: all princely graces,

Tliat mould u]:) such a mighty piece as this is,

With all the viiuies that attend the good,
Shall still be doubled on her : truth shall nurse

her,

1 loly and heavenly thoughts still counsel her :

S le shall be lov'd and fear'd : her own shall

bless her

;

Her ioes shake lilce a field of beaten corn,

And hang their heads wiih sorrow : good grows
with her :

III l>er days every man shall eat in safety,

Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing

The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours :

( "lod shall be truly Unown ; and those about her

i'"iom her shall read the perfect ways of honour,

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood.

Nor shall this peace sleep with her: but as when
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phcenix,

Her ashes new create another heir.

As great in admiration as herself;

So shall she leave her blessedness to one,

—

When iieaven shall call her from this cloud of

darkness,

—

Wlio from the sacred ashes of her honour
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was,

And so stand fi.-;'d : peace, plenty, love, truth,

terror,

That were the servants to this chosen infant.

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to l;ini

:

^VlJerever the bright sun of heaven shall shine,

IIi= honour and the greatness of his name
S.Kill be, and make new nations : he shall

flourish.

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches
To all the p ains aliout him :—our children's

children
Shall sec this :4i/^ Lieis Heaven.

K. ILii. Thou speak 'st wonders.
Craii. She shall be, to the happine^a of

England,
An aged princess; many days shall see her,

And yet no day without a deed to crown it.

Would I had known no more ! but she must die.

She must, the saints must have her,—yet a

virgin ;

A most unspotted lily shall she pass

To the ground, and all the world shall movnn
lier.

A'. Hen. O lord archbishop,

Thou hast made me now a man ; never, before

This happy child, did I get anything :

This oracle of comfort has so pleas'd ir.e

That when I am in heaven I shall desire

To see \vhat liiis child does, and praise my
M.iker.

-

I thank ye all.—To you, my good lord mayor,

And you, good lirelhren, I am much beholding ;

I have received much honour by your presence.

And ye shall find me thankful.—Lead the way,

lords :— [ye,

\<t must all see the queen, and she must thank-

She will be sick else. This day, no man think

Has business at his house ; for all shall stay:

This liiile one shall make it iioliday. \_E.xcunl.

EPILOGUE.

'Tis ten to one this play can never please

All that are here : some come to take their ease,

.-Vnd sleep an act or two ; but those, we fear,

We have frightened with our trumpets; so, 'tis

clear,

They'll say 'lis naught : ethers to hear the city

Abus'd extremely, and to ciy,— That 'x witty !

Which we have not done neither: that, I fear,

All the e,\pected good we're like to hear

For this play at this time, is only in

The merciful construction of good women ;

For such a one we show'd 'em : if they smile.

And say 'tv.dll do, I know, within awhile

.•\11 the best men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap
If they hola when their ladies bid 'em clap.
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Scene,—Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it.

PROLOGUE.

From isles ofIn Troy, there lies the scene.

Greece
The princes orgulous, the-ir high blood chaf'd.

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships,

P'raught with the ministers and instruments

Of cruel war : sixty and nine, that wore
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay

Put forth toward Phrygia : and their vow is

made
To ransack Troy ; within whose strong immures
The ravish'd Plelen, Menelaus' queen,

With wanton Paris sleeps ; and that 's the

quarrel.

To Tenedos they come ;

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge

Their warlike fraughtage : now on Dardan plains

The fresh and yet unbruised (Greeks do pitch

Their brave pavilions: Priam's six-gated city,

Dardan, and Tynibria, Helias, Chetas, Troien,

And Antenorides, with massy staples

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts,

Sperr up the sons of Troy.

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits.

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek,
Sets all on hazard:—and hither am I come
A fvologue arni'd,—but not in confidence

Of author's pen <k actor's voice; but suited

In like conditions as our argument,

—

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those

broils.

Beginning in the middle; starting thence away
To what may be digested in a play.

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ;

Now good or bad, 'lis but the chance of war.

ACT I.

Scene I.—Troy. Before Priam's Palace.

Enter Troilus armed, and Pandakus.

Tro. Call here my varlet; I'll unarm again:

Why should I war without the walls of Troy,
That find such cruel battle here within ?

Each Trojan that is master of his heart,

Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none.

Pa7i. Will this gear ne'er be mended ?

T>-o. The Greeks are strong, and skilful lo

their strength, [valiant;

Fierce to their skill, a. id to their fierceness

Put I am weaker than a woman's tcr.r.

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignoiancc.

Less valiant than the virgin in the night,

And skillcss as unpracii-^'d infancy.

Pa:!. Well, I have told you enough of this:
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for my part, I '11 not meddle nor make no
further. He that will have a cake out of the

wheat must needs tarry the grinding.

Tro. Have I not tarried?

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry

the bolting.

Tro. Have I not tarried ?

Pan. Ay, the bolting ; but you must tarr)-

the leavening.

Tro. Still have I tarried.

Pan. Ay, to the leavening; but here's yet
in the word hereafter, the kneading, the making
of the cake, the heating of the oven, and the

baking ; nay, you must rtay the cooling too, or
you may chance to burn your lips. [be,

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e'er she
Doth lesser blench at sufterance than I do.

At Priam's royal table do I sit
;

And whenfairCressidcomes into my thoughts,

—

Si>, uaitor!—when she comes!—When is she
thence ?

Pail. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than
ever I saw her look, or any woman else.

Tro. I was about to tell thee,—whenmyhcart.
As v.'cdged with a sigh, would rive in twain

;

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me,
I have,—as when the sun doth light a storm,

—

Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile :

But sorrow tliat is couch'd in seeming gladness
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudde- -.adness.

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker
than Helen's,—well, go to,—there were no more
comparison betv/een the women,—but, for my
part, she is my kinswoman ; I would not, as

they term it, praise her,—but I would some-
body had heard her talk yesterday, as I did.

I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's wit

;

but,—
Tf-Q. O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus,

—

When I do tell thee there ray hopes lie drown'd.
Reply not in how many fathoms deep
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad
In Cressid's love: thou answer'st, she is fair ;

Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart [voice ;

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand,
In whose comparison all whites are ink.

Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft

seizure

The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense

Hard as the palm of ploughman !—This thou
tell'st me.

As true thou tell'st me, when I say I love her ;

Eu':, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, [me
Thou lay'st in every gash that love hath given
^The knife that made it.

Pan. I speak no more than truth.

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much.
Pan. Faith, I '11 net meddle in 't. Let her

be as she is : if she be fair, 'tis the better lor

her ; an she be not, she has the mends in her
i;)vvn hands.

Tro. Good Pandarus,—how now, Pandr.rus !

Pan. i have had my labour for my ti avail ;

ill-thought on of her, and ill-thought on of yoii :

gone between and between, but small thanks
lor my labour.

I'lO. What, art thou angr)-, I'anduius?

what, with me f

Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore

she 's not so fair as Helen : an she were not kin

to me, she would be as fair on Friday as Helen
is on Sunday. But what care I ? I care not
an she were a blackamoor ; 'tis all one to mc.

Tro. Say I, she is not fair ?

Pan. I do not care whether j'ou do or no.

She 's a fool to stay behind her father; let her
to the Greeks ; and so I '11 tell her the next
time I see her : for my part, I'll meddle nor
make no more in the matter.

Tro. Pandarus,

—

Pan. Not I.

Tro. Sweet Pandarus,

—

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me : I

will leave all as I found it, and there an end.

\^E.vil. .-In alarmn.
Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamr-trs ! peace,

rude sounds !

Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs b: fair,

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.

I cannot fight upon this argument ;

It is too starv'd a subject for my sword.

But Pandarus,—O gods, how do you plague

me !

I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar ;

And he's as tetchy to be woo"d to woo
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit.

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love.

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we?
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl :

Between our Ilium and where she resides

Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ;

Ourself the merchant; and this sailing Pandar
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.

Alarum. Enter ^^neas.

^ne. Hov,' now. Prince Troilus ! wherefore

not afield? [sorts,

Tro. Because not there : this woman's answer
For womanish it is to be from ther.ce.

What news, /Eneas, from the field to-day?

^T.ne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt.

Tro. By whom, /Eneas ?

^^Ene. Troiius, by Menelaus.
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Tro. Let Paris bleed : 'lis Jnit a scar to scoin;

pans is gor'cJ with Menelaus' liorn. [Alai-uin.

Jj.iie. Hark, what good sporl is out of town
to-day !

Tro. Better at home, if would I might were

may.— [thither?

But to the sport abroad ;—are you bound

^7<jte. In all swift haste.

Ttv. Come, go we, then, together.

[Exeiiul.

Scene II.

—

Troy. A Street.

Enter Cressida aW Ale-xandek.

Crcs. Who were those went by ?

Alex. Queen Hecuba and Helen.

Cres. And whither go they ?

Alex. Up to the eastern tower.

Whose height commands as sulijcct all the vale,

To see tlie battle. Hector, whose patience

Is as a virtue fix'd, to-day was mov'd:
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer

;

And, like as there were husbandry in war.

Before the sun rose he was harness'd light,

And to the field goes he ; where every flower

Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw

In Hector's wraili.

Cres. What was his cause of anger?
Alex. The noise goes, this: there is among

the Greeks
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector

;

They call him Ajax.

Cres. Good ; and what of him ?

Alex. They say he is a very xw-xn per se.

And stands alone.

Cres. So do all men,—unless they are dnink,
sick, or have no legs.

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many
beasts of their particular additions : he is as

valiant as the lion, churlish as the bear, slow
as the elephant : a man into whom nature hath

so crowded humours that his valour is crushed
into folly, his folly sauced with discretion : there

is no man hath a virtue that he hath not a glimpse
of; nor any man an attaint, but he carries some
stain of it : he is melancholy without cause, and
merry against the hair : he hath the joints of
everything ; but everything so out of joint that

he is a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use ;

or purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight.

Cres. But how should this man, that makes
me smile, make Hector angry?

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hector
in the battle, and struck him down ; the disdain
and shame whereof hath ever since kept Heclor
fasting and waking.

Cres. Who comes here ?

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandanis,

Enter Pandarus.

Cres. Hector's a gallant man.
Alex. As may be in the world, lady.,.

Pan. What's that? what's that? ,'

Crcs. Good-morrow, uncle Pandanis.
Pan. Good-morrow, cousin Cressid : what

do you talk of?—Good-morrow, Alexander.

—

I low do you, cousin ? When were you at Ilium ?

Cres. Tills morning, uncle.

Pan. What were you talking of when I cam' • ?

Was Hector armed and gone ere ye came to

Ilium? Helen was not up, was she?
Cres. Hector WP3 gone ; but Helen was not

up.

Pan. E'en so : Hector was stirring early.

Crcs. Tluit were we talking of, and of his

.niger.

Pan. Was he angry ?

Cres. So he says here.

Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause loo

;

he'll layabout him to-day, I can tell them that :

and there is Troilus will not come far behiini

him ; let them lake heed of Troilus, I can tell

tiiem that too.

Crcs. What, is he angry too ?

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the belter

man of the two.

Crcs. O Jupiter ! there's no comparison.
Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector?

Do you know a man if you see him ?

C7es. Ay, if I ever saw him before, and knew
him.

Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus.

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for I am sure

he is not Hector.

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus in some
degrees.

Cres. 'Tis just to each of them ; he is liimself.

Pan. Himself! Alas, poor Troilus ! I would
he were,

—

Crcs. So he is.

Pan. Condition, I had gone barefoot to India.

Cres. He is not Hector.

Pan. Himself! no, he 'snot himself,—would
'a were himself! Well, the gods are above ;

time must friend or end : well, Troilus, well,

—

I would my heart were in her body !—No,
Hector is not a better man than Troilus.

Cres. Excuse me.
Pan. He is elder.

Crcs. Pardon me, pardon me.
Pati. The other's rot come to't ; you shall

tell me another tale when the other 's come to 't.

Hector shall not have his wit this year,

—

Cixs. I le shall not need it if he have iiis ovn.

Pan. Nor his qualities,

—
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Cres. No matter.

Fan. Nor his beauty.

Cres. 'Twould not become him,—his own 's

better.

Pan. You have no judgment, niece : Helen
herself swore the other day that Troihis, for a

brown favour,—for so 'tis, I must confess,

—

not brown neither,—
Cres. No, but brown.
Pan. Faith, to say truth, brov.-n and not

briv.vn.

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true.

Pan. She praised his completion above
Paris.

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough.
Pail. So he has.

Cres. Then Troilus should have too much :

if she praised him above, his complexion is

liiglier than his ; he having colour enough, and
llie other higher, is too llaming a praise for a
rijod complexion. I had as lief Helen's golden

tongue had commended Troilus for a copper
11 >~.e.

Pan. I swear to you I think Helen loves him
better than Paris.

Cres. Then she 's a merry Greek indeed.

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came
tohini the other day into the compassed window,
— lad, you know, he has not past three or four

h.urs on his chin,

—

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon
b;i:v.; his particulars therein to a total.

Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will

he, within three pounds, lift as much as his

brother Hector.
Cres. Is he so young a man and so old a

hftcr?

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves

hiin,—she came, and puts me her white hand
to his cloven chin,

—

Cres. luno have mercy ! how came it cloven?

Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think

his smiling becomes him better than any man
in all Phrygia.

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly.

Pan. Does he not ?

Cres. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autrnr.n.

Pan. Why, go to, then :^but to prove to you
that Helen loves Troilus,—

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof if you 'II

prove it so.

Pan. Troilus ! why, he esteems her no more
than I esteem an addle egg.

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well as

you love an idle head, you would eat chickens i'

the shell.

Pan. I cannot choose but laiif;h to think

how she tickled his chin ;—indeed, she has a
marvellous white hand, I must needs confess,

—

Cres. Without the rack.

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white
hair on his chin.

Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer.

Pan. But there was such laughing !—Queen
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes ran o'er,

—

Crrs. With millstones.

Pan. And Cassandra laughed,

—

Cres. Put there was more teniperale f.re under
the pot of her eyes.—Did her e)es run o'er too ?

Pan. And Hector laughed.

Cres. At what was all this laughing?
~Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen

spied on Troilus' chin.

Cres. An 't had been a green hair I should
have laughed too.

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair

as at his pretty answer.

Cres. What was his answer ?

Pan. Quoth she. Here's but o?ie and fifty

hairs on your chin., and one of them is white.

Cres. This is her question.

I^an. That 's true ; make no question of thai.

One and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one lahite .'

that white hair is my father, and all the rest

are his sons.— ftipiter ! quoth she, wkieh of

these hairs is Paris my husband?— Thcforheei

one, quoth he ; pliiek it out and gi7fe it him.

But there was such laughing ! and Helen so

blushed, and Paris so chafed; and all the rest

so laughed that it passed.

Cres. So let it now ; for it has been a great

while going by.

t\in. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yester-

day ; think on 't.

Cres. So I do.

Pan. I '11 be sworn 'tis true ; he will weep
yon, an 'twere a man born in April.

Cres. And I 'II spring up in his tears, an 'twere

a nettle against May. \A retreat sounded.

Pan. Hark ! they are coming from the field :

shall we stand up here, and see them as they

pacs toward Ilium ? good niece, do ; sweet

Cressida.

Cres. At your pleasure.

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place ;

here v.'e may see most bravely : I '11 tell ynu

them all by their names as they pass by ; but

mark Troilus above the re=;t.

Cres. Speak not so loud.

i-'E.XEAS/arx^.

Pan. That 's /Eneas : is not that a bra"3

man ? he 's one of the flov.-ers of Troy, I can

tell you. But mark Trcilus ;
you shall see ano.n.
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Antenor passes.

Cres. Who 's that ?

J'an. That's Antenor : he has a shrewd wii,

I can tell you ; and he 's a man good enougli :

he's one o' the soundest judgments in Troy,
whosoever, and a proper man of person. When
comes Troilus?—I'll show you Troilus anon:
if he see me, you shall see him nod at me.

Cns. Will he give you the nod ?

Pan. You shall see.

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more. -

Hector passes.

Pail. Thai's Hector, that, that, look you,
that ; there 's a fellow !—Go thy way. Hector !

^There's a brave man, niece.—ObraveHector !—Look how he looks !—There's a countenance !

Is 'l not a brave man ?

Cres. O, a brave man !

Fan. Is 'a not ? It does a man's heart good.—Look you what hacks are on his helmet ! look
you yonder, do you see ? look you there : there 's

no jesting; there's laying on ; take 't off who
will, as they say : there be hacks!

Cres. Be those with swords ?

Pan. Swords ! anything, he cares not ; an
the devil come to him, it's all one: by god's
lid, it does one's heart good. Yonder comes
Paris, yonder comes Paris

:

T'AKis passes.

look ye yonder, niece; is't not a gallant man
too, is't not?—Why, this is brave now.—Who
said he came hurt home to-day ? he 's not hurt :

why, this will do Helen's heart good now, ha !—Would I could see Troilus now !—you shall
see Troilus anon.

Uv.\,E^{]% passes.

Cres. Who 's that ?

Pan. That's Ilelenus :—I marvel where
Troilus is :—that's Ilelenus :—I think he went
not forth to-day :—that 's Helenus.

Cres. Can LIclenus fight, uncle?
Pan. Helenus! no;—yes, he'll fight indifferent

well.—I marvel where Troilus is.—Hark ! do
you not hear the people cry Troilus .?—Helenus
is a priest.

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder?

'Vv.o-[\.v~, passes.

^
Pan. _\\Tiere? yonder? that 's Deiphobus :—

tis Troilus ! there's a man, niece !—Hem !

—

Brave Troilus ! the prince of chivalry !

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace !

^ Pan. Mark him ; note him :—O brave
iroilus!—look v.-cll upon him, niece ; look you

how his sword is bloodied, and his helm moie
hack'd than Hector's; and how he looks, .iml
how he goes !—O admirable youth I he ne'er
saw three and twenty.—Go thy way, Troilus,
go thy way !—Had I a sister were a grace, or a
daughter a goddess, he should take his choice.
O admirable man ! Paris?—Paris is dirt to him ;

and, I warrant, Helen, to change, would give
an eye to boot.

Cres. Here come more.

Forces pass.

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran,
chaff and bran ! porridge after meat !— I coul 1

live and die i' the eyes of Troilus.—Ne'er look,
ne'er look ; the eagles are gone : crows and
daws, crows and daws !— I had rather be sucii
a man as Troilus than Agamemnon and all
Greece.

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles,—a better man than Troilus.
Pan. Achilles ! a drayman, a porter, a very

camel.

Cres. Well, well.

Pan. Well, well !—Why, have you any
discretion ? have you any eyes ? do you know
what a man is? Is not birth, beauty, good
shape, discour ~, manhood, learning, gentleness,
virtue, youth, liberality, and such like, the
spice and salt that season a man ?

Cres. Ay, a minced man : and then to be
baked with no date in the pie,—for then the
man's date 's out.

Pa7i. You ' -t such a woman ! one knows
not at what ward you lie.

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly
;

upon my wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my
secrecy, to defend mine honesty ; my mask, to
defend my beauty ; and you, to defend all these :

and at all these wards I lie, at a thousand
watches.

Pa)i. Say one of your watches.
Cres. Nay, I '11 watch you for lliat ; and

that 's one of the chiefest of them too : if I can-
not ward what I would not have hit, I can
watch you for telling how I took the blow ;

unless it swell past hiding, and then it is pait
watching.

Pan. You are such another !

Enter Troilus' Boy.

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with
you.

Pan. Where ?

Boy. At yourown house; there he unarmshim.
Pan. Good boy, tell him I come. [Exit Boy.

I doubt he be hurt.—Fare ye well, good niece.

i
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Crcs. Adieu, uncle.

Pa/i. I '11 be with you, niece, by and b)-.

Crf!. To bring, uncle.

/tz-v. Ay, a token from Troilus.

C/vs. By the same token^you are a bawd.
[Ex/i Pan'DARus.

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love'sfull sacrifice,

He offers in another's enterprise:

But more in Troilus thousand-fold I sje
Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be;
Vet hold I olf. Women are angels, wooing :

Tilings won are done, joy's soul lies in the doing:
That she belov'd knows naught that knows not

this,—
Men prise the thing ungain'd more than it is:

That she was never yd that ever knew
Love got so sweet as v/hen desire did sue

:

Therefore this maxin^ out of love I teach,

—

Achievement is command; ungain'd beseech:
Then though my heart's content fii-m love doth

bear,

JN'oihing of that shall from mine eyes appear.

Scene III.—The Grecian Camp. Be/ore
Agamemnon's 7'd/iL

Senitst. Enter AGAMEMNON, NestOR,
Ulysses, Menelaus, and others.

Again. Princes, [cheeks ?

What grief hath set the jaundice on your
The ample proposition that hope makes
^ all designs begun on earth below [disasters

Fails in the promis'd largeness : checks and
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd

;

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sjp,

Infect the sound pine, and divert liisgiain

Tortive and errant from his course of trrowth.

IN or, princes, is it matter new to us
That we come short of our suppose so far

That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls
stand ;

Sitb every action that hath gone before,

Wnereot we hdvi. record, trial did draw
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim.
And that unbodied figure of the thought
That gav 't surmised shape. Why, Ihen, you

princes,

Di> 3^ou with cheeks abash'd behold our works;
And call them shames, which are, indeed,

naught else

But the protractive trials of great Jove
To find persistive constancy in men ?

The fineness of which metal is not found
I n fortune's love : for then the bold and coward,
Tiie wise and fool, the artist and unread,
The hard and soft, seem ali affin'd and kin :

But, in the wind ami tempest of her frowrj,

Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan,

Puffing at all, winnows tlie light away ;

And what hath mass or matter, by itself

Lies rich in virtue and unminglcd. [seat.

Nest. With due observance of tliy godlike

Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply

Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance
Lies the true proof of men : the sea being

smooth.

How many shallovi? bauble boats dare sail

Upon her patient breast, making their way
With those of nobler bulk !

But let the ruflian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold
The slrong-ribb'd bark through liquid moun-

tains cut.

Bounding between the two moist elements.

Like Perseus' horse : where 's then the saucy

boat.

Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now
Co-rivall'd greatness? either to harbour fled

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so

Doth valour's show and valour's worth divide

In storms of fortune: for in her ray and brig!.'.-

ness

The herd hath more annoyance by the breeze

Than by the tiger: but when the splitting wii;;d

Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks,

Anl flies fled under shade,—wliy, then the

thing of courage,

As rous'd wi;h rage, .vilh rage doth synijiathiz-.'.

And with an accent tun'd in self-same key
Retorts to chiding fortune.

Ulyss. Agamemnon,

—

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of

Greece,
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit,

In v.'hom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be shut up,—hear wha' Ulysses speaks.

Besides the applause and approbation

The whicli,—most mighty for thy place and
sway,^ [7b Agamemnon.

And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out

life,

—

S^To Nest<ir.

I give to l)olh your speeches,—which were sur'i

As Agamemnon and the hand of ''rcere

.Shcv.Id hold up high in brass; and .such again

As venerable ISestor hatch'd in silver, [iree

Should with a bond of air,—strong as the axie-

On which heaven lides,—knit all the Greekish

ears [both,^
Ti3 his experienc'd tongue,—yet let it ple^ise

Thou great,—and wise,—to hear Ulysses spe:ik.

Agam. Speak, Prince of Ilhaca ; and be 't

of le-^s expect.

That matter needless, of importless burden,
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I)i .ide thy lips, than we are confident,

^\ :-.en rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws,

V. r shall hear music, wit, and oracle.

Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been

down, [master.

And the great Hector's sword had lack'd a

lint for these instances.

The specialty of rule hath been neglected :

And look, how many Grecian tents do stand

Iloliowui)()n this plain, so many hollow fad ions.

\\ hen that the general is not like the hive,

To whom the foragers shall all repair.

What honey is expected? Degree beingvizarded,
The unworthicst shows as fairly in the niaslw

Tlie heavens themselves, the planets, and this

centre,

C)I)serve degree, priority, and place,

}: ^isture, course, proportion, season, form,

O.iice, and custom, in all line of order :

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol

III noble eminence enthron'd and spher'd

Amidst the other ; whose luedicinable eye
Cuirccts the ill aspects of planets evil.

And posts, like the commandment of a Idng,

Sans check, to good and bad : but when llie

planets,

In evil mixture, to disorder wander.
What plagues and what portents ! what mutiny !

What raging of the sea! shaking of earth!
Counnotion in the winds ! frights, changes,

horrors,

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate
The unity and m.arried calm of states [shak'd,

Quite from their fi.Kture ! O, when degree is

\Vliich is the ladder to all high designs,

Tlie enterprise is sick ! I low could communities.
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities,

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores,

The primogenitive and due of birth.

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels.

But by degree, stand in authentic place ?

Take but degree away, untune that string.

And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing

meets
In mere oppugnancy : the bounded waters
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores,
And make a sop of all this" solid globe :

Strength should be lord of imbecility,

And the rude son should strike his father dead

:

Force should be right ; or, rather, right and
wrong,

—

Between whose endless jar justice resides,

—

Siiould lose their names, and so should justice

too.

Then everything includes itself in power.
Power into will, will into appetite;
-And appetite, an universal wolf,

So doubly seconded with will and power.
Must make perforce an univer.sal prey.

And last eat up himself Great A.gameinnon,-

This chaos, when degree is suffocate,

follows the choking.

And this negleclion of degree it is

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose

It hath to climb. The general 's disdain'd

By him one step below ; he by the next ;

That next by him beneath : so ever)- -^tci),

Exampled by the first pace that is sick

Of his superior, grows to an envious fever

Of pale and bloodless emulation ;

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot.

Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length,

Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength.

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulyssesherediscover"d

The fever whereof all our power is sick.

Again. The nature of the sickneis found,

Ulysses,

What is the remedy? [crowns
Ulyss. Tlie great Achilles,—whom opinion

The sinew and the forehand of our host,

—

Having his car full of his airy fame,

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent

Lies mocking our designs with him Patroclus,

Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day
Breaks scurril jests

;

And with ridiculous and awkward action,

—

Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,

—

I le pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon,
Thy topless deputation he puts on ;

And, like a strutting player,^whose conceit

I^ies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich

To hear the wooden dialogue and sound
'Twixthisslretch"d footing and the scaiioldage,

—

Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming
He acts thy greatness in : and when he sneaks

'Tis like a chime a-mending ; with terms un-

squar'd, [drcpp'd.

Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff

The large Achilles, on his press'd bed lolling,

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ;

Cries, Excellent! 'lis Agafiietfinon Just.

Nowplay f/ie Nestor; hem^ a7id stroke thy beard.

As he being drest to so?ne oration.

That's done;—as near as the extremest ends

Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife:

Yet god Achilles still cries, Excellent!
' Tis N'estor right. Nowplay him me, Patrocuis,

Arming to answer in a night alann.

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of rge

Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough anc: spit,

And, with a palsy-fumbling on his gorgei,

Sliakc in and out the rivet : and at this SDort

Sir \'alour dies ; cries, U, eiuiu^n, runu^.n* ?
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Or give me ribs of steel! I shall split all

In pleasure of my spleen. And in this fashion

All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes,

Severals and generals of grace exact,

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions,

Excitements to the field or speech for truce,

Success or loss, what is or is not, serves

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes.

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain,

—

Who, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns
With an imperial voice,—many are infect.

Ajax is grown self-willed ; and bears his head
In such a rein, in full as proud a place

As broad Achilles ; keeps his tent like him ;

Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state ol war
Bold as an oracle ; and sets Thersites,

—

A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint,

—

To match us in comparisons with dirt.

To weaken and discredit our exposure,

How rank soever rounded in with danger.

Ulyss. They tax our policy, and call it

cowardice ;

Count wisdom as no member of the war ;

Forestall prescience, and esteem no act

But that of hand: the siill and mental parts,

—

That do contrive how many hands shall strike,

When fitness calls them on ; and know, by

measure
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight,

—

Why, this hath not a finger's dignity:

They call this bed-work, mappery, closet-war;

So that the ram that batters down the wall.

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise.

They place before his hand that made the engine,

Or those that with the fineness of their souls

By reason guide his execution.

Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse

Makes many Thetis' sons. {Trumpet sounds.

A^^am. What trumpet ? look, Meuelaus.
Men. From Troy.

Enter ^neas.

A^am, What would you 'fore our tent ?

^ne. Is this great Agamemnon's tent, I

pray you?
As^am. Even this.

^Ene. May one, that is a herald and a prince.

Do a fiir message to his kingly ears?
Agam. With surety stronger Uian Achilles'

arm [voice

'Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one
Call Agamemnon head and general. [may

ALne. Fair leave and large security. How
A stranger to .those most imperial looks
Know them from eves of other mortals ?

Again. How

!

^ne. Ay;

I ask, that I might waken reverence,
And bid the cheek be ready wiih a blush
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes
The youthful Phoebus

:

Which is that god in office, guiding men ?

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ?

Again. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men
of Troy

Are ceremonious courtier

Aine. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd,
.^.s bending angels ; that 's their fame in peace :

But when they would seem soldiers, they have
galls, [Jove's accord,

Good arms, strong joints, true swords ; and,
Nothing so full of heart. But peace, /Eneas,
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on lliy lips

!

The worthiness of praise distains his worth,
If that the prais'd himself bring the praise forth

:

But what the repining enemy commends.
That breath fame blows ; that praise, sole pure,

transcends. [,'Eneas?

Again. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself

Aine. Ay, Greek, that is my name.
Again. What 's your affair, I pray you ?

ALne. Sir, pardon; 'tisfor Agamemnon's ears.

Again. lie hears not privately that comes
fror . Troy. [him :

ALne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ;

To set his sense on the attentive bent,

And then to speak.

Again. Speak frankly as the wind ;

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour

:

That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake.
He tells thee so himself.

.-JLne. Trumpet, blow loud,

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ;

And every Greek of mettle, let him know
What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud.

[ Trumpet sounds.

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy
A prince called Hector,—Priam is his father,

—

Who in this dull and long-continued truce

Is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet

And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes,

lords 1

If there be one among the fair'st of Greece

That holds his honour higher than his ease
;

That seeks his praise more than he fears his

peril

;

That knows his valour and knows not his fear

;

That loveshismistress more than in confession,

—

With truant vows to her own lips he loves,

—

And dare avow her beauty and her worth

In other arms than hers,—to him this challenge.

Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it,
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lie halh a lady wiser, fairer, truer

Tlian ever Greek did compass in his arms

A:id will to-morrow with his trumpet call.

Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy,

To rouse a Grecian that is true in love :

If any come, Hcclor shall honour him ;

If none, he'll say in Troy when he retires,

The Grecian dames are sunburnt, and not worth

The splinter of a lance. Even so much.
Agam. This shall be told our lovers, Lord

yEneas ;

If none of them have soul in such a kind,

We left them all al home : hut we are soldiers

;

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove

That means not, hath not, or is not in love

!

If then one is, or halh, or means to be,

That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he.

Nest. Tell liim of Nestor, one that was a man
When Hector's grandsire suck'd : lie is old now ;

But if there be not in our Grecian host

One noble man that hath one spaik of fire

To answer for his love, tell hini from me

—

I "11 hide my silver beard in a gold beaver.

And in my vantbrace put this wiiher'd brawn ;

And, meeting him, will tell him that my lady

Was fairer than his grandame, a^nd as chaste

As may be in the world : his youth in flood,

I '11 prove this truth with my three drops of

blood. [youth

!

Aine. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of

Ulyss. Amen. [hand ;

Agam. Fair Lord /Eneas, let me touch your
To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir.

Achilles shall have word of this intent

;

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent

:

Yourself shall feast with us before you go,

And find the welcome of a noble foe.

\_Exeunt all bitl Ulyss. and Nest.
Ulyss. Nestor,

—

Nest. What says Ulysses? [brain ;

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my
Be you my time to bring it to some shape.

N'est. What is 't ?

Ulyss. This 'tis :

—

El.mt wedges rive hard knots: the seeded pride

That halh to this maturity blown up
In rank Achilles must or now be cropp'd,

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil.

To overbulk us all.

Nest. Well, and how? [sends,

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector
However it is spread in general name,
Kelates in purpose only to Achilles. [stance,

N'est. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub-
Whose grossness little characters sum up :

And, in the publication, make no strain

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren

As banks of Libya,—though, Apollo knows,
'Tis dry enough,—will, with great speed of

judgment,
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose
Pointing on him.

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, iliiiik

you ? [else o[i' . -e

Nest. Yes, 'tis most meet: whom may } i

That can from Hector bring his honour olY,

If not Achilles? Though't be a sportful combat,
\'et in the trial much opinion dv.-ells

;

For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute

With theirfin'st palate: and trust to me, Ulysses,

Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd

In this wild action ; for the success.

Although particular, shall give a scantling

Of go(;d or had unto the general ;

And in such indexes, although small pricks

To their subsequent volumes, there is seen

The baby figure of the giant mass
Of things to come at large. It is suppos'd
He that meets Hector issues from our choice:

And choice being mutual act of all our souls,

Makes merit her election ; and doth boil,

As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill'd

Out of our virtues ; who miscarrying, [part.

What heart receives from hence the conquering
To steal a strong opinion to themselves?

Which entertain'd, limits are his instruments.

In no less working than are swords and bows
Directive by the limbs.

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech ;

—

Therefore 'tis meet Achilles meet not Hector.

Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares,

And think perchance they'll sell ; if not.

The lustre ot the better shall exceed,

By showing the worst first. Do not consent

That ever Hector and Achilles meet

;

For both our honour and our shame in this

Are dogg'd wi'Ji two strange followers.

N'est. I see them not with my old eyes : what
are they?

Ulyss. What glory our Achilles shares from

Hector, [b.im:

Were he not proud, we all should share with

But he already is too insolent

;

And we were better parch in Afric sun
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes,

Should he 'scape Hector fair: if he were foil'd,

Why, then we did our main opinion crush

In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery;

And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw
The sort to fight with Hector : among ourselves,

Give him allowance for the better man ;

F.»r that will physic the great I\ryrniiJ.cn

Who broils in loud applause, and make h.im fall

His crest that prouder than blue Iris bends.
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If the dull brainli-ss Aja\ come safj (id,

We'll dress liim up in voices : if he fail,

\'et go we under our opinion still

Tliat we have better men. uul, hit or miss,

Our project's life this shape of sense assumes,

—

Ajax employ'd plucks down Achilles' plumes.

iVcsf. Now, Ulysses, I begin to relish thy

advice ;

And I will give a taste of it forthwith

To Agame:iinon : go we to h.im str.iight.

Two curs shall tame each other : pride alone

Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone.

I
Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Another part of the Grecian Camp.

Enter AjAX and TuERSITES.

Ajax. Thersites,

—

Ther. Agamemnon,—how if he had boils,

—

full, all over, generally i*

—

Ajax. Thersiles,

—

Ther. And those boils did run ?—Say so,

—

did not the general run then ? were not that a

boichy co:e ?

—

Ajax. Dig,

—

Ther. Then would come some matter from
liim ; I see none now.

Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf's son, canst thou not

hear? Feel, then. [Beating hi'n.

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou

mongrel beef-witted lord !

Ajax. Speak, then, thou vinewedst leaven,

speak : I will beat thee into handsomeness.
Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and

holiness : but I think thy horse will sooner con
an oration than thou learn a prayer without

book. Thou canst strike, canst thou ? a red

murrain o' thy jade's tricks !

Ajax. Toadstool, learn me the proclamation.

Ther. Dost thou think I have n^> sense, tliou

slrikest me tlius ?

Ajax. The proclamation,

—

T/ier. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not ; my fingers

itch.

IVier. I would thou didst itch from head to

foot, and I had the scratching of thee ; I would
make thee the loathsomest scab in Greece.
When thou art forth in the incursions, thou
strikest as slow as another.

Ajax. I say, the proclamation,

—

Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour
on Achilles ; and thou art as full of envy at his

greatness as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty,
ay, that thou barkest at him.

A;a.r. Mistress Tliersitcs :

7'her. Thcni sliouldst strilvc liim.

Ajax. Cobloaf!
'Jher. lie would pun thee into shivers with

his fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit.

Ajax. Vou whoreson cur ! [/^eati/n^ /,•';/.

7'her. Do, do.

Ajax. Thou stool for .a wiieh !

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou soddcn-witled lord !

thou hast no more brain ih.an I iiave in mil.''

elbows; an assincgo may tutor thee: ihoj
scurvy valiant :;ss ! thou art here but to tlir:ish

Trojans ; and thou art bought and .sold amoii",

those of any wit, like a barbarian slave. if

thou use to beat me, I will begin at thy heel,

and tell wh.at thou art by inches, thou thing of

no bowels, thou !

Ajax. ^'ou dog !

Ther. ^'ou scurvy Kitd !

Ajax. Vou cur ! [/Jeating him.
Titer. Mars his idiot ! do, rudeness ; do,

camel ; do, do.

Enter Achilles aiui rAXROcnis.

.Aehil. Why, how now, Ajax ! wherefore do
)'ou thus ?

—

How now, Thersites ! what's t!ic matter, nv^.n?

Ther. \'ou see him lliere, do you?
Aehil. Ay; what 's the matter?
I'iier. Nay, look upon him.

Aehil. So I do : what's the matter?
Ther. Nay, but regard him well.

Aehil. Well ! why, I do so.

Tlier. But yet you look not well ujion l.;:r. ;

for whosoever yi>u take him to be, he is Ajax.

Aehil. I know that, fool.

Titer. Av, but that fool knows not himself.

A/ax. Theielore I beat tliee.

I'her. Lo, lo, !,>, lo, whit modicums of v, t

he utters ! his evasions have ears thus long. I

have bobbed his l-.rain more than he has be;4

my bones: I will buy nine sparrows for a

penny, and his pia mater is not worth tl:e

ninth part o{ a sparrow. This lord, Achilles,

.\jax,—who wears his wit in his belly, and k ;

guts in his head,— I'll tell you what I say of

him.

Achil. W!:at?
Tuer. I s;\y, this .\jax,

—

[.\..I.\\ pjfers te beat him, Acitu.i.i.S

interposes.

Aehil. Nay, good Ajax.

Ther. lias not so mucli wit,

—

.Aehil. Nay, I must hold j'ou.

Titer. Ai w ill stop the eye of Helen's needle,

for whom he comes to fight.

Aehil. Peace, fool !
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Ther. I would have peace and quietness, hut

the fcxil will not : he there ; that he ; look you

tliere.

Ajax. O thou damned cur ! I shall,

—

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool's ?

Thcr. No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will

shame it.

Pair. Good words, Thcrsitcs.

Achil. What 's the quarrel .'

Ajax. I hade the vile oul go loam me the

tenor of the proclamation, and he rails upon me.

Tlur. 1 serve ihec not.

AjaK. Well, go to, go to.

Tlur. I serve here voluntary.

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, 'twas

nut voluntary,—no man is beaten voluntary:

Ajax was here the voluntary, and you asunder
an im])ress.

Ther. E'en so ; a great deal of your wit, loo,

lies in your sinews, or else there he liars.

I lector sli.ill have a great catch if he knock out

either of your brains : 'a were as good crack a

fu.->ty nut with no kernel.

Achil. What, with me too, Thersitcs?

Tlur. There 's Ulysses and old Nestor,—
vhose wit was mouldy ere your grandsires had
nails on their toes,—yoke you like draught
o.\en, and make you plough uj) the wars.

Achil. What, what?
Ther. Yes, good sooth : to, Achilles ! to,

Ajax ! to

!

Ajax. I shall cut oiU your tongue.

Ther. 'Tis no matter; 1 shall speak as much
as thou afterwards.

Pair. No more w'ords, Thersitcs ; peace '

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles'

brach bids me, .shall I ?

Achil. There 's for you, Patroclus.

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles,

ere I come any more to your tents : I will keep
where there is wit stirring, and leave the faction

ol lools. \^Exit.

Fair. A good riddance.

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaim'd througli

all our host :

—

That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun,
^ViIl, M'itli a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy,
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms
Tliat hath a stomach ; and such a one that dare
I.Iaintain I know not what; 'tis trash. Fare-

well.

AjcLx. Farewell. Who .shall answer him ?

Achil. I know not, it is put to lottery

;

otherwise
Tie knew his man.

AJa.x. O, n. caning you.— I '11 go learn more
ol it. lExeunl.

Scene II. Troy. A Koom in I'riam's

Palace.

Enter Pkiam, Hector, Troilus, Paris,
ai2d riELi;:fUS.

/';/. After so many hours, lives, spccch.es

spent,

Thusonce again says Nestor from theCreeks:

—

£)elivcr Helen, and all damage else,—
As honour, loss of time, travail, expense.
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is

consitui'd

Jn hot dii^estion of this cormorant war,—
Shall be sintcl: off:—Hector, what say you to't ?

Hcit. Thougii no man lesser fears the (jilcko

tiianX
As far as touchelh my particular,

Yet, dread I'liam,

There is no lady of more softer bov.'els.

More spongy to suck in the sense of fear,

More ready to cry out, Who kncnv -ivhatfollo7Vi ?

Than Hector is: the womid of peace is surei)-,

-Surety secure ; but modest douht is call'd

The beaccin of the wise, the tent that searches

To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go:
Since the fust sword was drawn about tliis

question.

Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand dismes,
1 lath been as dear as Helen,— I mean, of oin>

:

If we have lost so many tenths of ours,

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us,

Had it our name, the value of one ten,

—

What merit 's in that reason which denies

The yielding of her up?
Tro. Fie, fie, my brother !

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king.

So great as our dread father, in a scale

Of conuTion ounces? will you ^\iLh couuteis su.ni

The past-proportion of his infinite?

And buckle-in a waist most f-thomless

With spans and inches so diminutive

As fears and reasons ? fie, for godly shame F

Hcl. No marvel though you bite so sharp at

reasons

:

[.'atiier

You are so empty of them. Should not our

IJear the great sway of his affairs with reasons,

liecause your speech hathnone that tells him so ?

'Pro. You are for dreams and sluniLe;;-,

brother priest ;
[reason^:

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are )our
You knovv- an enemy intends you harm ;

You knov/ a sword employed is perilous,

And reason flies the object of all harm :

Who marvels, then, when Kelcnus beholds
A Grecian and his sword, if he (^o set

The very wings of reason to Ins heels,
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Ap.J fly like c'vl 1^'n Mercury from Jove,

Oi like a si.a uisorb'J?—Nay if we talk of

reason [lionour

Let 's shut our gates and sleep : manhood and
Should have hare hearts would they but fat their

thoughts

With this cramm'd reason : reason and respect

Make livers pale and lustihood deject. [cost

Hcct. Brother, she is not worth what she doth

The holding.

Tro. What is aught but as 'lis valued ?

Hcct. But value dwells not in particular will

;

It holds his estimate and dignity

As well wherein 'tis precious of itself

As in the prizcr : 'tis mad idolatry

To make the service greater than the god ;

And ihe will dotes, that is attributive

To what infectiously itself affects,

\'\'iihout some image of the affected merit.

Tro. I tal-ce to-day a wife, and my election

I; led on in the conduct of my will ;

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears,

Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores

Of will and judgment : how may I avoid,

Ailhough my will distaste what it elected,

T!ie wife I chose ? there can be no evasion

To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour

:

We turn not back the silks upon the merchant
When we have soil'd them ; nor the remainder

viands

We do not throw in unrespective sieve.

Because we now are full. It was thought meet
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks :

^'our breath of full consent beihed his sails ;

Tlie seas and winds,—old wranglers,—took a

iruce, [desir'd
;

And did him service : he touch'd the ports

And for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held

captive, [freshness

He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes stale t'ne morning.

Why keep we her? llie Grecians keep our aunt

:

Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl,

AVhose price hath launch'd above a thousand
sliips,

And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants.

If you '11 avouch 'twas wisdom Paris went,

—

As you must needs, for you all cried. Go, go,—
I f you '11 confess he brought home noble prize,

—

Asyou must needs, for youallclapp'dyourliands,

And cried, Inesiiinabk !—w'hy do you now
The issue of your proper v/isdoms rate.

And do a deed that fortune never did,

—

Beggar the estimation wliich you priz'd

Richer than sea and land? O theft most base,

That we have stol'n v/hat we do fear to keep

!

But thieves, unworthy of a thing so siol'n,

That in their country did ihem that disgrace,

We fear to warrant in our native place !

Cas. [lFi//i//!.] Cry, Trojans, cry !

/>;'. What noise? what shriek is this?

Pro. 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice,

Cas. [IViihin.l Cry, Trojans!
IIcc(. It is Cassandra.

Enter Cassandra, raving.

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me len thousand
eyes,

And I will fill them with prophetic tears.

/IccL Peace, sister, peace. [old,

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled
Soft infancy, that n(Hhing canst but cry,

Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes
A moiety of that mass of moan to come.
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes wiih tears

!

Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand;
Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us all.

Cry, Trojans, cry ! an J lelen and a woe

:

Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go.

[E.v:L

lied. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these

high strains

Of divination in our sister work
Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood
So madly hot that no discourse of reason.

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause,

Can qualify the same?
/>(7. Wliy, brother Hector,

\Ve may not think the justness of each act

Such and no other than event dolh form it

;

Nor once deject the courage of our minds
Because Cassandra 's mad : her brain-sick

raptures

Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel

Which hath our several honours all engag'd

To make it gracious. For my private part,

I am no more toucli ^ than all Priam's sons:

And Jove forbid there should be done amongst
us

Such things as might offend the weakest spleen

To fight for and maintain !

Par. Else might the world convince of levuy

As well my undertakings as your counsels:

But I attest the gods, your full consent

Gave wings to my propension, and cut ofl

All fears attending on s;> ire a project.

For what, alas, can these my single arms?
What propugnation is in one man's valour,

To stand the push and enmity of those

This quarrel would excite ? Yet, I protest,

Were I alone to pass the difficulties,

And had as ample power as I have will,

Paris should ne'er retract wl:. : he h^lh done,

Nor faint in. the pursuit.
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Prt. I'p.ris, you speak

Like one LcsoUcd on your sweet delifjlUs:

\ uu have the honey siill, Init these the gail

;

So to be vaUant is no praise at all.

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself

Tlie pleasures such a beauty brings with it ;

];;it I would have the soil of her fair rape

Wjp'd off in honourable keeping her.

What treason were it to the ransack'd queen,

] >i.sgrace to your great worths, and shame to me,

K .w to deliver her possession up
()i! terms of base compulsion ! Can it be

That so degenerate a strain as this

Should once set footing in yourgcnerousbosoms?
Tacre 's not the meanest spirit on our party,

\Yithout a heart to dare or sword to draw,

When Helen is defended; nor none so noble,

\\ hose hfe were ill bestow'd or death unfam'd.

Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, [well.

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know
'1 lie world's large spaces cannot parallel.

//di/. I'aris and Troilus, you have both said

Weil

;

And on the cause and question now in hand
Have gloz'd,—but superficially; not much
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought
I'r.fit to hear moral philosophy:

Tiie reasons you allege do more conduce
To the hot passion of distemper'd blood
Than to make up a free determination
'Tvvixt right and wrong ; for pleasure and

revenge
I Live cars more deaf than adders to the voice

Ot any true decision. Nature craves

Allclues be rendcr'd to their owners : now,
What nearer debt in all humanity
Tlian wife is to the husband? If this law
(Jl nature be corrupted through affection;

A:id that great mind^, of partial indulgence
To their benumbed wills, resist the L-.:-ie;

There i;. a lav/ ia each well-orderV". nation
Ti) curb those raging appetites that are

Must disobedient and refractory.

II Helen, t!ien, be wife to Sparta's king,

—

As it is known she is,—these moral laws
Ol nature and of nations speal: cloud
To have her back return'd: thus to persist

lii doing wrong extenuates not wrong,
But makes it much more heavy. Hector's

opinion
Is this, in way of truth: yet, ne'ertheless,

My spritely brethren, I propend to you
i.i lesoluiion to keep Helen still;

I'or '(.ij a cause that hath no mean dependence
L'[>in our joint and several dignities.

7'/v. V. hy, there you touch'd the life of our
design

:

Vs'ere it not gloiy that we more afTccted

Than the performance of our heaving spleens,

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood

Spent more in herdefence. But, worthy I lecti ir,

She is a theme (jf honour ard renown
;

A spur to valiant and m.agnanimous deeds;

Whose present courage may beat down our foe s

And fume in lime to come can(inize us:

r'or, I presume, brave Hector would not lojc

So rich advantage of a promis'd glory.

As smiles upon the forehead of this action.

For the wide world's revenue.

/jWi. I am yours,

Vou valiant ofispring of great Prianuis.

—

I have a roisting challenge .sent amongst
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits :

I was advertisd their great general slept,

\Vhilst emulation in the army crept

:

This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeza/.'.

Scene HL- -The Grecian Camp.
Achili.es' TVmA

£n/£>- Thersites.

/?,'/r7-

T^er. How now,- Thersites ! what, lost in

the labyrinth of thy fury ! Shall th.e elephant

Ajax carry it thus? he beats me, and I rail at

him : O worthy satisfaction ! would it were
otherwise ; that I could beat him, whilst lie

railed at me. 'Sfoot, I '11 learn to conjure and
raise devils, but I '11 see some issue of my
spiteful execrations. Then there's A.chilles,

—

a rare engineer. If Troy be not taken till

these two undermine it, the walls will stand

till tliey fa.ll of themselves. O thou great

thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou

art Jove, the king oi gods ; and, Mercury, lose

all the serpentine craft of thy caduceus ; if je

take not that little little less-than-little wit

from them that they have ! which short-aimed

ignorance itself knows is so alnmdant scarce, it

v.ill not in circumvention deliver a fly from a

spider, without drawing their massy irons and
cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on
the whole camp I or, rather, the bone-ache !

for that, methmks, :3 the curse dependent on
those tliat war for r. placket. I have said r.-'V

prayers ; and devil en\'y tay Amen.—W hat

ho ! my Lord Achilles !

Enter PAxnocLUS.

Patr. Wlio's there? Thersites! (jood Ther-
sites, come in and rail.

Ther. If I could have remembered a gilt

counterfeit, thou wouldst not have slipped out

of my Contemplation : but it is no matter

;
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thyself upon thyself! The common curse of

mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine in great

revenue ! heaven bless ihee from a tutor, and

discipline come not near thee ! Lei thy blood

be thy direction till thy death ! then if she

that lays thee out says thou art a fair corse,

I'll be sworn and sworn upon't slie never

shrouded any but lazars. Amen.—Where's
Achilles ?

/'?//-. What, art thou devmit? wast thou in

prayer ?

Thcr. Ay, the heavens hear me !

Enter AcillLl.K.s.

Achil. Who's (here?

Patr. Thersiles, my lord.

Achil. Where, where? — Art thou come?
Why, my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou

not served thyself in to my tal)le so many
meals ? Come, —what 's Agamemnon ?

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles r^then tell

me, Palroclus, what's Achilles?

Patr. Th^- ' >rd, Thersites : then tell me, I

pray thee, \ . I's thyself?

Pher. Tii\ knower, I'atroclus: then tell me,

Palroclus, what art thou?
l\it>: Thou mavest tell that knowest.

Adul. O, tell, tell.

Pher. I '11 decline the whole question. Aga-

memnon commands Achilles ; Achilles is in)-

lord ; I am Palroclus' knower ; and Palroclus

is a fool.

Pair. You rascal !

Ther. Peace, fool ! I have not done.

Achil. He is a privileged man.— Proceed,

Thersiles.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a

fool; Thersites is a fool; and, as aforesaid,

Palroclus is a fool.

Achil. Derive this ; come.
Titer. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to com-

mand Achilles ; Achilles \i a fool to be com-
manded of Agamemnon ; Thersiles is r. fool to

serve such a fool ; and Palroclus ii a fool posi-

tive.

Patr. Why am I a fool ?

Pher. Make that demanii

suffices me thou art.—Lou
here?

Achil. Palroclus, I'll speak with nobody.—

•

Come in with me, Thersites. {E.\i:.

Pher. Here is such palchery, such juggling,

and such knavery ! all the argument is a cuckold

and a whore ; a good quarrel to draw emulous
factions and bleed to death upon. Now the

dry serpigo on the subject ! and v>'ar and lechery

cunlound all 1 {Exit.

of the prover. It

; you, who comes

Enter yVgamicmnon, Ut.vssios, KiisioK,
DlOMp-.Dl'.S, and AjAX.

Af^aiii. Where is Achilles? |liii.l.

I'atr. Within his tent; but ili-di-.pDsM, ii.y

y!j;a//i. Let it be kni>wn to him that we ;i:e

here.

He shenl our messengers ; and we lay by

Out apperlainments, visiting of him :

Let him be told so; lest, j)erchance, he tlimlc

We dare not move the (]uestion of our pknN-,

(_)r know not what we are.

J'atr. I shall say so to him. [/i',\//.

Ulyss. We saw him al the opening of Ins

tent :

I le is n(H sick.

Ajax. Yes, licm-sick, sick of proud heart :

you may call it melancholy, if you will fa.voi;r

the man ; but, by my head, 'lis pride : but v/hy,

\v!iy? let him show us the cause.—A word, \rj

lord. {Takes AcAMEMNON aside.

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ?

Ulyss. Achilles halh inveigled his fool frou-j

liim.

Nest. Who, Thersiles?

Ulyss. He.
Nest . Then will Aja.x lack matter, if he have

lost his argunient.

Ulyss. No ; you see, he is his argument that

has his argument,—Achilles.

Nest. All the belter; their fraction is more

our wish than their faction. Put it was a slioivj

composure a fool could disunite.

Ulyss. The amity that wisdom knits not,

folly may easily untie. Here comes Palroclus.

Nest. No Achilles with him.

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none

for courtesy : his legs arc legs for necessity, not

for flexure.

Re-enter Patroclus.

Patr. y\chilles bids me say, he is much sorry

If anything more than your sport and pleasure

Did move your greatness and this noble state

To call upon him ; lie hopes it is no other

But for your h;alth and your digestion sake,—
An after-dinner's breath.

Aram. Hear you, Patroclus:

—

We are too v.-cU acquainted with these answers:

But his evasion, Vvin;;'d thus sv/ift with scorn,

Cannot outfly our apprehensions.

Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason

WTiy we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues,—

r.'ot virtuously on his own part beheld,

—

Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss;

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish,

Are like to rot untasled. Go and tell him .
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We come lo S])cak with him ; and you shall

not sill

ir you do say wo tliink him over-proud

/iiid under-honest; in sclf-assuniplion greater
'1 liau ill the note of judj.»ment ; and worlliier

tluin himself

Ilcie tend the sav.-i^e strangeness he puts on,

L'i.s!:;uise the holy strength of tiicir command,
And underwrite in an observinif kind
liis humorous predominance; yea, walch
1 lis pettish hines, his ebbs, his Hows, as if

The passage and whole carriage of lliis action

l;i)de on his tide. Go tell him tliis ; and aild,

'Jliat if he overhold his price so nuich.

We 'II none of him ; but let him, like an engine

Lot portable, lie under this report,

—

luiiig action hither, this cannot go to war :

A siirring dwarf we do allowance give

Litiore a sleeping giant :—tell him so.

ratr. I shall ; and bring his answer presently.

\Exii.

A;^ain. In second voice we '11 not he .satisfieil

;

We come to speak with him.— Ulysses, enter

) HI. [.fi'.r// Ui.Yssr.s.

Ajax. Wiat is he more than another ?

A^am. No more than what lie thinks he is.

AJu.r. Is he so much ? Do you not think

he t'links himself a belter man than I am?
Again. No question.

Ajax. Will you sul)scril)e his tliought, and
say he is.?

Again. No, noble Ajax ; you are as .strong,

as v.'iliant, as wise, no less noble, much more
f^enlle, and altogether more tractable.

Ajax. Wiiy should a man be proud? How
doiii pride grow? I know not what pride is.

Again. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and
your virtues the fairsr. lie that is proud e.ats

v'l) himself: pride is his- own glass, his own
iMimpet, his own chronicle; and wliatevei

paises itself but in the deed devours the den!
ia the praise.

Ajax. I do hate a proud man as I hate the

engendering of toads.

Nat. Yet lie loves himself : is 't not strange ?

iAudc.
Re-enIcr Ulysses.

Ulyss. Achilleswill not to the field to-morrow
Again. What 's his excuse ?

U!yss. He doth rely on none ;

r. 1 carries on (he stream of his dispose,
^' about observance or respect of any,
In will p'eculiar and in self-.id mission.

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair

request,

Untent his nerMr.. and share the nir wifV iis?

Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request's

sake only, [greatness :

Me makes important : possess'd he is with
And speaks not to himself but wilh a pride

That quarrels at self-breath ; imagined worth
Holds in his blood such svoln and hot discourse

That 'twixt Ills mental aru! his active parts

Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages,

.'\nil bailers down hinisell': v.liiit should I s.:y?

I le is so plaguy proud that tiie death tokens ul ;l

Cry, A'o recovery.

Again. Let Ajax go to him.

—

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent

:

'Tis said he holds you well ; and will be led.

At your recjuest, a little from himself.

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so !

We '11 consecrate the steps tiiat Ajax makes
When they go from Achilles. Sliail the proud

lord.

That bastes his arrogance wilh his own seam.
And never suffers mailer of the world
Enter his thoughts,—.save such as do revolve

And ruminate himsell,—.shall he be worsliipp'd

Of that we hold an idol more than he?
No, thia thrice-worthy and right valiant lord

Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquir'd;

Nor, by my will, assubjngale his merit.

As anij)Iy titled as Achilles is,

P.y going to Achilles :

Tliat were to enlard his fai-alieady pride,

And add more coals lo Cancer wi en he bums
Wilh entertaining great II)'))erion.

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ;

And say in thunder, Aehillcs go to liiin.

Nesl^ O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him.
\Asidc.

Dio. And how his silence drinli^ up this ap-

plause ! \Aiide.

Ajax. I( I go to him, with my armed fist

1 '11 pash him o'er the face.

Again. O, no, you shall not go. [pride :

Ajax, An 'a be proud with me I '11 pliccze Lis

Let me go to him. [quarrel.

Ulyss. Not for the v.'orth that hangs upon our

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow !

Nest. How he describes himself 1 [Asi'u'e.

A/ax. Can he not be sociable ?

Ulyss. The raven chides blackness. \^Aside.

Ajax. I '11 let his humours blood.

Again. He will be the physician that sliui.lj

be the patient. \jilside.

Ajax. An all men were o' my mind,

—

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. [Aside.

Ajax. 'A should not bear it so, 'a should eat

swords first : shall pride carry it?

A^cst. An 'twould, you'd carry half. [Aside.

IPyss. '.-V would 'ir.ve tci; s'.;iic;£. \ 'da.
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Ajojc. I will knead him, I 'i! make himsupple.

A'dsL He 's not yet thorough warm : force

him with praises : pour in, pour la : his ambi-

tion is dry. [^sidt;.

Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on this

dislike. [Zb Agamemnon.
Nest. Our noble general, do not do so,

Dio. You must prepare to tight without

Achilles. [harm.

Ulyss. Why 'tis this naming of him does him

Here is a man—but 'tis belore his lace ;

I will be silent.

Nest. Wherefore should you so?

lie is not emulous, as Achilles is.

Ulyss. Know llie whole world, he is as

valiant.

'•ax. A whoreson dog, that shall [taller thus

with us

!

Would he were a Trojan i

Nest. \Vhat a vice were it in Ajax now,

—

Ulyss. If he were proud,

—

Dio. Or covetous of praise,—

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne,

—

Dio. Or strange, or self-afl"ccteJ\

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, ihou art of

sweet composure ;
[suck ;

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee

I-'am'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature

Thrice-fam'd, beyond all erudition:

But he that disciplin'd thy arms to fight,

Let Mars divide eternity in twain,

And give him half: and, for thy vigour,

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield

To sinewy Aja.v. I will not praise thy wisdom.

Which, like a 'oourn, a pale, a shore, confines

Thy spacious and dilated parts ; here's Nestor,

—

Instructed by the antiquary times,

lie must, he is, he cannot but be wise ;

—

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days

As green as Aja.K', and your brain so tenrper'd,

You should not have the eminence of him.

But be as Ajax.

Ajax. Shall I call you father ?

Nest. Ay, my good son.

Dio. Be rul'd by ! im. Lord A|a.\.

Ulyss. There is no tarrying here ; ihe hart

Achilles

Keeps thicket. Please it c ir great general

To call to~ether all \\\% state oi v.ar ;

Fresh kings are come to Troy. To-morrow
We must with all our mahi of power stand last

:

And here 's a lord,—come kmghts from e.ast to

west,

And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best.

Agcivi. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep

:

Light boats sail swift, thov'i greater hulks

draw deep. \Exsunt.

ACT III.

Scene L—Troy. A Room in Priam's
Palace.

Enter Pa.ndarus and a Servant.

Pan. Friend, you,—pray you, a word: do
not you follow the young Lord Paris?

Sey-v. Ay, sir, when lie goes before me.

Fan. You depend upon him, I mean?
Sci-v. Sir, I do depend upon the lord.

Pan. You depend upon a noble gentleman ;

I must needs praise him.

Sey-v. The lord be praised !

Pan. You know me, do you not ?

Sc!-v. Faith, sir, superficially,

Pa)i. Friend, know me better ; I am tlie

Lord Pan(iarus.

Serv. I hope I shall know your honour belter.

Pan. I di> desire it

Sei-v. You are in the state of grace.

\Miisic within.

Pan. Grace ! not so, friend ; honour a:id

lordship are my titles.—What music is this?

Sei-v. I do but partly know, sir : it is music

in parts.

Pan, Know you the musicians?

Sei"0, Wholly, sir.

Pan. Who play ihey to?

Serv. To the hearers, sir.

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ?

Sei-v. At min^, sir, an-1 theirs that love music

Fan. Command, I mean, friend.

So-v, Who shall I command, sir ?

Fan. Friend, we understand not one another

:

I am too courtly, and thou art too cunnmg.

.\t whose request do these men play ?

Sen>. That's to 't, indeed, sir. Marry, sir,

at the request ol Paris my lord, who is there \\\

person; wi'h him, the mortal Venus, the heart-

blood of beauty, love's invisible soul,

—

Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida ?

S. -v. No, sir, Helen: could you not find

out that by her attributes?

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast

not seen the Lady Cressida. I come to speak

with Paris from the Prince Troilus :
I v. ill

make a compliniental assault upon him, lor

my business seethes.

Scr-.>. Sod.lcn business! there's a stewed

phrase indeed !

Enter Paris rt;:.'/ Helen, attended.

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all

this fair company ! fair desires, in all \A\t

measure, fairly guide them !—especially to v..u,

fair queen ! faif thoughts be your fair pulow i

'
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Ihlcn. Dear lord, you arc full of fair words.

ran. Vou speak your fair pleasure, sweet

<]uccn.—Fair prince, here is good broken music.

J'ar. You have broke it, cousin : and by my
IiIl-, you shall make it whole aL;ain ; you shall

j'lcce it out with a piece of your performance.
•—Nell, he is full of harmony.

Van. Truly, lady, no.

Jlctr.ii. O, sir,

—

Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very

rude.

]^ar. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in

£is.

l\m. I have business to my lord, dear qu6en.

—My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ?

ITelot. Nay, this shall not hedge us out :

we'll hear you sing, certainly.

J^in. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant

with me.—But, marry, thus, my lord,— M\-

djar lord, and most esteemed friend, youi

brother Troilus,

—

Helen. My Lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet
lord,—

J''an. Go to, sweet queen, go to :—commends
l.imself most affectionately to you,

—

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our

iT-clody: if you do, our melancholy upon your
head !

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that 's a

E'.vect queen, i' faith.

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a

sour offence.

Pan. Nay, that shall not sen.'e your turn ;

t':at shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not
f;r such words ; no, no.—And, my lord, he
dciires you that, if the king call for him at

S'.ippet, you will make his excuse.

Helen. My Lord Pandarus,

—

Pan. What says my sweet queen,—my very
very sweet queen ?

Par. What exploit 's in hand ? where sups
he to-night?

Helen. Nay, but, my lord,

—

Pan. Wliat says my sweet queen ?—My
cousin will fall out with you. You must not
know where he sups.

Par. I '11 lay my life, with my disposer

Cressida.

Pan. No, no, no such matter
;

you are

vide : come, your disposer is sick.

Par. Well, I '11 make excuse.

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you
say Cressida? no, your poor disposer's sick.

Par. I spy.

Pan. You spy! what do you spy?—Come,
g:ve me an instrument.—Now, sweet queen.

Helen. Why, this is kindly done.

Pan. My niece is rribly in love with a
thing you have, sweet <[ueen.

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be
not my Lord Paris.

Pan. He! no, she'll none of him ; they two
are twain.

Helen. Falling in, after falMng out, may
make them three.

Pan, Come, come, I'll hear no more f

this ; I '11 sing you a song now.
Helen. . -y, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth,

sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead.

Pan. Ay, you may, you may.
Heleti. Let thy song be love: this love will

undo us all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid !

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i' faith, [love.

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but

Pan. In good troth, it begins so :

Love, love, nothing but love, still more!
• For, oh, li>vc s boiv

Shoots buck- and doe :

The sHafi confounds,
Not tliat it v/ounds.

Hut tickles still the sore.

1 iiese lovers cry—Oh ! oh ! they die 1

\ et that vvi ich seems the wound to kill,

Doth turn oh ! oh ! to ha ! ha ! be .'

So ciy:ng love lives st:!l :

Oh ' oh ! a while, but hi ! ha I ha !

Oh 1 oh ! groans out fur ha ! ha I ha !

Heigh ho !

Helen. In love, i' faiih, to the verj' tip of the

nose.

I'ar. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and
ihat breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets

hot thoughts, and hot thoughts beget hot deeds,

and hot deeds is love.

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot
Ijlood, hot thoughts, and hot deeds? Wl;y,

they are vipers : is love a generation of vipers ?

—Sweet lord, who's a-field to-day?
Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Ilelenus, Antenor,

and all the gallantry of Troy : I would fain

have armed to-day, but my Nell would not

have it so. Plow chance my brother Troilus

went not ?

Helen. He hangs the lip at something :

—

you know all. Lord Pandarus.
Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen.— I u ng to

hear how they sped to-day. You '11 remeniber

your brother's excuse?
Par. To a hair.

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen.

Helen. Commend me to your niece.

Pan. I will, sweet queen. \Exit.

\^A retreat sotindtd.

Par. They are come from field : let us to

Priam's hall [woo you

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must
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To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles,

With these your white enchanling lingers

touch'd,

Shall more obey than to the edge of steel,

Or force of Greekish sinews; you shall do more
Than all the island kings,—disarm great Hector.

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his ser-

vant, Paris
;

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty

Gives us more palm \\ beauty than we have,

Yea, overshincs ours;lf.

Par. Sweet, above t'.iought I love thee.

lE.xeiuit.

Scene W.—Troy. Pandarus' Orchard.

Enter Pandarus ai.vc/TROiLUs' Boy, meeling.

Pan. I low now! where 's thy master? at

my cousin Cressida's? [him thither.

Boy. No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct
Pcin. O, here he comes.

Enter Troilus.

Mow now, how now !

T/v. Sirrah, walk off. \_Exii Boy.
Fan. Have you seen my cousin?
'fro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door.

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banl;s

Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon,
And give me swift transportance to those fields

Where I may wallow in the lily beds
Proposed for the dcserver ! O gentle Pandarus,
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings.
And fly with me to Cressid !

Pmt. Walk here i' the orchard, I '11 bring her
stiaight. [Exit.

Tro. lam giddy; expectation whirls me round.
The imaginary relish is so sweet
That it enchants my sense : what will it be,

When that the v/at'ry palate tastes indeed
Love's thrice-repured nectar? death, I fear me

;

Sv.ooning destruction ; or some joy too fine.

Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness,
For the capacity of my ruder powers :

I fear it much ; and I do fear besides
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ;

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps
The enemy flying.

Re-enter Pandarus.
Pan. She's making her ready, she'll come

straight: you must be witty now. She docs so
blush, and fetches her wind so short, as if she
were frayed with a sprite : I '11 fetch her. It

is the prettiest villain : she fetches her breath
as short as a new-ia'en sparrow. ^Exit.

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my
bosom :

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ;

And all my powers do tlieir bestowing lose,

Like vassalage at unawares encount'ring

The eye of majesty.

Re-enter Pandarus iviih Cressida.

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush?

shame's a baby.—Here she now : swear the

oaths now to her that you have s.<i n to me.
—What, are you gone again? you must be

watched ere you be made tame, must you ?

Come your ways, come your ways ; an you
draw backward, we'll put you i' the fills.

—

Why do you not speak to her?—Come, draw
this curtain, and let's see your pictrnc. Alas
the day, how loth you are to oflend daylight !

an 'twere dark, you'd close sooner. So, so ;

rub on, and kiss the mistress. How now, a

kiss in fee-farm ! build there, carpenter ; the

air is sweet. Nay, you shall fight your hearts

out ere I part you. The falcon as the tercel,

for all the ducks i' the river : go to, go to.

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady.

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds :

but she '11 bereave you o' the deeds too, if she

call your activity in question. What, billing

again ? I lere's

—

In zvitjiess whereof the parties

interchangeably—Come in, come in : I '11 go
get a fire. {Exit.

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord?

7;-i?. O Cressida, how often have I wished
me thus !

Cres. Wishea, my lord !—The gods grant,

—

O my lord !

Tro. What should they grant ? what makes
this pretty abruption ? What too curious dreg
espies my sweet lady in the fountain of our love?

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fears

have eyes.

7>i7. Fears make devils of cherubims ; they
never see truly.

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads,

finds safer footing than blind reason stumbling
without fear : to fear the worst oft cures tlie

worse.

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all

Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster.

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither?

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when
we vow to weep seas, live in fire, cat rocks,

tame tigers; thinking it harder for our mistress

to devise imposition enough than for us to

undergo any difficulty imposed. This is the

monstruosity in love, lady,—that the will is

infinite, and the execution confined ; that the

desire is boundless, and the act a slave to limit.

Cres. They say, all lovers swear more per-

i B



770 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. fACT in.

for nance than they are able, and yel reserve

ail ability lliat they never perform ; vowing
more than the perfection of I en, and discharg-

ing less than the tentli ]jarl of one. They that

h.ive tlie voice of lions and tlie act of hares,

are they not nionsteis i

J'ro. Are there such ? such are not we

:

praise us as we are tasted, allow us as we
prove ; our head shall go bare till merit crown
it : no perfection in reversion shall have a

praise in present : we will not name desert

belore his birlh ; and, being born, his addition

shall be humble. Few words to fair faith:

Troilus shall be such to Cressid as what en</y

can 3?.y worst shall be a mock for his truth ;

a:id what truth can speak truest not truer than

lioilus.

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ?

Re-cnur Pandarus.

Pan. What, blushing still? have you not
done talking yet ?

Cres. Well, uncle, ^hat folly I commit, I

dedicate to you.

Pan, I thank you for uit : if my lord get

a boy of you, you 'W give him me. 13e true to

my lord : if he flinch, chide m for it.

Tro. Vou know now your hostages ; your
imcle's word and my firm failh.

Pan. Nay, I '11 give my word for her too :

our kindred, though ihey be long ere they are

wooed, they are constant b'^ing won : they are

burs, I can tell you ; they 'U stick where the)'

are thrown.
Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings

ms heart :

—

Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day
For many weary months.

Tro, Why was my Cressid, then, so hard to

win ?

Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my
lord,

With the first glance that ever—Pardon me,

—

If I confess much, you «ill play the tjTant.

I love you now ; hut not, till now, so much
r>;it I might master it :—in failh, I lie ;

My thoughts were like unbridl'd children,grown
Too headstrong for their mother:—see, we fools!

Why have I blabb'd ? who shall be true to us,

AVhen we are so unsecret to ourselves?

—

But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not;
And yet, good faith, I wisli'd myself a man,
Or that we women had men's pri\ ilege

Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my
tongue

;

For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak
The thing' I shall repent. See, see, your silence,

Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws
My very soul of conscience !—Stop my mouiii.

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issv.cs

ih.ence.

Pail. Pretty, i' failh.

Cres. My lord, 1 do beseech you, pardon me;
'Twas not my purpose thus to beg a kiss

;

I am asham'd ;—O heavens ! what have I done?
For this time will I take my leave, my lord.

'Pro. Vour leave, sweet Cressid !

Pau. Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow
morning,

—

Cres. Pray you, content you.

Tro. What offends yiu, lady ?

Cres. Sir, mine own company.
Ti'o. Vou cannot shun

Yourself.

Cres. I^et me go and try

:

I have a kind of self resides with you ;

But an unkind self, that itself will leave

To be anotiier's fool. I would be gone :

—

Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak.

Tro. Well know they what they speak that

S[x:ak so wisely.

Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft

than love ;

.•\nd fell so roundly to a large confession,

To angle .jI your thoughts : but you ...e wise ;

Or else ou love not ; for to be wise nd love

Exceeds man's might ; that dwells vith gc^ds

above.

Tro. Olhat Ilhoughtitcouldbeinawoman,

—

As, if it can, I will presume in you,

—

To feed for aye her lamp and l^ames of love ;

To keep her constancy in plight and youth,

Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind
That doth renew swifter than blood decays !

Or, that persuasion could but thusconvinceme,

—

That my integrity and truth to you
Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of such a winnow'd purity in love ;

How were ' then uplifted ! but, alas!

I am as true as truth's simplicity.

And simpler than the infancy of truth.

Cres. In that I '11 war with you.

Tro. O virtuous fight,

When right with right vvars who shall be most
right !

True swains in love shall, in the world to come.
Approve their truths by Troilus : when th.ir

rhymes,
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare.
Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration,

—

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon.
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate.
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,—

'

Vet, after all comparisc ns of truth,
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As truth's authentic author to be cited,

As true ;is Troilus sh:ill crown up the verse,

And sanctify the numbers.
Crcs. Prophet may )'ou be I

If I be f^ilse, or swerve a hair from truth,

When time is old and halli forgot itself,

IVhen waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy,
And biiiid oblivion swallow'd cities up,

And mighty states characterless are grated
To dusty nolliing ; yet let mcmoiy
From false to false, among false maids in love.

Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said

—

as false

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth.

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf,

lard to the hind, or stepdanie to her son ;

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood.

As false as Cressid.

Fan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it

;

I "il be the witness. Here I hold your hand
;

here my cousin's. If ever you prove false one
to another, since I have taken such pains to

bring you together, let all pitiful goers-between
be called to the world's end after my name,
call them all Fandars ; let all constant tnen l)e

Trciluses, all lalse women Cressids, and all

brokers between Pandars ! say, amen.
Tro. Amen.
Cres. Amen.
Pail. An\en. Whereupon I will show you

a chamber and a bed ; which bed, because it

shall not speak of your pretty encounters, press

it to death : avvay !

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here,

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer !

[Exeunt.

Scene III.—The Grecian Camp.

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diomedes,
Nestor, Ajax, Menelaus, a//i/ Calchas.

Cal. Now, princes, for th.e service I have
done you

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind
That, through the sight I bear in things to Jove,
I have abandon'd Troy, left my possession,
Incurred a traitor's name ; expos'd myself,

From certain and possess'd conveniences.
To doubtful fortunes : sequest'ring from me all

That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition
Made tame and most familiar to my nature

;

And here, to do you service, am become
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted :

I do beseech you, as in v/ay of taste,

To give me now a little benefit,

Out of those many register'd in promise,
Which, you. say, live to come in my behalf.

Agani. Wliat wouldst thou of us, Trojan ?

make demand. [Antenor,
Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd

Yesterday took : Troy holds liirn very dear.

Oft have you,—often have you thanks thcic-

fore,

—

Dcsir'd my Crcssid in riglit great exchange,
Whom Troy haih still denied : but this Antenor,
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs

That their negotiations ail must slack

Wanting his manage ; and tliey will almost
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priani,

In change of him : let him be sent, great prinres.

And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence
Shall quite strike olf all service I have done
In most accepted pain.

Again. Let Diomedes bear him.
And bring us Cressid hither : Calclias shall have
What he requests of us.—Good Diomed,
Furnish you fairly for this interchange

:

Withal, bring word if Hector will to-morrow
Be answer'd in his c'lallenge : Ajax is rea('v.

Dio. ThisshpU I undertake; and 'tis a bv.r'i (.;>

\Vliich I am proud to bear.

[Exenn/ Diomedes am:( Calchas.

Enter Achilles and Patroci.us, before

their tent.

Ulyss. Achilles stands i' the entrance of liis

tent :

—

Please it our general to pass strangely by him.
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all,

I^ay negligent and loose regard upon him:
I will come last. 'Tis like he'll question me
Why such unplausive eyes are bent on him

;

If so, I have derision med'cinable,

To use between your strangeness and his pride.

Which his own will shall have desire to drink:
It may do good : pride hath no other glass

To show itself but pride ; for supple knees
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees.

Again. We'll execute your purpose, and
put on

A form of strangeness as we pass along;

—

So do each lord ; and either greet him not,

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake l";ir.i

more
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the v/ay.

Achil. What, comes the general to speak
with nie? [Tro}'.

You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainst

Again. What says Achil.^es? would he auglit

with us? [general?

Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the

Achil. No.
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Nest. Noiliing, my lord.

Agam. Tlie better.

\Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor.
Achil. (jootl ilay, good day.

Rlen. How do you? how do you? \^ExiC.

Achil, What, docs the cuckold scorn me?
Ajax. llow now, Palroclus?

Achil. Good-morrow, Ajax.

Ajax. Ma?
Achil. Good-morrow.
Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [Exit.

Achil. What mean these fellows? Know
they not Achilles? [to bend,

Pair. They pass by strangely : they were us'd

To send their smiles before them to Achilles;

Ti) come as humbly as they us'd to creep

To holy altars.

Achil. What, am I poor of late ?

'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with

fortune, [is,

Must fall out with men too. What the declin'd

lie shall as soon read in the eyes of others

As feel on his own fall : for men, like butternies,

Show not their mealy wings but to the summer ;

And not a man, for being simply man,
1 ialh any honour ; but honour for those honours
1 hat are without him, as place, riches, and

favour.

Prizes of accident as oft as merit

:

^Vhich when they fall, asbeingslipperystanders,
The love that lean'd on them as slippery too,

Do one pluck down another, and together

Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me

:

Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy
At ample point all that I did possess [out

Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find

Something not worth in me such rich beholding
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses

:

I '11 interrupt his reading.

—

How now, Ulysses

!

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis' son

!

Achil. What are you reading ?

Ulyss. A strange fellow here
Writes me. That man,—how dearly ever parted.

How much in having, or without or in,

—

Cannot make boast to have tr.at which he hath,

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ;

As when his virtues shining upon others

Heat them, and they retort that heat again
To the fust giver.

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses.
The beauty that is borne here in the face

The bearer knows not, but commends itself

To others' eyes: nor doth the eye itself,

—

That most pure spirit of sense,—behold itself,

Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd

:

Salutes each other v\ ilh each other's form

:

For speculation turns not to itself

Till it halli travell'd, and is mirror'd there

Where it may see itself. This is not strange
at ail.

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position,

—

It is familiar,—but at the author's drift

;

Who, in iiis circumstance, expressly proves
That no man is the lord of anyihing,

—

Though in and ofhim there be much consisting,

—

Till he connnunicate his parts to others ;

Nor doth he of himself know tliem for aught
Till he behold them form'd in the applause
Where they're extended; who, like an arch,

reverberates

The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel

Fronting the sun, receives and tenders back
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in

this;

.\x\A. apprehended here immediately
The unknown Ajax.

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ;

That has he knows not what. Nature, what
things there are

Most abject in regard and dear in use !

What things again most dear in the esteem
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow
An act that very chance doth throw upon hiin,

Ajax renown 'd. O heavens, what some men do,
While some men leave to do

!

How some men creep in skittish fortune's hall,

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes !

How one man eats into another's pride.

While pride is fasting in his wantonness

!

To see tliese Grecian lords !—why, even already

They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast,

And great Troy shrinking.

Achil. I do believe it ; for they pass'd by me
As misers do by beggars,—neither gave to nie

Good word nor look. What, are my deeds
forgot? [back,

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his

Wherein he puts alms for oblivion,

A great-siz'd monster of ingratitudes

:

Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are

devour'd

As fast as they are made, forgot as soon
.•\s done: perseverance, dear my lord.

Keeps honour bright : to have done is to hang
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail [way ;

In monumental mockeiy. Take the instant

For honour travels in a strait so narrow [path

;

Where one but goes abreast : keep, then, the
For emulation haih a thousand sons
That one by one pursue : if you give way,
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright,

Like to an enter'd tide they all rush by»
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Anil leave you hindmost ;

C)r, like a gallant horse lalTn in first rank,

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear,

O'er-run and tranipl'd on : then what they do
in present, [yours

;

Thougli less than yours in past, must o'ertop

ror time is like a fashionable host, [hand
;

Tliat sliglitly shakes liis parting guest by the

And wiih his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly,

Grasps in the comer: welcome ever smiles,

And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not

virtue seek

l^emuneration fur the thing it was ;

For beauty, wit,

Iligli birlh, vigour of bone, desert in service,

i^ove, friendship, charily, are suljjccts all

To envious and calumniating time. [kin,

—

One touch of nature makes the whole world
That ail, with one consent, praise new-born

gawds, [past ;

Though they are made and moulded of things

And give to dust that is a little gilt [eye

Mure laud than gilt o'er-dusted. The present

i'raises the present object:

Then marvel not, thou great and complete m.m..

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax

;

Since things in motion sooner catch the c\'e

Tihaa what not stirs. The cry went once on
tliee,

And still it nnglit ; and yet it may again,

If thou w(juldst n(it entomb thyself alive,

.'v. id case thy reputation in thy tent ;

Whose glorious deeds but in these fields of late

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods them-
selves.

And drave great Mars to faction.

AcliH. Of this my privacy

I have strong reasons.

Ulyss. But 'gainst your privacy

The reasons are more potent and heroical

:

"Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love

'Vith one of I'riam's daughters.

Achil. I la ! known !

Ulyss. Is that a wonder ?

The providence that's in a watchful state

Knows almost every grain of Pluto's gold
;

I'inds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps

;

Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the

gods,

D )es thoughts unveil in tlieir dumb cradles.

There is a mystery—with whom relation

Durst never meddle—in the soul of state;
Vv'iiich hath an operation more divine
Tlian breath or pen can give expressure to

:

-111 the commerce that you have had with Troy
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord

;

And better v.-ould it fit Achilles much

To throw down Hector than I'olyxena:
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home.
When fame shall in our island sound her Irumj);
And all the Greekish girls shall Inpjjing sing.
Great Hcctoi's sister did Achilles win ;

But our brave A/ax bravely beat do:i'ii hint.

Farewell, my lord: I a; jour I jvr speak;
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should

break.
f

'''xit.

Pa!r. To this effect, Achilles, have I moved
you :

A woman impudent and mannish grown
Is not more loalh'd than an i. .";: linate man
In time of action. I stand condemn'd for this;

They think my little stomach to t'-c war.
And your great love to me, rc-.trains you thus:
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the >veak wanton

Cupid
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold,

And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane,
Be shook to air.

Achil. Shall .A.jax f.^ht with Hector?
Patr. A)', and perhaps receive much honour

by him.

.Achil. I see my reputation is at stake;
My fame is shrewdly gor'd.

Patr. O, then, beware;
Those wounds heal ill that men do give them-

selves
;

Omission to do what is necessary
Seals a commission to a blank of danger;
.*\nd danger, like an ague, subtly tainl:s

Even then when we sit idly in the sun.

Achil. Go call Thersites hither, sweet
Patroclus:

I'll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him
To invite the Trojan lords, after the combat.
To see us here unarm'd : I have a woman's

longing,

An appetite that I am sick withal.

To see great Hector in his \\ee<ls of peace;
To talk with him, and to behold his visage,

Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd!

Enter Thers:tes.

Ther. A wonder

!

Achil. What?
Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field

asking fir himself.

Achil. How so?

Ther. lie must fight singly to-morrow with
Hector ; and is so prophetically proud of an her-
oical cudgelling that he raves in saying nothing.

Achil. How can that be?
Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a

peacock,—a stride and a stand: ruminates like

an hostess that hath no arithmetic but her brain
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tc scl dov.T) lier reckoning: biles his lip wi;h a
piiiliic rcgaid, as who siiould say, There were
wit ill this head, an 'iwould out ; and so there

is; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint,

which will not show without knoclcing. The
man 's undone for ever ; for if Hector break not
his neck i' die combat, he '11 break it himself in

vain-glory. He knows not me : I said Good-
viorrow, Ajax ; and he replies, 77iaii/,s,

Agamemnon. What think you of this man,
that takes me for the general ? I le is grown a

very land fish, languai^eless, a monster. A
pl:igue of opinion ! a man may wear it on both
sides, like a leatlier jerkin.

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him,
Tiiersiles.

Ther. Who, I? why, he'll answer nobody;
he professes not answering : speaking is for

beggars ; he wears his t(jngue in 's arms. I

will put on his presence : let Patroclus make
demands to me, you shall see the pageant of

Ajax.

Achil. To Ivim, Patroclus : tell him,—

I

humbly desire the valiant Ajax to invite the

most valorous Hector to come unarmed to my
tent ; and to procure safe conduct for his person
of the magnanimous and most illustrious six-or-

seven-times-honoured captain-general of the

Grecian army, Agamemnon. Do this.

Patr. Jove bless great Ajax !

Ther. Hum !

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles,

—

Ther. Ha!
Patr, Who most humbly desires you to invite

Hector to hi3 tent,

—

Ther. Hum

!

Pair. And to procure safe conduct from
Agamemnon.

Ther. Agamemnon!
Patr. Ay, my lord.

Ther, Ha

!

Patr. What say you to 't ?

Ther. God be wi' you, with all my heart.

Patr. Your answer, sir.

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven

o'clock it will go one way oi other: howsoever.
he shall pay for me ere he has me.

Patr. Your answer, sir.

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart.

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he?
Ther. No, but he 's out o' tune thus. What

music will be in him when Hector has knocked
out his brains I know not : but, I am sure,

none ; unless the fiddler Apollo get his sinews
to make catlings on.

Achil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him
Slrait'ht.

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse; for

that 's the more capable creature.

Acliil. My mind is troubl'd, like a fountain
siirr'd ;

And I myself see not the bottom of it.

\^Exettnt AcJiiL. and PatrccI-US.
Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were

clear again, that I migiit water an ass at it ! I

iiad rather be a lick in a sheep than such a
valiant ignorance. \Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—Troy. A Street.

Enter, at one side, /Enkas. and Servant with
a torch ; at the other, Paris, Deii'HOHits,
Antknor, DioMEDKS, and others, with
torclies.

Par. See, ho ! who 's that there ?

Dei. 'Tis the Lord ^neas.
Aine. Is the prince there in person?

—

Had I so good occasion to lie long [business

As you. Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly
Should rob my bed-mate of my company.

Dio. That's my mind loo.—Good-morrow,
Lord /-Eneas. [hand,

—

Par. A valiant Greek, ^neas,—take his

Witness the process of your speech, wherein

^'ou told how Diomed, a whole week by days,

Did haunt you in the field.

ALne. Health to you, valiant sir,

During all question of the genlle truce ;

Hut when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance

As heart can think or courage execute.

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces.

Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long,

health

;

But when contention and occasion meet.

By Jove, I '11 play the hunter for thy life

With all my force, pursuit, and policy.

yEne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will

fly [ness,

With his face backward.—In humane gentle-

Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchises' life.

Welcome indeed ! By Venus' hand I swear

No man alive can love, in such a sort.

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.

Dio. We sympathise.—^Jove, let /Eneas live.

If to my sword his fate be not the glory,

A thousand complete courses of the sun !

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die,

With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow I

A^.ne. We know each other w ell.

Dio. We do ; and long to know each other

worse.
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Far. This is the most despiteful gentle greet-

ing.

The noblest hateful love, that e'er I heard of.

—

What business, lord, so early?

yEne. I was sent for to the king ; but why,
I know not. [this Greek

Par. His purpose meets you: 'twas to bring

To Calchas' house ; and there to render him,
For the enfrecd Anlcnor, the fair Cressid

:

Let 's have your company ; or, if you please,

Haste there before us: I constantly do think,

—

Or, rather, call my thought a certain know-
ledge,

—

]\Iy brother Troilus lodges there to-night

:

Rouse him, and give him note of our approach,
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear

We shall be much unwelcome.
y£«i5. That I assure you :

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece
Than Cressid borne from Troy.

Par. There is no help

;

The bitter disposition of the time
Will have it so. On, lord ; we '11 follow you.

yEiie. Good-morrow, all.

[j5'x//, zuilh Servant.

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed,—faith,

tell me true.

Even In the soul of sound good-fellowship,

—

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best.

Myself or Menelaus?
Dio. Both alike

:

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her,

—

Not making any scruple of her soilure,

—

With such a hell of pain and world of charge;
And you as well to keep her, that defend her,

—

Not palating the taste of her dishonour,

—

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends

:

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up
The lees and dregs of .t. flat t.imed p::cj ;

You, like a lecher, out of ^7hori;h loins

Are pleas'd to bi'eed out yoi:r i.ihcritors

:

Both merits pois'd, each \.eighs nor less nor
more

;

But he as he, each he::vi_r f^r a whore.
Par. You are too Litter to your country-

woman,
Dio. She's bitter to I.: r country. Hear nic,

Paris:

—

For every I'alse drop in her bawdy veins

A Grecian's life 1-th sunk; for zwcry scruple
Of her contaminated carrion weight [speak,
A Trojr.-.i !-.r,th been slain j since she could
She hath not given so many good words breath
As for he: Greeks and Trojans suffer'd death.

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do.

Dispraise the thing that yoii desire to buy:
But we in r-ilc-cj ho!i this virtue well,

—

We '11 not commend what we intend to sell.

Here lies our way. [Exeunl.

Scene H. -Troy. Cw/r,?' ^^/Tandakus'
House.

Enter Troilus and Cressida.

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself: the morn
is cold. [uncle down

;

Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I '11 call mine
He shall unbolt the gates.

Tro. Trouble him not

;

To bed, to bed : sleep kill those pretty c) cs.

And give as soft attachment to thy senses
As infants empty of all thought

!

Cres. Good-morrow, then.
Tro. I pr'ythee now, to bed.

Cres. Are you aweary of me?
Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day,

Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows.
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,
I would not from thee.

Cres. Night hath been too brief.

Tro. Beshrew the witch! with venomous
wights she stays

As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of \o\q
With wings more momentaiy-swift llian thought.
You will catch cold, and curse me.

Cres. Pr'ythee, tarry ;

—

You men will never tarry.

—

foolish Cressid !—-I might I.ave slili held off.

And then you would have tarried. Hark

!

there's one up. [here?
Pan. \^lVilhin.'\ What, 's all the doors open
Tro. It is ) our uncle. fmocking:
Cres. A pestilence on him ! now will he be

1 shall have such a life !

—

Enter Pandarus.

Pan. How now, how now? how go maiden-
heads?

—Here, you maid ! where 's my cousin Cressid?
Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking

vjigIg !

You bring me to do, and then you flout me too.

Pan. To do what? to do what?—let her say
what: what ha e I brought you to do?

Cres. Come, come, beshrew your heart

!

you '11 ne'er be good,
Nor suffer others.

Pan. Ha, ha ! Alas, poor wretch S ah, poor
capocchia! hast not slept to-night? would he
not, a naughty man, let it sleep? a bugbear
take him

!

Cres. Did not I tell you?—v/ould he were
knock'd i' the head !— \_Knocking.

Who 's that at door? good uncle, go and see.-^
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My lord, come you again into my chamber:
Vou smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily.

Tro. Ila! ha!
Cres. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no

such thing.

—

[Knocking.
How earnestly they knock !—Pray you, come in

:

I would not for half Troy have you seen here.

[Exeunt Troilus a«(/CRESsiDA.
Pan. [ Going- to the door. ] Who 's there ?

what's the matter? will you beat down the
door? How now? what's the matter?

Enter ^NEAS.

yEtte. Good-morrow, lord, good-morrow.
Pan. Who's there? my lord /Eneas? By

my troth, I knew you not : what news with
you so early?

Aiue. Is not Prince Troilus here?
Pan. Here! what sliould he do here?
A:ine. Come, he is here, my lord ; do not

deny him:
It doth import him much to speak with me.

Pan. Is he here, say you? 'tis more than I

know, 1 11 be sworn.—For my own part, I

came in late. What should he do here?
yEne. Who!— nay, then:— come, come,

you '11 do him wrong ere you are ware : you '11

be so true to him to be false to him ; do not
you know of him, but yet go fetch him hither;
go-

As Pandarus is going out, re-enter Troilus.

Tro. How now ! what 's the matter?
^ne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to

salute you,
My matter is so rash. There is at hand
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus,
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor
De'.iver'd to us; and for him forthwith.
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour,
We must give up to Diomedes' hand
The Lady Cressida.

Tro. Is it so concluded ?

Mne. By Priam, and the general state of
Troy:

They are at hand, and ready to effect it.

Tro. How my achievements mock me !

I will go meet them :—and, my lord ylineas,
We met by chance

; you did not find me here.
./Ene. Good, good, my lord; the secrets of

nature

Have not more gift in taciturnity.

[Exeunt Troilus and /Z'iis.x'i.

Pan. Is 't possible? no sooner got but lost?
The devil take Antenor ! the young prince will
go mad: a plague upon Antenor! I would
they had broke 's neck I

Re-enter Cressida.

Cres. How now I what is the matter? who
was here ?

Pan. Ah, ah

!

Cres. Why sigh you so profoundly? where 's

my lord? gone! tell me, sweet uncle, what's
the matter?

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth
as I am above !

Cres. O the gods! what's the matter?
Pan. Pr'ylhee, get thee in. Would thou

hadst ne'er been bom? I knew thou wouldsl
be his death !—O, poor gentleman !—A plague
upon Antenor!

Cres. Good uncle, I beseech you, on n;y
knees I beseech you, what's the matter?

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must
he gone; thou art changed for Antenor: thou
must to thy father, and be gone from Troilus

:

'twill be his death; 'twill be his bane; he
cannot bear it.

Cres. O you immortal gods !— I will not go.
Pan. Thou must.
Cres. I will not, uncle : I have forgot my

father;

I know no touch ot consanguinity

;

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near n;e
As the sweet Troilus.—O you gods divine !

Make Cressid's name the very crown of falbc-

hood [deaih
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and
Do to this body what extremes you can;
But the strong base and building of my love
Is as the very r ,tre of the earth.
Drawing all things to it.— I '11 go in and weep,

—

Pan. Do, do.

Cres. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my
praised cheeks

; [heart
Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my
With sounding Troilus. I will not go frorii

Troy. [Exeunt.

Scene HI.—Troy. 5/r^^/^^/7r^ Pandarus'
House.

Enter Paris, Troilus, /Eneas, Deiphobus,
Ante.nor, and Diomedes.

Par. It is great morning; and the hour
prefix'd

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek
Comes fast upon:—good my brother Troilus,
Tell you the lady what she is to do.
And haste her to the purpose.

Tro. Walk in to her house;
I'll bring her to (he Grecian presently:
And to his hand when I deliver her, /
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Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus

A priest, there offering to it his own heart.

\_Exit.

Par. I know what 'tis to love

;

And would, as I shall pity, I could help I

—

Please you walk in, my lords. \^Exennt.

Scene IV.

—

Troy. A Room in Pand.a.kus'
House.

Enter Pandarus aw/ Cress I da.

Pan. Be rr.oderate, be moderate.
Ores. Why tell you me of moderation?

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste,

And violenteih in a sense as strong [it?

.A.S that which causeth it : how can I moderate
If I could temporize with my affection,

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate,

T!ie like allayment could I give my grief

:

My love admits no qualifying dross;
No more my grief, in such a precious loss.

Pan. Here, here, here he comes.

Enter Troilus.

Ah, sweet ducks

!

Cres. O Troilus ! Troilus ! \Embracing him.
Pan. What a pal. o.'' spectacles is here ! Let

me embrace too. hearty as the goodly saying
is,

—

O heart, heavy 'heart.

Why sigh'st thou without breaking f

where he answers again.

Because thou canst not ease thy smart
Uy silence nor by speaking.

There was never a truer rhyme. Let lj ca^t

away nothing, for we may live to have nee ". of

such a verse : we see it, we see it.— Ho o'-',

lambs

!

[purity

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain'd i

That the bless'd gods,—as angry with my fancy.

More bright in zeal than the devotion which
Cold lips blow to their deities,—take thee from

me.
Cres. Have the gods envy?
Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; 'tis too plain a case.

Cres. And is it true that I must go from Troy ?

Trc. A hateful truth.

C^-cs. Wh?,t, and from Troilus too?
0. From Troy and Troilus.

C'cs. Is it possible?
Tro. And suddenly; where injury of chance

Puts back leave-taking, juslles roughly by
Ail time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips

Ol all rejoindure, forcibly prevents
< )i!r lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows
Lven in the Ijirth of our own lab'ring breath:
We two, that with so many thousand sighs

Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves

With the rude brevity and discharge of one.

Injurious time now, with a robber's haste,

Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how:
As many farewells as be stars in heaven,
With distinct breath and consign'd kisses to

them.
He fimibles up into a loose adieu ;

And scants us with a single famish'd kiss.

Distasted with the salt of broken tears.

Ai.ne. \\Vithin.'\ My lord, is the lady ready?
Tro. Hark ! you are call'd. Some say the

Genius so

Cries, Come! to him that instantly must die.

—

Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon.
Pan. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this

wind, or my heart will be blown up by the

root ? \Exit.

Cres. I must, then, to the Grecians?
Tro. No remedy.
Cres. A woeful Cressid 'mongst the merry

Greeks

!

Wlien shall we see again ?

Tro. Hear me, my love. Be thou but true

of heart,

—

[is this ?

Cres, I true ! how now ! what wicked deem
Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly,

For it is parting from us:

I speak not be thou true, as fearing thee ;

For I will throw my glove to death himself

That there 's no maculation in thy heart

:

Dut be thou true, say I, to fashion in

My sequent protestation ; be thou true.

And I will see thee. [dangers

Cres. O, you shall be e.xpos'd, my lord, to

As infinite as imminent ! but I '11 be true.

Tro. A"d I '11 grow friend with danger.

Wear this sleeve. [see you ?

Cres. And you this glove. When shall I

T-o. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels.

To give thee nightly visitation.

But )'et be true.

Cres. O heavens !—be true, again !

Tro. Hear wl ^ I peak it, love:

The Grecian youths are full of quality

;

They 're loving, well compos'd, with gifts of

nature flowing.

And swelling o'er with arts and exercise

:

How novelty may move, and parts with person,

Alas, a kind of godly jealousy,

—

Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,

—

Makes me afeard.

Cres. O heavens ! you love me not.

Tro. Die I a villain, then .'

In this I do not call your faith in question

So mainly as my merit ; I cannot sing,

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk,
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Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all,

To which tlie Grecians are most prompt and
pregnant

:

But I can tell, that in each grace of these

There lurks a still and diunb-discoursive devil

That temptsmost cunningly: butbe not tempted.

Cres. Do you think I will 1

Tro. No.
But something may be done that we will not

:

And sometimes we are devils to ourselves,

When we will tempt the frailty of our power's,

Presuming on their changeful potency.

ALite. \_Within.\ Nay, good my lord,

—

Tro. Come, kiss ; and let us part.

Par. \lViihin.'\ Brother Troilus!

Tro. Good brother, come you hither;

And bring ^neas and the Grecian with you.

Cres. \l)' lord, w-ill you be true?

Tro. Who, 1 1* alas, it is my vice, my fault:

While others fish with craft for great opinion,

I with great truth catch mere simplicity;

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper
crowns,

With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare.

Fear not my truth : the moral of my wit

Is—plain and true ; there 's all tlie reach of it.

Enter ^Eneas, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobus,
and DiOMEDES.

Welcome, Sir Diomed ! here is the lady

Which for Antenor we deliver you:
At the port, lord, I '11 give her to thy hand

;

And by the way possess thee what she is.

Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek,
If e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword,
Name Cressid, ar,d thy lile shall be as safe

As Priam is in llion.

Dio. Fair Lady Cressid,

So please you, save the thanks this prince

expects:

The histre in your eye, heaven in your cheek,
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed
You shall be mistress, andcommand him wholly.

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use mecourteously.
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee

In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece,
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises

As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant.

I charge thee use her well, even for my charge

;

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not.

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard,

I '1! cut thy throat.

Dio. O, be not mov'd, Prince Troilus

:

Let me be privileg'd by my place and message
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence
I'll ansn-er to my I'.ist: and know you, lord,

1 il noliiing do on charge : to her own worth

Slie shall be priz'd ; but that you say, be 't so,

I '11 speak il in my spirit and honour, no.
Tro. Come, to the port.—I '11 tell thee,

Diomed, [head.

—

This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk.
To our own selves bend we our needful talk.

[Exeunt Tro., Cres., aiid Dio.medes.
[Trumpet within.

Par. Hark ! Hector's trumpet.
yEne. How have we spent this morning?

The prince must think me tardy and remiss,

That swore to ride before him to the ficM.

Par. 'Tis Troilus' fault. Come, come, to

field with him.
Dio. Let us make ready straight.

yEne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity

Let us address to tend on Hector's heels:

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie

On his fair worth and single chivalry.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

The Grecian Camp. Lists set out.

Enter AjAX, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles,
Patroclus, Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestok,
and others.

Again. Here art thou in appointment fresh

and fair,

Anticipating time. With starting courage
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy,
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air

May pierce the head of the great combatant,
And hale him hither.

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there's my purse.

Now crack thy lungs and split thy brazen pipe:

Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias check
Out-swell the colic of puff'd Aquilon;
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout

blood ;

Thou blow'st for Plector. [ Trumpet sounds.

Ulyss. No trumpet answers.

Achil. 'Tis but early day.

Agani. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas'

daughter ?

Ulyss. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait

;

He rises on the toe: that spirit of his

In aspiration lifts him from the earth.

Enter Diomedes, with Cressida.

A^am. Is this the lady Cressid ?

Dio. Even she ?

Agam, Most dearly welcome to the Greeks,.

sweet lady.

Nest. Our general doth salute you w'ith a kiss.«

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness bat pirlicular:

'Twere better she were kiss'd in gener.^
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iVgyt And very courtly counsel : I '11 begin.—
So much for Nestor. [fair lady.

Achil. I '11 take that winter from your lips,

Achilles bids )"ou welcome.

Men. I had good argument for kissing once.

Pair. But that 's no argument for kissing

now;
Fiu ihus pcpp'd Paris in his hardiment,

And parted thus you and your argument.

UI/ss. O deadly gall, and theme of all our

scorns

!

For which we lose our heads to gild his horns.

Pair. The first was Menelaus' kiss ;—this,

mine;
Patroclus kisses you.

Men. O, this is trim !

Patr. Paris and I kiss evermore for him.

Men. I'll have my kiss, sir.—Lady, by your

leave.

Cres. In kissing, do you render or receive?

Patr. Both take and give.

Cres. I '11 make my match to live,

Tlie kiss you take is better than you give ;

Therefore no kiss.

Men. I '11 give you boot, I '11 give you three

for one. [none.

Cres. You 're an odd man ;
give even or give

Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd.

Cres. No, Paris is not; for, you know, 'tis

true,

That you are odd, and he is even with you.

Afen. You fillip me o' the head.

Cres. No, I '11 be sworn.

Ulyss. It were no match, your nail against

his horn.

—

May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ?

C7-es. You may.
Ulyss. I do desire it.

Cres. ^Yhy, beg then, do.

Ulyss. \Aniy then, for Venus' sake, give me
a kiss

When Helen is a maid again, and his.

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis

due. [you.

Ulyss. Never 's my day, and then a kiss of

Dio. Lady, a v/ord.—I'll bring you to your

father.

[DlOMEDHS leads out Cressida.
Nest. A woman of quick sense.

Ulyss. Fie, fie upon her

!

There 's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip,

Nay, her foot speaks : her wanton spirits look

out
At every joint and motive of her body.
O, these encounlerers, so glib of tongue.
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes.
And wide unclasp the tables of their t'noughts

To every ticklish reader ! set them down
For sluttish spoils of opporiunity.

And (laughters of the game. {I'riuupet within.

All. The Trojans' trumpet.

.A^ain. Yonder comes the troop.

Enter Hector, armed; ^NEAS, Tkoilus, and
other Trojans, with Attendants.

.TLne. Hail, all you state of Greece ! what
shall be done [purpose

To him that victory commands ? Or do you
A victor shall be known? will you ihe knighis

Shall to the edge of ail extremity

Pursue each other: or shall be divided

By any voice or order of the field?

Hector bade ask.

.Agam. Which way would Hector have it ?

^4Liie. He cares not ; he '11 obey conditions.

Achil. 'Tis done like Hector; but securely

done,

A little proudly, and great deal misprizing

The knight oppos'd.

/Ene. If not Achilles, sir,

What is your name?
Achil. If not Achilles, nothing.

Aine. Therefore Achilles. But, whale'er,

know this :—
In the extremity of great and little

Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector;

The one almost as infinite as all,

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well,

And that which looks like pride is courtesy.

This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood:

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home

;

Half heart, hair hand, half Hector comes to

seek [Greek.

This blended knight, half Trojan and half

Achil. A maiden battle then?—O, I perceive

you.

Re-enter Diomedes.

Agam. Here is Sir Diomed.—Go, gentle

knight.

Stand by our Ajax ; as you and Lord .(Eneas

Consent upon the order of their fight

So be it; either to the uttermost.

Or else a breath : the combatants being kin

Half stints their strife before their strokes begin.

[Ajax and Hector enter the lists.

Ulyss. They are oppos'd already.

Agam. What Trojan is that same that looks

sohea\7?
_

[knight;

Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true

Not yet mature, yet matchless : firm of word ;

Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ;

Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon

calm'd

:
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His heart and hand both open and both free;

For what he has he gives, what thinks he shows

:

Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty,

Nor dignifies ai impure thought with breath :

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous

;

For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes

To tender objects; but he, in heat of action,

Is more vindicative tlian jealous love:

They call him Troilus ; and on him erect

A second hope, as fairly built as Hector.

Thus says /Rneas ; one that knows the youth

Even to his inches, and, with private soul,

Did in great 1 1 ion thus translate him to me.
[Alainiu. 1 1 IXTOK atiJ A]A\/ight.

A_^am. They are in action.

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own

!

Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st

;

Awake thee !

Agam. His blows are well dispos'd:—there,

Ajax

!

Dio. You must no more. [ Trumpets cease.

ALne. Princes, enough, so please you.

Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again.

Dio. As Hector pleases.

Hect. ^Yhy, then will I no more :

—

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son,

A cousin-german to great Priam's seed

;

The obligation of our blood forbids

A gory emulation 'iwixt us twain ;

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan ?o.

That thou could'st say This hand is Grecian all.

And this is Trojan : the sinews 0/ this leg

All Greek, and this all Troy; niy^ mother's blood

Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister

Baunds-in myfather's ; by Jove multipotent,

Thou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish
member

WHierein my sword had not impressure made
Of our rank feud: but the just gods gainsay
That any drop thou borrow'dst from thy mother,
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword
Be drain'd I Let me embrace thee, Ajax:
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms;
Hector would have them fall upon him thus:

Cousin, all honour to thee !

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector:
Thou art too gentle and too free a man

:

I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence
A great addition earned in I'.iy death.

Hect, Not Neoptolemus so mirable,

—

On whose bright crest Fame with her loud'st

Oyes
Cries, This is he,—could promise to himself
A thought of added honour torn from Hector.

yEne. There is expectance here from both
the sides

What further you will do.

fleet. We '11 answer it

;

The issue is embraccment :—Ajax, farewell.

Aja.x. If I inight in entreaties find success,—
As sekl' I have the chance,— I would desire

My famous cousin to our Grecian tents.

Dio. 'Tis Agamemnon's wish ; and great

Achilles

Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector.
Hect. /Eneas, call my brother Troilus to me

:

And signify this loving inter^-iew

To the expecters of our Trojan part ; [cousin ;

Desire them home.—Give me thy hand, my
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights.

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us

here. [by name

;

Hect. The worthiest of them tell me name
Rut for Achilles, mine own searching eyes

Shall find him by his large and portly size.

Again. Wortl-.y of arms ! as welcome as to one
That would be rid of such an enemy;
But that 's no welcome: understand more clear.

What 's past and what 's to come is strew'd

with husks
And formless ruin of oblivion

;

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing,

Bids thee, with most divine integrity.

From heart ofvery heart, great T lector, welcome.
Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamem-

non, [to you.

Agam. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no less

\To Troii.us.

]\Ien. Let me confirm my princely brother's

greeting;—
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.

Hect. Who must we answer?
ALne. The noble Menclaus.
Hect. O you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet,

thanks

!

Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath

;

Your quor.daJH wife swears still by \'enus' glove

:

She 's well, but bade me not commend her to

you. [theme.

Men, Name her not nov>f, sir; she 's a deadly

Hect, O, pardon; I offend. [eft.

Nest, I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee

Labouring for destiny, la^ke cruel way
Through ranks of Greekish youth ; and I have

seen thee,

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed.

Despising many forfeits and subduements.
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i' the

air,

Not letting it decline on the declin'd.

That I have said to some my standers-by,

I.o, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life!

And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath,
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Wlicn that a ring ofGreeks have hemm'd thee in.

Like an Olympian wrestling: this have I seen;

But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel,

I never saw till now. I knev/ thy grandsire.

And once fought with him : he v/as a soldier good

;

But, by great Mars, the captain of us all,

Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee ;

And, worthy warrior, welcome Lo our tents.

^Ene. 'Tis the old Nestor.

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle.

That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with

time :

—

Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee.

Nest. I would my arms could match thee in

contention.

As they contend with thee in courtesy.

Hcct. I would they could.

Nest. 1 fa ! [morrow :

—

By this while beard, I'd fight with thee to-

Well, welcome, welcome! I have seen the time.

Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands,

When we liave here her base and pillar by us.

Hect. I know your favour, Lord Ulysses, well.

Ah, sir, there 's many a Greek and Trojan dead,
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. [ensue

:

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would
'My prophecy is but half his journey yet;

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town,
Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the

clouds,

Must kiss their own feet.

Hect. I must not believe you :

There they stand yet ; and modestly I think
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost

A drop of Grecian blood: the end crowns all

;

And that old common arbitrator, time.

Will one day end it.

Ulyss. So to him we leave it.

Most gentle and most valiant Hector, welcome :

After the general, I beseech you next
To feast with nie, and see me at my tent.

Achil. I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses,

thou I
—

Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee

;

I have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector,
And quoted joint by joint.

Hect. Is this Achilles?

Achil. I am Achilles. [thee.

Hect, Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on
Achil. Behold thy fill.

Hect. Nay, I have done alre.ady.

Achil. Thou art too brief: I will the second
time,

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb.
^ Hect. O, like a book of sp^^rt thou 'It read

me o'er;

Rut there 's more in me than thou understand'st.

Why dost thou so oppress ine with thine eye?
Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part

of his body [there,

Shall I destroy him? whither there, or there, or

That I may give the k)cal wound a name,
And make <listinct the very breach whereoiit

Hector's great spirit tlew : answer me, heavens!
Hect. It would discredit the bless'd gods,

proud man.
To answer such a question: stand again :

Think'st ihou to catch my life so pleaianlly,

As to prenominate in nice conjecture

Whore thou wilt hit me dead?
AJiil. I tell thee, yea.

Hect. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so,

I 'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee

well

;

For I '11 not kill thee there, nor there, nor there

;

Rut, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm,

I '11 kill thee everywhere, yea, o'er and o'er.

—

\'ou wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag.

His insolence draws folly from my lips;

Rut I '11 endeavour deeds to match these words.

Or may I never,

—

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin :

—

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone,

Till accident or purpose bring you to 't

:

Vou may have every day enough of Hector,

If you have stomach ; the general state, I fear,

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him.

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field :

We have had pelting wars since you refus'd

The Grecians' cause.

Achil. Dost thou entreat me. Hector?
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death

;

To-night all friends.

Hect. Thy hand upon that match.

Aga/n. First, all you peers of Greece, go lo

my tent

;

There in the full convive we: afterwards,

As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall

ConGur together, severally entreat him.

—

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow,

That this great soldier may his welcome know.
\Exenut all but Tro. and Ulysses.

Tro. My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech

you.

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep?

U/yss. At Menelaus' tent, most princely

Troilus:

There Diomed doth feast with him to-night

;

Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth,

Rut gives all gaze and bent of amorous view

On the fair Cressid.

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you

so much,
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Alter wo pnrt from Agamemnon's lent,

To briny hk- thither?

Ulyss. Vou sliall command me, sir.

As gentle tell me, of what honour was

This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there

That wails hot absence?

Tro. O, sir, to such as boastinjj show their

sea IS

A mock is <\\\q. Will you walk on, my lord?

She was belov'd, she lov'd ; she is, and dolh:

But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth.

\_Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—The Grecian Camp.
Achilles' Tent.

Before

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil. I '11 heat his blood with Greekish wine

to-night,

\\hich with niy scimitar I 'il cool to-morrow.

—

r.'.iroclus, let us feast bim -o the height.

Fatr. xlere comes Thcrsites.

Enter Thersites.

Achil. How now, thou core of en-/)'!

Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news?

Ther. \Vhy, thou picture of what thou

stxmest, and "idol of idiot worshippers, here's

a icUer for thee.

Achil. From whence, fragment?

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.

Patr. Who keeps the tent now? [wonnd.

Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's

Patr. Well said Adversity! and what need

these tricks?

Ther. Pr'ythee, be silent, boy; I profit not

hv thy talk; thou art thought to be Achilles'

male varlet.

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue ! what's that?

'Flier. \\Tiy, his masculine whore. Now, the

rotten diseases of the south, the guts griping,

ruptures, catarrhs, loads o' gravel i' the back,

lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten

livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of ini-

posthume, sciaticas, limekilns i' the pahii,

incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled fec-

siaiple of the tetter, take and take again such

p; eposterous discoveries

!

Patr. Wliy, thou damnable box of envy,

thou, what meanest thou to curse thus?

Ther. Do I curse thee ?

Patr. Why, no, you niinous butt ;
you whore-

son indistinguishable cur, no.

Ther. Ko! why art thou, then, exasperate,

thou idle immaterial skein of sleave-silk, ihoul
green sarcenet llap for a sore eye, i1k>u tassell

of a prodigal's purse, thou? Ah, how the pix>rl

world is pestered with such water-llies,—

I

diminutives of nature

!

Patr. (.)ut, gall

!

I'hcr. Finch egg

!

[quite

Achil. My sweet Patroclus, I am Ihwarlcc

From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle.

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba ;

A token from her daughter, my fair love

;

Lloih taxing me aiul gaging me to kecji

An oath that I have sworn. I will not break its

Fall, Greeks ; fail, fame ; honour ; or go or stay;

.My major vow lies 1 ere, this I '11 obcy.^

—

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent;

This night in banqueting must all be spent.

Away, Patroclus

!

[Exeunt Achil. and Patr.|
Ther. With too much blood and too little

brain these two may am mad ; but, if with u
much brain and too little blood th-.-y do, I '11 bel

a curer of madmen. Here 's Agamemnon,—aiif

honest fellow enough, and one that loves quails;!

but he has not so much brain as ear-wax: and!
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his

brother, the bull,— ihe primitive statue, andl
oblique memorial of ciickolds ; a thrifty shoeing-1

horn in chain, hanging at his brother's iog,-

to what form, but that he is, should wit lardcdl

with malice, and malice forced with wit, turni

him to? To an ass, were nothing; he is bothi

ass and ox : to an oxj were nothing ; he is bothl

ox and ass. To Se a dog, a muie, a cat, al

fitchew, a toad, a liza d, an owl, a putiock, orj

a herring without a roe, I would not care; laitj

to be Menelaus,—I w-ould conspire against!

destin^ vsk me not what I would be, if 11

were not Thersites; for I care not to be the!

louse of a lazar, so I were not Menelaus.—
|

Hoy-day ! spirits and fires

!

Efiter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamem-
non, Ulysses, Nestor, Menelaus, atid

DiOMEDES, ivith lights.

Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong.
Ajax. No, yonder 'tis;

There, where we see the lights.

Hcct. I trouble you.

Ajax. No, not a whit.

Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide yoU.

Re-enter ACHILLES,

Achil Welcome, brave Hector; welcome,'

princes all. [good niglit.

Agam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I Lid

Ajax commands tlie guard to tend on y^u.
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Hed. Thanks, and good night to the Greeks'

general.

Men. Good-night, my lord.

Hect, Good-night, sweet Lord .\Tenelaus.

Thcr. Sweet draught : sweet, quoth 'a! sweet

sink, sweet sewer.

Acltil. Good-night [or tarry.

And welcome, both at once, to those that go

Aidant. Good -night.

\Exeiini Agam. and Men.
Aihil. 0!J Nestor tarries ; and you too,

Diomcd,
Keep Hector company an hour or two.

Dio. I cannot, lord ; I have important

business, [Hector.

The tide wliereof is now.—Good-night, great

HlxI. Give me your hand. [tent

;

Ulyss. Follow his torch ; he goes to Calchas'

I '11 keep you company. \_Aside to Troilus.

Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me.

Hect. And so good-night.

\Exit DiO. ; \]i:^?,S. and T'RO. folloviing.

AihiL Come, come, enter my tent.

{Exeunt A.CHII.., Hect., Ajax, aWNest.
Ther. That same Diomed 's a false-hearted

roc^ne, a most unjust knave; I will no more

trust him when he leers than I will a serpent

when he hisses: he will spend his mouth and

promise, like Brabbler the hound ; l^ut when he

performs astronomers foretell it ; it is prodigious,

there v.ill come some change; the sun borrows

of the moon when Diomed Icei^ps his word. I

will rather leave to see Hector than not to dog
him : they say he keeps a Trojrin drab, and uses

the traitor Calchas' tent: I'll after.—Nothing

but lechery! all incontinent varlets! [Exit.

Scene II.

—

The Grecian Camp. Before
Calchas' Tent.

Enter Diomedes.

Dio. V^liat, are you up here, ho? speak,

Cal. [IFitkm.] Who calls?

Di'o. Diomed.—Calchas, I think.—WTiere's

your daughter?
Cal. [I Fit/mi.] She comes to you.

Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a distance

;

after them Thersites.

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not

discover us.

Enter Cressida.

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him.

Jjio. How now, my charge !

Cres. Now, mv sweet guardian!—Hark, a

word With you. \_VViiis^ers.

Cres.

Dio.

C>

Tro. Yea, so familiar!

U!yss. She will sing any man at first sight.

Ther. And any man may smg her, if he can

take her cliff; she's noted.

Dio. Will you remember?
Cres. Remenil<er? yes.

Dio. Nay, but do, then ;

And let your mind be coupled with your words.

Tro. What should she remember?
Ulyss. List! [to folly.

Cres. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no mora
Ther. Roguery I

Dio. Nay, then,

—

I '11 tell you what,

—

Pho, pho ! come, tell a pin : you are

forsworn. [have me do?
In faith, I cannot: what would )-t'U

Thcr. A juggling trick, to 1,'e secretly open.

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow

on me?
Cres. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ;

Bid me do anything but that, sweet Greek.

Dio. Good-night.
Tro. Hold, patience!

Ulyss. How now, Trojan !

Cres. Diomed,

—

Dio. No, no, good-night: I'll be your foul

no more.

Tro. Thy better must.

Cres. Hark ! one word in your ear.

Tro. O plague and madness ! [I pray you,

Ulyss. You are mov'd, prince; let us depart,

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself

To v.'rathfu! terms: this place is dangerous;

The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go.

Tro. Behold, I pray you

!

Ulyss. Nay, good my lord, go off":

You flow to great destruction ; come, my lord.

Tro. I pray thee, stay.

Ulyss. You have not patience; come.

Tro. I pray you, stay; by hell and all hell's

torments,

I will not speak a word.

Dio. And so, good-night.

Cres. Nay, but you part in anger.

Tro. Doth that grieve thee?

wither'd truth

!

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord?

Tro. By Jove,

1 will be patient.

Cres. Guardian !—why, Greek

!

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter.

Cres. In faith, I do not: come hither once

again. [will you go?

Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something:

You will break out.

'J'ro. She strokes hia cheek I
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U/j'ss. Come, come.

7'ro. Nay, slay; by Jove, I will nol speak a

word

:

riiere is belvvecii my will and all offences

A jTuaid of patience:—stay a little while.

J'her. How the devil luxury, with his fat

rump and potato finger, tickles these together

!

Fry, lechery, fry

!

Dio. But will you, then?
Cres. In faith, I will, la ; never trust me else.

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it.

Cres. I 'il fetch you one. \^ExtL

Ulyss. You have sworn patience.

Tro. Fear me not, sweet lord
;

T will not be myself, nor have cognition

Of what I feel : I am all patience.

Re-enter Cressida.

Tker. Now tlie pledge; now, now, now !

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve.

Tro. O, beauty! where 's thy faith?

Ulyss. Z '.y lord,

—

7'ro. I will be patient ; outwardly I • ill.

Cres. V'ou look upon that sleeve; behold it

well.

—

He lov'd me—O false wench !—Give 't me again.

Di'o. Whose was 't ?

Cres. It is no matter, now I have 't again.

I will not meet with you to-morrow night:

I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no nore. [stone.

TAer. Now she sharpers :—^"".VcU caid, Whct-
£>io. I shall have it.

Cres. What, this?

£>w. Ay, t'.at.

Cres. O, all you gods?—O pretty, pretty

pledge

!

Thy master now lies thinking in his bed
Of thee and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove,

And gives memorial dainty kisses to it.

As I kiss thee.—Nay, do not snatch it from me

;

He that takes that doth take my heart withal.

D/o. I had your heart before, this follows it.

Tro. I did swear patience.

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed ; faith,

you shall no^

;

I '11 give you something else.

Di'o. I will have this: whose was it?

Cres. It is no matter.

Di'o. Come, tell me whose it was.
Cf-es. 'Twas one's that loved me better than

you will.

But, now you have it, take it.

T)io. Whose was it?

Cres. By all Diana's waiting women yond.
And by herself, I will not tell you whose.

T>to. To-morrov,' will I wear it on my helm :

And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge i'..

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on
thy horn.

It should be challenged.

Cres. Well, well, 'lis done, 'tis past ;—and
yet il is not

;

I will not keep my word.
Di'o. ^^^^y, then, farewell;

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again, [word
Cres. You shall not ro:—one cannot speak a

But it straight starts you.

D/o. I do not like this fooling.

T/ier. Nor I, by Pluto : but that that likes

not you pleases me best.

Di'o. What, shall I come? the hour?
Cres. Ay, co:-.ic :—O Jove

!

Do come :—I shall be plagu'd.

Di'o. .P'are- ell till then.

Cres. Good-night: I pr'ythee, come.
[Exit DiOMEDKS.

Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee
;

3ut • ith my hea.t the other eye doih sec.

Ah, poor our sex ! this fault in us I find.

The error of our eye directs our mind :

\.'hat error leads must err; O, then conclude.
Minds sway'd by eyes are full of turpitude.

\£xr-/.

Thcr. A proof of strength she could not
publish more,

Unle:^ she said, My mind is now turn'd whore.
Ulyss. All 's done, my lord.

Tro. It is.

Ulyss. Why stay we, then?
Tro. To make a recordation to my soul

Of every syllable that here was spoke.

But if I tell how these two did co-act,

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth?

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart,

An esperance so obstinately strong.

That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ;

As if those organs had deceptious functions

Created only to calumniate.

Was Cressid here?

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan.

Tro. She was not, sure.

Ulyss. Most sure she was.

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of

madness. [but now.
Ulyss. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here

Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood

!

Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage
To stubborn critics,—apt, without a theme.

For depravation,—to square the general sc.\

By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid.

Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can

soil our mothers?
Tro. Nothing at all, unless thaL this were

she.
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Ther, Will he swagger himself out on 's own
eyes?

Tro. This she? no; this is Diomed'sCressida;
If beauty liave a soul, this is not she;
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies,

If sanctimony be the gods' delight,

If there be rule in unity itself,

This is not she. O madness of discourse,

That cause sets up with and against itself!

Bi-fold authority! where reason can revolt

Without perdition, and loss assume all reason
Without revolt: this is, and is not, Cressid

!

Within my soul there doth conduce a fight

Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate

Divides more wider than the sky and earth

;

And yet the spacious breadth of this division

Admits no orifex for a point, as subtle

As Ariachne's broken woof, to enter.

Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ;

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven :

Instance, O instance! strong as heaven itself;

The bonds of heave^n are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and
loos'd

;

And with another note, five-finger-tied,

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love.

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy relics

Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed.
Utyss. May worthy Troilusbebuthalf-attach'd

With that which here his passion dolh express ?

Tro. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged
well

In characters as red as Mars his heart [fancy

Inflam'd with Venus : never did young man
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul.

Hark, Greek: as much as I do Cressid love.

So much by weight hate I her Diomed

:

That sleeve is mine that he 'II bear on his helm
;

Were it a casque compos'd by Vulcan's skill

My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout
Which shipmen do the hurricano call,

Constring'd in mass by the almighty sun,

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear

In his descent, than shall my prompted sword
Falling on Diomed.

Ther. He '11 tickle it for his concupy.
Tro. O Cressid ! O false Cressid ! false, false,

false

!

Let all untruths stand by thy stained name,
And they '11 seem glorious.

I
Ulyss. O, contain yourself

;

'Your passion draws ears hither.

Enter ^'Eneas.

X^ne, I have been seeking you this hour,

, my lord :

Kactor, by this, is arming him in Troy

;

^jax, your guard, stays to conduct you home.

Tro. Have with you, prince.—My courteous
lord, adieu.

—

Farewell, revolted fair !—and, Diomed,
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head!

Ulyss. I '11 bring you to the gates.

Tro. Accept distracted thanks.

{^Exeunt Tro., &]A'&.,and Ulyss.
Ther. Would I could meet that rogue

Diomed ! I would croak like a raven; I would
bode, I would bode. Patroclus will give me
anything for the intelligence of this whore:
the parrot will not do more for an almond than

he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery ;

still wars and lechery ; nothing else huids
fashion: a burning devil take them! \_Exit,

Scene HI.

—

Troy. Before Priam's Palace.

Enter Hector rtwt/ Andromache.

And. When was my lord so much ungently
temper'd

To stop his ears against admonishment ?

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.

Hcct. Vou train me to offend you ; get you in:

By all the everlasting gods, I '11 go!
And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous

to the day.

Hect. No more, I say.

Enter Cassandra.

Cas. Where is my brother Hector ?

And. Here, sister; arm'd, and bloody in intent.

Consort with me in loud and dear petition,

Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream'd
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night

Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of
slaughter.

Cas. O, 'tis true.

Ilcct. Ho! bid my trumpet sound!
Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens,

sweet brother. [me swear.

Hect. Begone, I say: the gods have heard
Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish

vows:
They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd

Than spotted livers in the sacrifice.

And. O, be persuaded ! do not count it holy

To hurt by being just: it is as lawful.

For we would give much, to use violent thefts.

And rob in the behalf of charity. [vow ;

Cas. It is the purpose that makes strong tho

But vows to every purpose must not hold

:

Unarm, sweet Hector.

Hect. Hold you still, I say;

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate:

Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man
Holdshonour far more precious dear than life.—
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Enter Troilus.

How now, young man! mcan'st thou to fight

ti)-day?

And, Cassandra, call my father to persuade.

\Exit Cassandra.

lied. No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy

harness, youth ;

I am to-day i' the vein of chivahy:

Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong,

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war.

Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy,

I '11 stand lo-day for thee, and me, and Troy.

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you;

Which better fits a lion than a man.

Ilect. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide

me for it.
_

[fall,

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians

Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword,

Voii bid them rise and live.

Hect. O, 'lis fair play.

Tro. Fool's play, by Heaven, Hector.

Hect. How now ! how now

!

Tro. For the love of all the gods,

Let 's leave the hermit pity with our motliers

;

And when we have our armours buckled on,

The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords

;

Spar them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth.

Hect, Fie, savage, fie !

Tro. Hector, then 'tis wars.

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight

to-day.

Tro. Who should withhold me ?

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of IMars

Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire;

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees,

Thtir eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears;

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword

drawn,
Oi)pos'd to hinder me, should stop my way,

But by my ruin.

Re-enter Cassandra, -with Priam.

Cas. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him
fast :

He is thy crutch; now if thou lose thy stay,

Thou on him leaning and all Troy on thee.

Fall all together.

Pri. Come, 1 lector, come, go back :

Thy wife hath dream'd ; thy mother hath had
visions

;

Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself

Am like a prt^phet suddenly enrapt.

To tell thee that this day is ouimous:
Therefore, come back.

Ilcct. /Fncas is a-ficld ;

And I do stand engag'd to many Greeks,

Even in the faith of valour, to appear

This morning to them.

Pri. Ay, but thou shalt not go.

Hect. I must not break my faith.

Vou know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir.

Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave

To take that course by your consent and voice

W'hich you do here forbid me, royal Priam.

Cas. O Priam, yield not to him !

And. Do not, dear father.

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you

:

Upon the love you bear me, get you in.

\^Exit .A.NDROMACnK.
Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious gii I

Makes all these bodements.

Cas. , O, farewell, dear Hector I

Look, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns

pale!

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents

!

Hark, how Troy roars! bow Hecuba cries out!

How poor Andromache shrills her dc-lours forth!

Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement,
Like witless antics, one another meet,

And all cry. Hector! Hector's dead! O
Hector !

Tro. Away ! away ! [my leave

:

Cas. Farewell -.—yet, soft!—Hector I take

Thou dost th3self and all our Troy deceive.

[Exit.

Hect. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her

exclaim

:

W^s)^^ »

Go in, and cheer the town: we'll forth, and
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at

night. [about thee!

Pri. I'arewell : the gods with safely stand

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector.
Alarums.

Tro. They are at it, hark ! Proud Diomed,
believe,

I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve.

As Troilus is going out, enter frorn the other

side Pandarus.

Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear?

Tro. What now? [girk

Pan. Here's a letter come from yond poor

7^0. Let me read.

Pan. A whoreson phtisick, a whoreson
rascally phtisick so troubles me, and the foolish

fortune of this girl ; and what one thing, what

another, that I shall leave you one o' these

days : and I have a rheum in mine eyes too

;

and such an ache in my bones, that unless a

man were cursed I cannot tell v.hat to tliir.k

on 't.—What says she there?

'J'lo. Words, words, mere words, no mailer

from ilie heart j
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Tlic e!iect dolh operate another way.

—

[ Tearing- the letter.

Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change to-

gether.

—

My love with words and errors still she fced:^

;

But edifies another wilh her dee !s.

\_Exeunt severalr.\

Scene IV.

—

Plains between Troy and tlie

Grecian Camp.

Aiariuits : excicrsioas. .£'///,:r TlIERSITES.

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one
another; I'll go look on. That dissembling

aljominable varlet, Diomed, has got that same
scurvy doting foolish young knave's sleeve of

Troy there in b.is helm: I would fain see them
meet ; that that same young Trojan ass, tliat

loves the whore there, might send that Greekish
vhorernasterly villain, wilh the sleeve, back to

the dissembling luxurious drai>, of a sleeve-loss

errand. O' the t'other side, the policy of those

crafty swearing rascals,—that stale old mouse-
e.iten dry cheese, Nestor, and that same dog-fox,
Ulysses,— is not proved worth a blackberry:^
lliey set me up, in policy, that mongrel cur.

Ajax, against that dog of as Lad a kind,

Achilles: and now is the cur Aja:c prouder
than the cur Achilles, and will not ana to-day ;

whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim
b.ubarism, and policy grows into an ill opinion.

Soft ! here come sleeve, and t'other.

Enter LlOMEDES, HVs.OllX?, following.

Tro. Fly not; for shouldst thou take the

rivei Stys
I would swim after,

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire:

I do not fly; but advantageous care

Withdrcv/ me from the odds of multitude:

Have at thee

!

Thcr. Hold thy whore, Grecian ! now for thy

whore, Trojan:—now the sleeve, now th.e sleeve I

\_Exeunl Tro. andXDxo.^fghting.

Enter Hector.

Hect. "^Tiat art thou, Greek! art thou for

Hector's match?
Art thou of blood and honour?

Titer. No, no,—I am a rascal; a scurvj'

':ul iigknavei aver}' filthy rogue.

'£T:l. l do believe the ^;—live. \Exit.
.t,'-er. God-a-mercvj that thou wilt believe

nie; but a p.ague i^reak thy necl: frv: frighting

n:e!— V\ hat'sbecome of the wenchlnr ro^aes?
i tajnk thty Lave swaiiowccl one anotb.er; 1

would laugh at that miracle. Vet, in a - .rt,

lechery eats itself. I'll seek them. [/t^^/.

Scene \.—Anotherpart of liic T\iins.

Enter DiOMEDES ami a Servant.

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Tv(;.i,.s'

horse;

Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid:
r'eilow, commend my service to her beauty;
Tell her I have chastis'd the amorous Trojnn,
And am her knight by proof.

Setv. I go, my lord.

[Exit.

Enter AGAMEMNON.

Agani. Renew, renev.^ ! The ilerce Polyd:) i :
:

3

I

Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margareloii
Hath Doreus prisoner,

••\nd stands colossus-wise, waving his beam,
Upon the pashed corses cf the kings
Epistrophus and Cedius: Polixenes is slain;

Amphimacus and Thoas deadly hr.rt

;

Patrocius ta'en, or slain ; and Palamedes
Sore hurt and bruis'd: the dreadful Sagiitary

Appals our numbers:—haste we, Diomed,
To reinforcement, or we perish all.

Enter Nestor.

Ntst. Go, bear Patrocius' body to Achille.?;

And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame.

—

There is a thousand Hectors in the field:

Xow here he fights on Galathe his horse,

And there lacks work ; anon he 's there aToot,

And there they fly or die, like scaled skill's

IJelore the belching whale; then is he yonder.

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edr^,

Fall down before him like the mower's swath:

Here, there, and everywhere he ieavesand tak-s;

Dexterity so obeying appetite

That what he will he does ; and does so much
That proof is call'd impo:sibility.

Enter Ulysses.

Ulyss. O. courage, courage, princes ! great

Achilles

Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengean.-e:

Patrocius' wounds have rous'd his drowsy bio. d,

Together with his mangl'd Myrm.idons,
That noiseless, handless, hack'd and chipp'd,

come to him,

Crying on Hector, Ajax hath lost a fr"enci,

And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd and at ' c

Roaring for Troilus; v.ho hath done to-ii.iy

Mad and fantasti execution ;

Kiigaging and redeeming of him.velf

Wilh such a careless force and foicelcai care
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As if ihat luck, in very spile of cunning,

Batlc him win all.

Enter AjAX.

Ajax. Troilus I ihou coward Troilus ! \_Exil.

Dio. Ay, Lhere, there.

Nest. So, so, we draw together.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Where is this Hector?
Come, come, thou boy-quellei, show thy face

;

K:iow what it is to meet Achilles angry:

—

Iljclor! Where's Hector? I will none but

llecioi. [Ex-euiit.

Scene VI.

—

Another Part of the Plains.

Enter AjAX.

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show
thy head !

Enter DiOMEDES.

Dio. Troilus, I say! where 's Troilus ?

A/ax. What woulajx; thou }

Dio. I would correct him.

Ajax, Were I the general, thou shouldst
have my office [Troilus

!

Ere that correction.—Troilus, I say! what,

Enter Troilus.

Tro. O traitor Diomed !—turn thy false face,

thou traitor,

An 1 pay thy life thou owest me for my horse

!

Dio. Ila! art thou there?
Ajax. rilfightwithhimalone: stand, Diomed.
Dio. lie is my prize. I will not look upon.
Tro. Come, both, you cogging Greeks ; have

at you both. \^Exeuntfighting

Enter Hector.

Hect. Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my
youngest brother

!

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Now do I see thee, ha ! have at thee,

Hector

!

Hect. Pause, if thou wilt. [Trojan:
Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud

Pe happy that my arms are out of use:
My rest and negligence befriend thee now,
But thou anon shalt hear of me again;
Till when, go seek thy fortune. \_Exit.

Hect. Fare thee well :

—

I would have been much more a fresher man
Had I expected thee.—How now, my brother

!

Ke-e7iter Troilus.

Tre. Ajax hath ta'en /Eneas: shall it be?

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven,
He shall not carry him ; I li be ta'en too,

Or bring him off.—fate, hear me what I say!

I reck not though 1 end my life to-day. [Exit.

Enter one in su/n/'tiiotis annottr.

Hect. Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a
goodly mark:

—

No? wilt thou not?—I like thy armour well;
I '11 frush it, and unlock the rivets all. [abide?
P>ut I '11 be master of it:—Wilt thou not, beast.

Why then, fly on, 1 11 hunt thee lor thy hide.

[ Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

Anotkei Part oj the Plains.

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidons.

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myr-
midons ;

Mark what I say.—Attend me where I wheel:
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath:

And when I have the bloody Hector lound,

Kmpale him with your weapons round about;
In fellest manner execute your aims.

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye:

—

It is decreed Hector the great must die.

\Exeiitit.

Enter Menelaus and Paris, fighting ; then
Tkersites.

Ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker
are at it. Now, bulli now, dog! 'Loo, Paris,

Moo! now my double-henned sparrow! 'loo,

Paris, 'loo! The bull has the game:—'ware

horns, ho! \Exeunt Paris and MEiNELAus.

Enter Margarelon.

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight.

Ther. What art thou ?

Mar. A bastard son of Priam's.

Ther. I am a bastard too ; I love bastards:

I am a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard

in mind, bastard in valour, in everj'thing illegiti-

mate. One bear will not bite another, and
wherefore should one bastard?. Take heed, the

quarrel's most ominous to us: if the son of a
whore fight for a whore he tempts judgment

:

farewell, bastard. S^Exit.

Mar. I'lie devil take thee, coward ! \Exit.

Scene VIII.

—

Anotlic* Part of the Plains.

Enter Hector.

Hect. IVIost putrified core, so fair without,

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life.

Now is x\-.y d:iy's work done: I'll take good
breath:
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Re;', sword ; thou hast ihy fill of blood and
death

!

[/'m/j offhis helmet and liangs his

shield behind /liin.

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons.

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to

set

;

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels;

]'>en with the vail and dark'ning of the sun,

To close the day up, Hector's life is done.

Ileet. I am unarm'd ; forego t;.is vantage,

Greek. [I seek.

Achil. Strike, fellows, strike; this is the man
[Hector falls.

So, Ilion, fall thou ne.xt! now, Troy, sink down!
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.

—

On, Myrmidons; and cry you all amain,
Achilles hath the tnighty Hector slain.

[A retreat sounded.
Hark ! a retire upon our Grecian part, [my lord.

]\Iyr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like,

Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erspreads

the earth,

And, stickler-like, the armies separate.

My half-supp'd sword, that frankly would have
fed,

_
_

[bed.—
rieas'd with this dainty bait, thus goes to

\Sheathes his sword.
C'l.ne, tie his body to my horse's tail

;

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. {^Exennt.

Scene IX.

—

Another Part of the Plains.

Enter Agamemnon, A.ia.x, Menelaus,
Nestor, Dio.medks, and others., inarching.

Shouts within.

Agam. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that ?

Nest. Peace, drums ! [Achilles!

[IFithin.] Achilles! Achilles! Hector 's Uain,

Dio. The bruit is, Hector's slain, anu by
Achilles.

Aj'ax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be;
Great Hector was a man as good as he. [sent

Agam. March patiently along.—Let one be
To pray Achilles see us at our tent.

—

I fin his deat'n the gods have us befriended ;

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are

ended. [Exeunt, marching.

-iCENE Y^.—Another Part of the Plains.

Eftier .^Eneas ajid Trojans.

<E«c;. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the

iicid

:

Never go home ; here starve we out the niglit.

Enter Troilus.

Tro. Hector is slain.

All. Hector !—the gods forbid !

7>-{7. He's dead; and at the inurderei's

horse's tail, [field. —
In beastly sort, dragg'd through the shamc'ul
Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage vvith

speed! [Troy!
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at
I say, at once let your brief pkigues be mercy.
And linger not our sure destructions on

!

jEne. My lord, you do discomfort all the hr)'-t.

Tro. You understand me not that teU n,a
so :

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ;

But dare all imminence that gods and men
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone:
Who shall tell Priam so, or HecuT;a?
Let him that will a screech-owl aye be call'd

Go in to Troy, and say there. Hector's dead:
There is a word will Priam turn to stone

;

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and w ives,

Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word.
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march away:
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say.

Stay yet.—You vile abominable tents,

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains,

Let Titan rise as early as he dare,

I'll through and through you!—And, thou
great -siz'd coward.

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates:

I'll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still.

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy's

thoughts.

—

Strike a free march to Troy!—with comfort go:
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.

\_Exennt /Eneas and Trojans.

As Troilus is going out, enter, from the other

side, Pandarus.

Pan. But hear you, hear you!
Tro. Hence, broker lackey! ignumy and

shame pursue thy life, and live aye with thy
name! [Exit.

Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching
bones!—O world! world I world! thus is the

poor agent despised ! O traitors and bawds,
how earnestly are you set at work, and how ill

requited! Why sho"' ' o;ir endeavour be so

loved, and tlie ]";erforniance so loathed? what
verse for it? what instance for it?— Let me
see:

—

Full merrily the humble-bee dnth sing
Tiil he hatfi lo^t his honey anrl hi^ sting;
And bei'"t; once subline ! in r.rrat^d tail,

Sweet hoiicy and swcei uoieii together fail—



790 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. [act v.

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your
painted cloths.

As many as be here of pander's hall,

^'our eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall

;

Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans,

Though not for me, yet for your aching bones.

Brethren and sisters of the old-door trade,

Some two months hence my will shall here be
made:

It should be now, but that my fear is this,

—

Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss:

Till then I '11 sweat, and seek about for cases

;

And, at that lime, bequeath you my diseases.
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ACT L

Scene L—Athens. A Hall in Timon's
House.

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and
others, at several doors,

Foet. Good-day, sir.

Fain. I am glad you are well.

Foet. I have not seen you long: how goes
the world ?

Fain. It wears, sir, as it grows.
Poet. Ay, That 's v.-cll known :

But what particular rarity ? what strange,

'Which manifold record not matches ? See,
M"agic of bounty! all these spirits thy power
Hath conjur'd to attend I know the merchant.

Fai?t. I know them both ; the other 'sa jeweller.

Mer, O, 'tis a worthy lord !

Jew. Nay, that 's most fix'd.

Mer. A most incomparable man ; breath'd,

as it were.
To an un'.irable and continuate goodness:
lit passes.

J^e'iV. I have a jewel here.
Uler. O, pray, let's see't: for the Lord

Timon, sir? [thai

—

J'ew. If he will touch the estimate : but, for

Foet. [Reciting to himself.] When we for
recompense have prais'd the vile.

It stains the glory in that happy verse

IVhieh aptly sings the good.

Mer. 'Tis a good form.

\_Looking at the fevi'cl.

Jew. And rich : here is a water, look ye.

Fain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some
dedicai ion

To the great lord.

Foet, A thing slipp'd idly from me.
Our poesy is as a gimi, which oozes

From whence 'lis nourish"d : the fire i' the Hint

Shows not till it be struck ; our gentle flame

Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies

Each bound it chafes. What have you there ?

Fain. A picture, sir.—And when comes your
book forth? [sir,—

-

Foet. Upon the heels of my presentment,

Let 's see your piece.

Fain. 'Tis a good piece.

Foet. So 'tis; this comes off well and excellent.

Fain, Indifferent.

Foet. Admirable: how this grace

Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power
This eye shoots forth ! how big imagination

Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture

One might interpret.
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Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life.

I icrc is a touch ; is 't good ?

Poet. I \\ ill say of it

It tutors nature: artificial strife

Lives in these touches, livelier than life.

Enter certain Senators, and pass over.

Pain. How this lord is follovv'd !

Pocl. The senators of Athens:—happy man !

Pain. Look, more

!

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood

of visitors.

I have, in this rough work, shap'd out a mar),

Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug
With amplest entertainment, my free drift

Halts not particularly, but moves itself

In a wide sea of wax: no lev^U'd malice

Infects one comma in the course I hold

;

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on,

Leaving no track behind.

Pain. How shall I understand you ?

Poet. I will unbolt to you.

You see how all conditions, lu vv all minds,

—

As well of glib and slippery creatures as

Of grave and austere quality,—tender down
Their services to Lord Timon : his large fortune,

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,

S'.ibdues and properties to his love and tendance

AH sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass-fac'd

flatterer

To Apemantus, that few things loves better

Than to abhor himself: even he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace

Most rich in Timon's nod.

Pain, I saw them speak together

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill

Feign'd Fortune to be throa'd : the base o' the

mount
Is rank'd with all deserts, all kinds of natures.

That labour on the bosom of this sphere

To propagate their slates: amongst them all.

Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd.

One do I personate of Lord Timon's fra.ne,

Whom Fortune with her ivory hand '..afts to

her; [ser.ants

Whose present grace present slaves and
Translates his rivals.

Pain. 'Tis conceiv'd to scope.

This throne, this Fortune, and this' ill,melhinkE,

With one man beckon'd from the rest below.
Bowing his head against the sleepy mount
To climb his happiness, would be well express'd

In our condition.

Poet, N'ay, sir, but hear me on.

All those which were his fellows but of late,

—

Some better than his value,—on the moment
; Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance.

Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear.

Make sacred eV'en his stirrup, and through him
Drink the free air.

Pain. Ay, marrj', what of these ?

Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and change
of mood,

Spurnsdown her late belov'd, all his dependents.
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top,

Even on their knees andhands, lethimslipdown.
Not one accompanying his declining foot.

Pain. 'Tis common :

A thousand moral paintings I can show
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of

Fortune's

More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well

To show Lord Timon that mean eyes have seen

The foot above the head.

Trumpets sound. Enter TiMON, attended';

the Servant of YKiil'lvuvs talking with him.

Tim. Imprison'd is he, say you ?

Ven. Serv. Ay, my good lord: five talents

is his debt;

His means most short, his creditors most strait:

Your honourable letter he desires

To those have shut him up; which failing him.
Periods his comfort.

Tim. Noble Ventidius! Well;
I am not of that feather to shake oft [him
My friend v/hen he most needs me. I do know
A gentleman that v/ell deserves a help,— [him.

^ ,'hich he shall liave: I '11 pay the debt, and free

I'eiz. Scrv, Vour lordship ever binds him.

Tin. Commend me to him : I will send his

ranso:.! ;

And, being enfranchis'd, bid him come tome:

—

'Tis not enough to help the feeble up.

But to support him after.—Fare you well.

Ven. Scry, All happiness to your honour

!

[Exit.

Enter an Old Athenian.

Ohi Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak.

Tim. Freely, good father.

OiJ Ath. Thou ha'it a servant nam'd Lucilius.

Tim. I have so: what of him?
Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man

before thee.

Tim. Attends he here, or no?—Lucilius ;

LtJClLlUS comes fonvardfrom atnor^ the

Attendants.

Lttc. Here, at your lordship's service.

Old Ath. This feilow here. Lord Timou,
this thy creature,

By night frequents my house. I am a man-

That from my first have been inclin'd to thrift;
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And my estate deserves an heir more niis'd

Than one which holds a trencher.

Tint. Well ; wiiat farther ?

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no Ivin

else,

On whom I may confer what I have got

:

The maid is fair, o' the youngest for a bride,

And I have bred her at my clearest cost

In qualities of the best. This man of thine

Attempts her love: I pr'ythee, noble lord,

Join with me to forbid him her resort

;

Myself have spoke in vain.

Tim, The man is honest.

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon :

His honesty rewards him in itself;

It must not bear my daughter,

Tim. Does she love him ?

Old Ath. She is young and apt

:

Our own precedent passions do instruct us
What levity 's in youth.

Tim. [To LuciLius.] Love you the n.aid ?

Luc. Ay, my good lord ; and she accepts of

it. [missing,

Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be
I call the gods to witness, I will choose
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world.
And dispossess her all.

Tim, How shall she be endow'd,
If she be mated with an equal husband ?

Old Ath. Three talents on the present ; in

future all. [long:

Tim, This gentleman of mine hath serv'd me
To build his fortune I will strain a little,

For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter

:

What you bestow, in him I '11 counterpoise.

And make him weigh with her.

Old Ath. Most noble lord.

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his.

Tim. My hand to thee ; mine honour on my
prom.ise. [may

Luc, liumbly I thank your lordship: never
That state or fortune fall into my keeping
Wliich is not ow'd to you

!

[Exeunt LuciLius and Old Athenian.
Poet, Vouchsafe my labour, and long live

your lordship! [anon:
Tim. I thank you ; you shall hear from me

Go not away.—What have you there, my friend ?

Fain. A piece of painting, which I do beseech
Your lordship to accept.

Tim. Painting is welcome.
The painting is almost the natural man ;

For since dishonour traffics with man's nature,

He is but outside: these pencill'd figures are

Even such as they give out. I like your work ;

And you shall find I like it : wait attendance
iTill you hear further from me.

Pain, The gods preserve you !

Tim, Well fare you, gentleman : give me
your hand:

We must needs dine together.— Sir, your jewel
Hath suffer'd under praise.

Jew. \Vhat, my lord ! dispraiic }

Tim. A mere satiety of commendations,
If I should pay you for 't as 'tis exloll'd

It would unclevv me quite.

Je7v. My lord, 'tis rated

.\s those w hich sell would give. But you weli

know.
Things of light value, differing in the owners.
Are prized by their masters: lielieve 't, dear lord,

You mend the jewel by tlie wearing it.

Tim. Well mock'd. [common tongue,

Alcr. No, my good lord; he speaks tl.j

Which all men speak with him. [chid }

Tim. Look, who comes here : will you U.:

Enter Apkmantus.

Jnv. We'll bear, with your lordship.

Met: He '11 spare none.

Tim. Good-morrow to thee, gentle Ape-
mantus

!

[good-mornjw

;

.4pem. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy
When thou art Timon's dog, and these knaves

honest. [know'st them n<ii.

Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves? thou
Apem. Are they not Athenians ?

Tim. Yes.

Apem. Then I repent not.

Jew, You know me, Apemantus?
Apem. Thou knowest I do ; I call'd thee by

thy name.
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus.
Apem. Of nothing so much as that I am not

like Timon.
Tim. Whither art going? [brains.

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian's

Tim. That 's a deed thou 'It die for. [law.

Apem. Right,if doing nothing be death by the

71m. How likest thou this picture, Ape-
mantus ?

Apem. The best, for the innocence.

li/n. Wrought he not well that painted ii ?

Apem. He wrought better that made the

painter ; and yet he 's but a filthy piece of work.
Pain. You are a dog.

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation:

what 's she, if I be a dog ?

7Vw. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?
Apem. No; I eat not lords.

Tim. An thou shouldst, thou 'dst anger ladies.

Apem. O, they eat lords ; so they come by
great bellies.

Ti/n. tiiat 's a lascivious apprehension.
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Apem. So thou apprehendest it : take it for

thy labour.

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Ape-
ir.antus ?

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, which

will not cost a man a doit.

Tim. What dost thou think 'tis worth?

Apefu. Not worth my thinking.—How now,

poet

!

Poet. How now, philosopher!

Apem. Thou liest.

Pact. Art not one ?

Apem. Yes.

/W/. Then I lie not.

Apem. Art not a poet ?

Poet. Yes.

Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work,

where thou hast feign'd him a worthy fellow.

Poet. That 's not feign'd,—he is so.

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay
till e for thy labour : he that loves to be flattered

is worthy o' the flatterer. Heavens, that I were

a lord

!

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus?
Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate

a lord with my heart.

Tim. What, thyself?

Apem. Ay.
7im. Wherefore?
Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a

lord.—Art not tliou a merchant?
Mer. Ay, Apemantus.
Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods

v/ill not

!

Aler. If traffic do it, the gods do it.

Apem. Traffic's thy god, and thy god con-

found thee

!

Trumpet sounds. Elite}' a Servant.

Tim. WTiat trumpet 's that ?

Serv. 'Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse,

All of companionship.
Tim. Pray, entertain them ;

give them guide

to us.— [Exeunt some Attendants.

Yuu must needs dine with me:—go not you
hence

Till I have ihank'd you:—when dinner's done
Show me this piece.— I am joyful of your sights.

Enter Alcibiades, with his company.

Most welcome, sir ! [ They salute.

Apem. So, so, there !

—

Aches contract and starve your supple joints!

—

That there should be small love 'mongst these

sweet knaves, [bred out

And all this courl'sy ! Tlie strain of man's
i.iLo baboon and monkey.

Alcib. Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and
I feed

Most hungerly on your sight.

Tim. Right welcome, sir !

Ere we depart we '11 share a bounteous time
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.

[Exeunt all but Apemantus.

Enter Tzvo Lords.

I Lord. Wliat time o' day is't, Apemantus?
Apem. Time to be honest.

1 Loj-d. That time serves still, [omitt'st it.

Apem. The more accursed thou, that still

2 Lord. Thou art going to Lord Timon's feast,

Apem. Ay ; to see meat fill knaves, and
wine heat fools.

2 Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well.

Apem. Thou artafool to bid mefarewell twice.

2 Lord. \\'Tiy, Apemantus?
Apem. Shouldst have kept one to thyself,

for I mean to give thee none.
1 Lord. Hang thyself.

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding:

make thy requests to thy friend.

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I 'il

spurn thee hence.

Apem. I Vi'ill fly, like a dog, the heels o' th.e

ass. [E.x:t.

1 Lord. He 's opposite to humanity. Come,
shall we in

And taste Lord Timon's bounty? he outgoes

The very heart of kindness. [go'd,

2 Lord. He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of

Is Vwt his steward: no meed but he repays

Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him
but breeds the giver a return exceeding

All use of quittance.

1 Lo?-d. The noblest mind he carries

That ever govern'd man. [Shall w-e in ?

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes!

I Lord. I '11 keep you company. [Exezint.

Scene II.

—

Athens. A Room of State in

Timon's LLouse.

LlatUboys playing loud )nusic. A great banquet
served in; Fi.avius and others attetiding-

;

then enter TiMON, Alcibiades, Lucirs,
LucULi.us, Sempronius, andotherAi\\tmM\
Senators, with Ventiditjs, c;/;/ Attendants.

Then comes, dropping after all, APEMANTtiS,
discontentedly.

Ven. Most honour'd Timon, [father's age,

It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my
And call him to long peace.

He is gone happy, and has left n-rc rich :

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound
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To your free heart, I do return lliosc talents,

Doubled wilh thanks and service, from whose
help

I deriv'd liberty.

Tim. O, by no means.
Honest Ventidius; you mistake my love:

I gave it freely ever ; and there 's rione

Can truly say he gives if he receives: [dare

If our betters play at that game, \vc must not
Tu imitate them ; faults that are ricli are fair.

Vot. A noble spirit

!

[ Tliey all stand cej'eiiioniousi'y looking on
TiMON".

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony was but
devis'd at first

To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,
Ivccanting goodness, sorry ere 'lis shown ;

Liist where there is true friendship there needs
none.

Pvay, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes

Than m)' fortunes to me. \They sit.

I Lord. My lord, we always have confess'd it.

A/'on. Ho, ho, confess'd it! hang'd it, have
)'ou not ?

Tint. O, Apemantus !—you are welcome.
A/>cm. No

;

You shall not make me welcome.
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors.

Tim. Fie, thou art a chuil
;
you iuive got a

humour there

Does not become a man ; 'tis much to blame.

—

They say, my lords, irafuror brcvis est

;

Bat yond man is ever angry.

Cj(i, let him have a table by himself;

\'"X he does neither affect company
Nor is he fit for 't, indeed.

Aj'em. Let me stay at thine apparel, Timon :

1 come to observe; I give thee warning on 't.

Tim. I take no heed of thee ; tliou art an
Athenian, therefore welcome: I myself would
have no power; pr'ythee, let my meat make
thee silent.

Apcm. I scorn thy meat; 'twould choke me,
for I should ne'er flatter thee.—O you gods,
what a number of men eat Timon, and he sees

'em not ! it grieves me to see

So many dip their meat in one man's blood;
And all the madness is, he cheers them up too.

I wonder men dare trust tliemselves with men

:

Mcthinks they shouldinvite them without knives;
Good for their meat and r:afer for their lives.

There's much example tor't; the fellow that

sits next him now, parrs bread with him,
pledges the breath of hini in a divided draught,
is the readiest miii to kill hi;n : 't has been
prov'd. If I were a huge man I should fear

to drink at meals,

Lest they should sj^y my windpipe's diingerous

notes: [throats.

Great men should drink with liarness on their

Tim. My lord, in heart ; and let the health
go round.

2 Lord. Let it llow th.is way, my good li'id.

Apeut. Flov/ tliis way! .\ Ijravo fellow! be
keeps his tides well.—Those Iicalths Viill make
thee and thy state look ill, Timon.
Here 's that which is too weak to be a sinner,

Honest water, which ne'er left man i' the mire:
This and iuy food are equals ; there 's no odds:
Feasts are loo proud to give thanks to the gods.

Apemantus' Grace.

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf;

1 pi ay for no inaii but myself:
Grant I may never prove so fon.i,

lo trust man on his oalli or liond ;

Or a harlot for her v.-eep nc ;

Or a do'^ that seems a sl^ ep iii;;

Or a keeper with my ireelcni ;

Or my friends, if I should need 'em.
Amen. So fail to t

:

Rich men sin, and I eat ro>t.

[ Eats and drink:

.

Much good dicli thy goo(i he:irl, Apemantus!
Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in

the field now.
Akib. My heart is ever at your service, my

lord.

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of

enemies than a dinner of frinr.k,

Akib. So they were bleeding-new, my Ion',

there's no meat like them; 1 c^ndd wish ir.y

best friend at such a feast.

Apcm. Would all those flatterers were thine

enemies, then; that then thou niight'st kill

'cm, and bi 1 me to 'em.

I Lord. Might we but have that h.nppinc.'-s,

my lord, that you would once use our hearts,

whereby we might express some part of our

zeals, we should think ourselves forever perfect.

Tim. O no doubt, my good friends, but the

gods themselves have provided that I shall ha-.e

much help from you: h.ow had you been my
friends else? why have you that charitable liile

from tliousands, did not you clneily belong lo

my heart? I have told more of you to riyself

tlian you can wilh modesty speak in your ow.i

behalf; and thus far I cor.firm you. O you
gods, think I, v<hat need we have any friends

if we should ne'er have need of 'em? they were
the most needless creatures living, should we
ne'er have use for 'em ; and would nio.'^t

resemble sweet instruments hung up in cast.';,

that keep their sounds to themselves. Why, .'.

have often wished myself poorer, that I mig'nt

cume nearer to )'ou. We are born lo do
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benefits : and what better or properer can wc
call our own than the riches of our /ricnds?

O, what a precious comfort 'tis to have so

many, like brothers, commanding one another's

fortunes! O joy, e'en made away ere it can

Lc born! Mine eyes cannot l-.old out water,

rncihinks: to forgot tlieir faults I drink to you.

Apem. Thou weepest to make them drink,

Timon. [eyes,

2 Lord. Joy haj the like conception in our

And at that instant like a babe sprung up.

Apein. llo, ho! I laugh to think tliat babe
a bastard. [me much.

3 Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov'd
j'lpein. Much! \Tuclcet soiitidcd.

Tim. What means that trump?

Enter a Servant.

I low now !

Serv. Please you, my lord, there are certain

l.ulies most desirous of admittance.
Tim. Ladies! what are their wills?

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner,

my lord, which bears that office, to signiTy

tlieir pleasures.

Tim. 1 pray, let them be admitted.

Enter CuriD.

Clip. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ;—and to all

That of his bounties taste !—The five best senses
Acknowledge thee tb.eir patron; and come freely

To gratulaie thy plenteous bosom :

Ihe ear, taste, touch, smell, pleas'd from thy
table rise ;

They only now come but to feast thine eyes.

Tim. They are welcome all; let 'em have
kind admittance.

I.Iusic, make their welcome ! \Exit Cupid.
I Lord. Vou see, my lord, how ample

you 're belov'd.

I.Iusic. Re-enter Cupid, with a viask of
Ladies as Amazons., with lutes in tlieir hands,
dancing and playing.

Apem. Hoy-day, what a sweep of van' y
comes this way!

They dance ! they are mad women.
Like madness is the glory of this life,

As this pomp shows to a little oil and root.

AVe make ourselves fools to disport cirselves,
And spend our flatteries to drink those men
Upon whose age we void it up again,
A\'ith poisonous spite and en\-y.

Who lives that's not depraved or depraves?
Who dies that l)ears not one spurn to their graves
Of their friends' gift ?

I should f.ar those that dance before me now

Would onedaystampupon me: - has boendone;
Men shut their donrs against a setting sun.

'The Lortls rise from table, 7vith much adoring

of Timon ; anc\ to show their Ic-'cs, each
singles out an Ainazon, and all da7ice, men
with women, a lofty strain or two to the haut-
boys, and cease.

Titn. \o\\ have done our pleasures much
grace, fair ladies.

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment,

Which was not half so beautiful and kind

;

Vou have added worth unto't and lustre,

.\v>f\ cniertain'd me with mine own device:
I am to thank you for't. [best.

I Lady. My lord, you take i;s even at the

Apem. Faith, for the worst is filthy; and
would not hold taking, I doubt me. [you:

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends

Please you to dispose yourselves.

All Ladies. Most thanl:fulh', my lord.

\Exeu7il Cl'PID aytd Ladies.
Tun. Flavius,

—

Flav. My lord ?

Tim. The little casket bring me hither.

Flav. Yes, my lord.

—

yAsidc.'\ More jewels

yet

!

There is no crossing him in his luimour.

Else I should tell him,—well, i' faith, I should,

V.'hen all 's spent, he 'd be cross'd then, an he
could.

'Tis pity bounty b.ad not eyes behind,

'i hat man might ne'er be wretched for I-.is mind.
\Exit, a:id returns with the casket.

1 Lord. AVhcre be our men ?

Se'i-z\ Here, my lord, in readiness.

2 Lord. Our horses !

Tim. O my friends,

I have one word to say to you. Look you,

my good lord,

I must entreat you, honour me so much
As to advance tb.is jewel ; accept it, and wear it.

ICind my lord.

I Lord. I am so far already in your giftS;

—

All. So are we all.

Ejiter a Servant.

So'v. My lord, there are certain nobles of

the senate

Newly alighted, and come to visit you.

Tim. They are fairly welcome.
Flav. I beseech your honour.

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near.

Tim. Near; why, then, another lime I "il

hear thee: [entertainment.

I pr'ythee, let's be provided m show 'em

Tiav. I scarce know' how. [Aside.
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Enter another Servant.

2 Serv. May it please your lionour, Lord
Lucius,

Out of his free lovj, hath presented to you
Four milk-white hor-.es, trapp'd in silver.

Tim. I shall ace jpt them fairly: let ihe presents

Be worthily entertained.

Enter a third Servant.

How now 1 what news ?

3 Serv. Please yoii, .iiy lord, that honourable
fjentleinan, Lord Lucullus, entreats your com-
pany to-moriow to hunt with him ; and has

sent your honour two brace of <^re>hounds.

Tim. I "11 hunt with him ; and let thetn be

receiv'd,

Not without fair reward.

Flav. lAsiJe.] What will this come \o?

He commands us to provide, and give f^reat f^ifts,

And all out of an empty coffer:

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this,

To show hitn what a beggar his heart is,

Being of no power to make his wishes good :

His promises fly so Ijeyond his state

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes
For every word: he is so kind that he now
Pays interest for't ; his land 's put to their books.

Well, would I were gently put out of office

Before I were forc'd out

!

Happier is he that has no friend to feed

Than such that do e'en enemies exce

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit.

Tim. Yon do yourselves

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own
merits

:

Here, my lord, a trifle of our love.

2 Lord. With more than common thanks I

will receive it.

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty

!

Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave
Good words the other day of a bay courser

I rode on : it is yours because you lik'd it.

3 Lord. O, I beseech you, pardon me, my
lord, in that. [know no man

Tim. You may take my M'ord, my lord ; I

Can justly praise but what he does affect:

I weigh my friend's affection with mine own ;

I 'II tell you true. I '11 call to you.
All Lords. O, none so welcome.
Tim. I take all and your several visitations

So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give

;

Mcthinks I could deal kingdoms to my friends

And ne'er be weary.—Alcibiades,

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich

;

It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living

Is 'mongst the dead ; and all the lands thou hast

Ije iu a Ditch'd tirid.

Akib. Ay, dedl'd land, my loul.

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound,

—

Tim. And so

Am I to you.

2 Lord. So infinitely cndear'd,

—

I'im. All to you. —Lights, more lights.

I Lord. The best of h.appiiicss.

Honour, and fortunes keep with you, Loid
Timon

!

/"////. Ready for his friends.

[£'jr«<;// Al.CIBIAnKS, Lords, 6v.
Apem. What a coil 's here !

Serving of becks and jutting-out of bums !

I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums
riiat are given for 'em. Friendship's full of

dregs: ['es^-

Methinks false hearts should never have sound
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on

court'sies. [sullrn

Tim. Now, Apcmantus, if thou wert not

I would be good to ihee.

Apem. No, I'll nothing: for if I should i)f;

l)ril)ed too, there would be none left to rail

upon thee ; and (hen thou wouldst sin the faster.

Thou givest so long, Timon, I fear me thou

wilt give away thyself in paper shortly : what
need these feasts, pomps, and vain glories?

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail ow .sociciy

once, I am sworn not to give regard to you.

I'arewell ; and come with better music. \Rxit.

Apem. So ;—thou 'It not hear me now, •

thou shalt not then, I '11 lock thy heaven from
thee.

O, that men's ears should be

To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! [£jcit»

ACT H.

Scene 1.

—

Athens. A Room in a Senator's

House.

Enter a Senator, with papers in his hattd.

Sen. And late, five thousand ;—to Varro and
to Isidore [.sum,

lie owes nine thousand; besides my former

Which makes it five-and-twenty. — Still in

motion
Of raging naste ? 1' cannot hold ; it will not.

If I want geld, sterJ hiit a beggar's dog
.\nd give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold :

If I Vv'ould sell my horse and buy twenty more
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timor,,

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straiglit,

.•\nd able horses : no porter at his gate ;

But rather one that smiles, and still invites

All that pass by. It cannot hold ; ao leason



798 TIMON OK ATHENS. lACT 11.

Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho !

Capliis, I say !

Enter Capius.

Ciiph. Here, sir; what is your plc-isun- ?

Sen. Get on your cloak and iiaste you to

L<ird Tiuion
;

TnipcWlunc him for my moneys ; be not ceas'd

With sii_i;ht denial ; nor then silencM, when

—

( o:::ine)iii vie to yonr master—and the cap
I'lays in tiie riglu liand, thus: but tell him
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn

Oil of mine own ; liis days and times arc past.

And my reliances on his fractid dales

1 lave smil my crc<!it : I love and honour him ;

r.t;t must net break my back to heal his finger

:

I:nmediate are my needs ; and my relief

^!llst not be toss'd and turn'd to me in words,
1' ;l lind supply immediate. Gel you gone :

J '.It on a most importimate as])ect,

A vis.ige of demand ; for, I do fear,

When eveiy feather slicks in his own wing
].ord Timon will Le left a naked gull,

W hich (lashes now a phoenix. Clet you gone.
Caph. I go, sir.

Sen. Take the Imnds along with you,
And have the dates in compt.

Ca(>h. I will, sir.

Sen. Co.
\E.XCtl7!!.

SiF.Nij II.—Athens. A Hall in Ti.mon's
House.

Lr.lcr ^"I.A^•IUS, witli many bills in his hand.

Fiav. No care, no stop ! so senseless of
expense

That he v.ill neither know how to maintain it

Kur cease his flow of riot : takes r.o account
1 low things go from him ; nor resumes no cure
Of what is to continue: never mind
Was to be so unwise to be so kind.
AV'Kit shall be done ? he will not hear, till feel

:

I umst be round with him now he comes from
huniing.

Fie, fie, fie, fie !

LiUer CAriiis, and the Servants of Isidore
and V'arko.

Caph. Good-even, Varro : wjiat.
Von come for money ?

\ ar. Serv. Is 't not your business too?
Caph. It is :—and yours too, Isidore?
Isid. Sefv. It. is so.

Caph. Would we were all discharg'd !

Var. .SV-'T'. I fear it.

CuJ>h. liere comes the lord.

Enter ll'sMis, Al t ini AI>l-„s, iiit,t Lords, e-'<-.

Tim. So soon as dinner's done we'll (orlh

again,

My Alcibiades.— With me? what is your will ?

Capk. My lord, here is a note of certain dues.

Tim. Dues ! whence arc you ?

Cafh. Of A; hens here, my lord.

Ti/n. GiO to my stewrinj. [r.ie <.iT

Caph. ricasc it your iordship, he hath |: t

To the succession of new days this month :

My master is awrd^'d by great occasion
To call upon his own ; and huiiibly prays you
That, with your oilier noble |>arts, you'll suit

In giving him his right.

'Jim. ^line hc-nest friend,

I jir'ythcc b;it repair to me next morning,
Caph. Kay, good my lord,

—

Tim. Contain thyself, good friend.

Var. Se77i. One Varro's servant, my good
lord,-

7sid. SetiJ. From Isidore ;

He humbly prays your sjieedy payment,—
Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master's

wants,— [six weeks
Var. Se.-)-v. 'Twa^ due oti forfeiture, my lord.

And past,

—

Isid. Sen'. \'our steward puts me olT, my
ioid ;

.Vr.d I am sent expressly to your loidship.

Tim. Give me breath.

—

I do l)eseech you, good my lortls, keep on ;

I '11 wait upon yon instantly.

—

[Exeunt ALClEiADr.s and Lords.
(^ome hither : pray you, \_7'o Fi.a'.u .>.

1 low goes tlie world, that ' im thus encounttr'd
With ckimormis demands .>f date-broke l)onds.

And the detention of long-since-due debts,

Against my honour?
T!av. Please you, gentlemen,

The time is unagreeable to this business :

Vour imporlunacy cease till after dinner ;

That I may make his lordship understand
\Vhereforc you are not paid.

Tim. Do so, my friends.—
.See them well entertained. [E-vit.

Flav. I'i'iy, draw near. [E.\i!.

Enter Apemantus and Fool.

Caph. Slay, stay, here comes the fool with
Apemantus : let 's ha' some sport with 'em.

V'ar. Sen'. Hang him, he'll abuse us.

Isid. Sen'. A piague upon him, dog !

Var. Sen'. Plow dost, fool ?

Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow?
V'ar. Serv. I speak not to thee.

Apem. No, \u to thyself.—Come awiy.

\_I'u the FooL
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Isid. Serv. [To Var. Serv.J There's Ihe foul

hangs on your bacli already.

Apetn. No, thou stand'st single, tiiou art not

on him yet.

Caph. WTiere 's the fool now ?

Apcm. He last asked the question.—Poor

rogues and usurers' men ! bawds between gold

and want

!

All Scrv. What are we, Apemantus?
Apein. Asses.

All Scrv. Why?
Apci:t. That you ask me what you are, and

do not know yourselves.—Speak to 'em, fool.

Fool, liowdoyou, gentlemen?

All Scrv, Gramercies, good fool : how does

)iiur mistress?

/'ooL She's e'en setting on water to scald

such chickens as you are. Would we could

see you at Corinth.

Apein. (lood ! gra lercy, [p^ge-

Fool, Look you, here comes my mistress'

Enter Page.

Pa^e. [7^^//;^ Fool.] Why, how now, captain?

what do you in this wise company? How dost

Ihoa, Apemantus?
Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth,

i.iat i might answer thee profitably.

Page. I'r'ythee, Apemantus, read me the

superscriptic '. of these letters: I know not

which is which.

Apem. Can'' not read?

Page. No.
Apcm. There will little learning die, then,

that day thou art hanged. This is to Lord
Timon ; this to Alcibiadcs. Go ; thou wast

born a bastard, and thou 'It die a i d.

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog, and thou

sh.ilt famish a dog's death. Answer not, I

gone. [Exit Page.

Apem. E'en so thou outrun'st grace.

Fo.il, i will go with you to Lord Timon's.

Pool. Will you leave me there ?

Apem. If Timon stay at home.—You ihice

serve three usurers?

All Scrv. Ay ; would they served us !

Apem. So would L—as good a trick as ever

h.mgman served thief.

Fool. Are you three usurers' men ?

All Serv. Ay, fool.

Fool. I think no usurer but has a fool to his

servant ; my mistress is one, and I am her fool.

\^'hen men come to borrow of )-our masters

fliey approach sadly and go away merry ; but

lliey enter my mistress' house merrily and go
a ;vay s;id!y : tl:e reason of l!-.;s ?

Var. Scrv. I could render one.

Apein. Do it, then, that we may account
thee a whoremaster and a knave ; which, not-

withstanding, ihou shall be no loss eslee:i)t.d.

\'ar. Sci~-J. What is a whoremaster, foul ?

P'ool. A fool in good clothes, and something
like thee. 'Tis a spirit: sometime it appea;3
like a lord ; sometime like a lawyer ; some-
time like a philosopher, with two stones more
tlian 's artificial one. He is very often like a
knight ; and, generally, in rdl shapes itiat ma:-!

goes up and down in from fourscore to thirteen

tliis spirit walks in.

Var. Sc>-D. Thou art not altogether a fool.

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as

much foolen' as I have, so muc'n wit thou lackest.

.•Ipern. That answer might have becoii.ii

.Ajieniantus. [Tiiri n.

Var. Sc/-v. Aside, aside; here comes LoiJ

Re-enter TlMOX and Fl.WIUS.

.Apan. Come with me, fool, come.
Fool. 1 do not always follow lover, elder

brother, and woman ; sometime the phtlosophi. i

.

{Exeunt Apemantus and Fovl.

Flav. Pray you, walk near; I'll speak Wi^ii

you anon. \Exc:tnt Scrv.

Tim. Vou make me marvel : wherefore, lis

this time.

Had you not fully laid my state before me

;

That I might so ha\e rated my expense

As I had leave of means?
Flav. You would not hear me

A many leisures I propos'd.

Tim. Go to

:

""erchance some single vantages you took

When my indisposition put you back
;

And that unaptness made you minister

Thi'.s to excuse yourself.

Flav. O my good lord

At many times I brought in my accounts, [off,

T,aid them before you ; you would throv/ them
And sav you found iliem in mine honesty,

v'v'iicn, for some triliing present, you have bid

me [wepi ;

Return so much, I have shook my head and
Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray'd \ ou

To hoid your hand more close : I did enduie

Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when 1 have

Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate,

And your great flow of debts. My loved lord,

Though you iiear now,—too late !—yet novv's

a time,

T^e greatest of your having lacks a lialf

To nay your present debts.

i'im. Let all m.y land be sold.

Flav. 'Tis all engag'd, some forfeited uiid

gone ;
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/,.id what remains will hardly stop the rrioiilh

(Ji [ireseiit dues : the future comes apace :

\\ hjl shall defend the interim? and at length

l!u\v goes our reckoning?

J'im. To Laced;einon did iny land extend.

Flav. O my good lord, the world is b>it a

word :

W'.re it all yours to give it in a breath,

liow cjuickly were it gone !

Tim. You tell me true.

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry or false-

hood,
("ill me before the exactcst auditors

Ai;d iet me on the proof. So the gods bless'nu-,

When all our offices have been oppressed

^Vith riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wiiit

With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room
ll.ah blaz'd with lights and bray'd wi:h min-

strelsy ;

I iiavc retir'd nie to a wasteful cock,

And set mine eyes at How.
Tim. Pr'yflicc, no more.
Flav. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of

this lord ! [ants

I low many prodigal bits have slaves and peas-

Tliis niglit engluited ! Who is not Timon's?
\\ liat heart, head, sword, force, means, but is

Lord Timon's ?

(". reat Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon !

Ah ! when the means are gone that buy this

praise

Tlie breath is gone wliereof this prai.se is made ;

loast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter

showers.

These flies are couch'd.

'Tim. Come, sermon me no further :

Ko villanous bounty yet hath passed my heart

;

Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given.

\\'iiy dost thou wee[) ? Canst thou the con-

science lack

To think I shall lack friends? Secure th)'

heart

;

If I would broach tlie vessels of my love,

And try tlie argument of hearts by borroviiiL;.

Men and men's fortunes could 1 frankly u .

As I can bid thee speak.

Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts !

Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of mine
are crown"d

That I account tliem blessings ; for by these

Shall I try friends : you shall perceive how you
MistaUemyfortuncs ; lamwealthyin myfriends.
Within there ! Flaminius ! Servilius !

Enter Flaminius, Skrvilius, and other

Servants.

Serv. My lord ? my lord ?

—

l-'lav.

Ti^

Tim. I will despatch you severally :—you to

Lord Lucius;—to Lord Lucullusyou; I hunted
with his honour to-day;—you to Scmpronius

:

commend me to their loves ; aiic I am proud
say, that my occasions have founa ti'^ie to use

'cm toward a supply of money : let the recjuest

be fifty talents.

Flam. As you have said, my lord.

Lord Lucius and Lucullus? hum !

\_Aside.

Go you, sir, [ to another Serv.] to the

senators,

—

Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have
I )cserv'd this hearing, bid 'em send o' the instant

A thousand talents to me.
I'lav. I have been bold,

—

For that I knew it the most general way,

—

To them to use your signet and your name

;

I5ut they do sliake their heads, and 1 am here
Xo richer in return.

ZVw. Is 't true ? can 't be ?

Flav. They an.5V or, in a joir.t and corporate

voice,

Tliat now they are at fall, want treasiire, cannot
Do what tlicy would ; are sorry—you are

honoural.ic,

—

[not

—

But yet they could have .vish'd—they know
Something ha been amiss—a noble nature

May catch a wrench—would all were well

—

'tis pity ;

—

And so. intending other serious matters.

After < .astefid looks, and these hard fractions,

With certain half caps and cold-moving nods.

They froze me into silence.

Tim. You gods, reward them !

Pr'ythee, man, look cheerly. These old fellows

Have ihcir ingratitude in them hereditary:

Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom flows ;

'Tis lack of kindly warmth they arc not kind ;

And nature, as it grows again toward earth.

Is fashion"d for the journey dull and heavy.

—

Go to Ventidius [ to a Serv ]; pr'ythee, [/<»

Flavius] be not sad,

Thou art true and honest ; ingeniously I speak.

No blamo belongs to thee :—[7(7 Serv.] Ven-
tidius lately

Buried his father ; by whose death he 's step[)"d

Into a great estate : when he was poor,

Imprisond, and in scarcity of friends, [me ;

I clear'd him with five talents : greet him from

Bid him suppose some good necessity [ber'd

Touches his friend, which craves to be remem-

With those five talents :—[ 7(7 Flav.]—That
had,—give't these fellows

To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak or

think [sink.

That Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can
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Flav. IhatI would I could not think it

:

thought is bounty's foe ;

Being free itself it thinks all others so. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Athens. A Room in LucuLLUb'
House.

Flaminius waiting. Enter a Servant to

ill in.

Serv. I have told my lord of you ; he is

coming down to you.

Fiam. I thank you, sir.

Enter LucuLLUS

Scrv. Here 's my lord.

Lticul. \^Aside.'\ One of Lord Tim.on's men ?

a gift, I warrant. Why, this hits right ; I

dreamt of a silver basin and ewer to-night.

—

Flaminius, honest Flaminius ; you are very

respectively welcome, sir.—Fill me some wine.

[ii-v// Servant. ]
—^And how does that honour-

able, complete, free-hearted gentleman of
Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and
master ?

Flam. His health is well, sir,

Lucid. I am right glad that his health is well,

sir: and what hast thou there under thy cloak,

pretty Flaminius?
Fiam. Faith, nothing but an :inptybox, sir ;

which, in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat

your honour to supply ; who, having great and
instant occasion to rhe fifty talents, hath sent to

your lordship to furnish him, nothing doubting
your present assistance therein.

Ltictd. La, la, la, la,—nothing doubting,

says he.? Alas, good lord! a noble gentleman
'tis, if he would not keep so good a house.

]\Iany a time and often i ha'e dined v/ith hira

and told him on 't ; and come again to supper
to him of purpose to have him spend less ; and
yet he would embrace no counsel, take no
v.-arning by my coming. Every man has his

fault, and honesty is his: I ha'e told him on 't,

but I could ne'er get him from 't.

Re-enter Servant, with, wine.

Serv. Please 3^our lordship, here is the wine.

Lucid. Flaminius, I have noted thee always
wise. Here's to thee.

Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure.

Lticul. I have observed thee always for a to-

wardly prompt spirit,—give thee thy due,—and
one that knows what belongs to reason ; and
canst use the time well, if the time use thee

well : good parts in thee.—Get you gone, sirrah

[to the Servant, who goes out.]—Draw nearer,

honest Flaminius. Thy lord 's a bountiful

gentleman: but thou art wise; and thou
knowest well enough, akhougli thou comest to

me, that this isno time to lend money ; especially

upon bare friendship, without security. Here 's

three solidares for thee : good boy, wink at me,
and say thou saw'st me not. Fare thee well.

Flam. Is't possible the world should so

much differ:

And we alive that liv'd ! Fly, damned baseness,

To him that worships thee.

[ Throwing the money back.

Lticul. Ha ! now I see thou art a fool, and fit

for thy master, [Exit.

Flam. May these add to the number that

may scald thee

!

Let molten coin be thy damnation,
Thou disease of a friend and not himself!

Has friendship such a faint and milky heart,

It turns in less than two nights? O you gods,
I feel my master's passion ! This slave

L'nto his honour has my lord's meat in him:
Why should it thrive and turn to nutriment
When he is turn'd to poison?

O, may diseases only work upon 't!

And when he's sick to death, let not that pari

of nature
Which my lord paid for, be of any power
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour !

[Exit.

£ce'ne II.

—

Athens. A puhlic Place.

Enter Lucius, with Three Strangers.

L::c. AVho, the Lord Timon? lie is my very

good friend, and an honourable gentleman.

1 Stran. We know him for no less, though
v.'c r.re but strangers to him. But I can tell

you one thing, my lord, and which I hear from
common rumours,—now Lord Timon's happy
hours are done and past, and his estate shrinks

from him.

Luc. Fie, no, do not believe it; he cannot

want for money.
2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that

not long ago, one of his men was with, the Lord
Lucullus to borrow so many talents ; nay, urged

extremely for't, and showed what necessity be-

longed to 't, and yet was denied.

I
Luc. How ?

I

2 Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord.

I

Luc. What a strange case was that ! now,
before the gods, I am ashamed on 't. Denied
that honourable man ! there was very little

1 honour showed in 't. For my own part, I must
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needs confess I have received some small kind-

nesses from liim, as money, plate, jewels, and
such like trifles, not'.iin^ comparing to his ; yet,

had he mistook him and sent to me, I should

ne'er have denied his occasion so many talents.

E/i/£r Servilius.

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder 's m.y lord ; I

have sweat to see his honour.

—

My honoured

loid,

—

[y}? Lucius.
Auc. Servilius ! 5-ou are kindly met, sir. Fare

tlice well: commend me to thy honourable-

viit'.ious iord, my very exquibile friend.

Se>'. May it please your honour, my lord

hath sent,

—

Lttc. I la! what has he sent? I am so much
endeared to that lord ; he's ever sending: how
sliall I thank him, tliinkest thou? And what
has he sent now?

Sdf. Has only sent his present occasion now,
my lord ; reijueeling your lordship to supply his

instant use with so many talents.

jLuc. I know his lordship is but merry with

me;
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents.

Ser. But in the meantime he wants less, my
lord.

If his occasion were not virtuous

I should iK)t urge it half so faithfully.

L:u:. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius?

Scr, Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir.

Luc. What a wicked beast was I to disfiirnish

myself against such a good time, when I might
ha' shown myself honourable ! how unluckily it

happened that I should purchase the day before

for a little part, and undo a great deal ofhonour !

—SerNalius, now, before the gods, I am not able

to do 't,—the more beast, I say. I was send-

ing to use Lord Timon myself, these gentlemen
can witness ; but I would not for the wealth of

Athens I had done 't now. Commend me
bountifully to his good lordship ; and I hope
his honour will conceive the fairest of me,
because I have no power to be kind : and tell

him this from me, I count it one of my greatest

afOictions, say, tliat I cannot pleasure such an
honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, will

j'OU befriend me so far as to use mine own
\.ords to him?

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall.

Luc. I '1! look you out a good turn, Servilius.

[Ext( Servilius.
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk indeed;
And he that 's once denied will hardly speed.

[Lxzi.

1 Slran. Do you obser\'e this, Hostilius?

2 Slran. Ay, too well.

I Slran. NVhy, this is the world's soul ; and
just of the same piece /^

Is every flatterer's spirit- Who can call him
His friend that dips in the same dish? for, in

My knowing, Timon has been tiiis lord's father,

And kept his credit with his purse ;

Supported his estate ; nay, Timon's money
Has paid his men their wages: he ne'er drinks

Eut Tim.on's silver treads upon his lip;

And yet,—O see the monstrousness of man
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape !

—

He docs deny him, in respect of his.

What charitable men afford to beggars.

3 Slran. Religion groans at it

I Slran. For mine own part,

I never tasted Timon in my life,

Is'or came any of iiis bounties over me
To mark me .'"or liis friend ; yet I protest,

For his right ntjble mind, illustrious virtue,

And honourable carriage,

Had his necessity made use of me,
I v.'ould have put my wealth into donation,

And the best half should have return'd to him.
So much I love his heart: but, I perceive.

Men must learn now with pity to dispense :

For policy sits above conscience. \_Exeu?ti,

Scene HI.

—

Athens. A Room in

Sempronius' House.

Enter Sempronius and a Servant cf
Timon's.

Sem, Must he needs trouble me in 't,—hum i—'bove all others?

He might have tried Lord Lucius or Lucullusj

And now Ventidius is wealthy too,

Whom he redeem'd from prison : all these

Ov/e their estates unto him.
Serv. My lord,

They have all been touch'd and found base
metal ; for

They have all denied him.
Sent. IIov,- ! have they denied him?

Has Ventidius and LucuUus denied him?
And does he send to me? Three? hum !—

•

It shows but little love or judgment in him:
Must I be his last refuge! His friends, like

physicians,

Thrive, give him over: must I take the cure

upon me? lum,

Has much disgrac'd me in 't ; I am angry at

That might have known my place : I see no
sense for't,

Eut his occasions might have woo'd me first

;

For, in my conscience, I v.'as the first man
That e'er received gift from him:
And does he think so backwaidly of me now
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That I 'il requite it list? No:
So it may prove an argument of laughter

To the rest, and 'mongsi the hncls I be thou'^ht

a. fool.

I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum
Had sent to me first, but for my mind's sal'Ce

;

I had such a courage to do him good. But now
return,

And with their laint reply this answer join ;

Who bales mine honour shall not know my coin.

Serv. Excellent! Your lordship's a goodly
villain. The devil knew not what he did when
he made man politic,—he cross'd himself by 't

:

and 1 cannot think but, in the end, the vilianies

of man will set him clear. I low f.iiriy this lord
strives to appear foul ! takes virtuous copies to

be wicked ; like those that under hot ardent
zeal would set whole realms on fire

:

Of such a nature is his politic love.

This was my lord's best hope ; now all are fled,

Save only the gods: now his friends are dea-.l,

Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their

wards
Many a bounteous year, must be employ'd
Now t(j guard sure their master.

And this is all a liberal course allows

;

Who cannot keep his wealth must keep his

house. \^Exit.

Scene IV.—Athens. A Hall in'Y\^\oy."s

House.

Enter Two Servants ofYakv.o ami the Servant

of Lucius, meeting Titus, Hortensius,
and other Servants of Timon's creditors^

waiting his coming out.

I Var. Serv. W' ell met; good-morrow, Titus
and Hortensius.

Tit. The hke to you, kind Varro,
Her. Ludus

!

Wh.at, do we meet together ?

Luc. Serv. Ay, and I tliink

Or.e business does command us all; for mine
Is money.

Tit. So is theirs and ours.

Eriier Philotus.

Luc. Serv. And Sir Philotus too

!

Phi. Good-day at once.
Ltic. Serv. Welcome, good brother.

Wlira do you think the hour ?

Phi. Labouring for nine.
Z«<-. Serv. So much?
Pii^- I5 not my lord seen y«t?
Ltic. Serv. Not yet,

Fhi. I wonder on't; he was wont to shine
at seven.

Luc. Se7~v. Ay, but tlie days are waxed shorter
with him

:

You must consider that a prodigal course
Is like the sun's ; but not, like his, recoverable.
I fear

'Tis deepest winter in Lord Timon's purse ;

That is, one may reach deep enough and yet
Find little.

Phi. I am of your fear for that. [event.

Tit. I "1! sh.ov.' you how to observe a strange
Your lord sends now for money.

Hi^r. I\Ic,st trne, he does.
Tit. And he wearsjewels now ofTimon's gift.

For which I wait for money.
Har. It is against my heart.

Lt^c. Serv. Mark how strange it shov.^s,

Timon in this should pay more than he owes :

And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jev. els

.And send for money for 'em.
Hor. I am wear}' of this charge, the gods

can witness

:

I know my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth.
And now ingratitude makes it worse than steal t h.

I Far. Serv. Yes, mine's three thousand
crowns : w'nat 's yours ?

Luc. Serz'. Five thousand mine.
I / ar. Serv. 'Tis much deep : and it should

seem by the sum
Your master's confidence was above mine ;

Else, surely, his had equall'd.

Enter Flaminius.

Tit. One of Lord Timon's men.
Luc. Serv. Flaminius ! sir, a word : pray, is.

my lord ready to come forth ?

Flam. No, indeed, he is not.

Tit. We attend his lordship
; pray, signify

so much.
Flam. I need not tell hira that ; he knows

you arc too diligent. \Exit.

Enter Flavius, in a cloak, viujjled.

Luc. Serv. Ha ! is ttot that his steward
mufHed so ?

He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.
Tit. Do you hear, sir ?

Both Var. Serv. By your leave, sir,

—

Fl&v. V.^hat do you ask of rae, my friends ?

Tit. We wait for certain mouey here, six.

Euro. Ay,
If money were as certain as your waiting
Twere sure cnoug'n.

Why then preferr'd you not your sums and bills

When your false masters cat of my lord's meat?
Tbea they could smile, asd fawn upon his

debts, [mpws.
And take down th' interest into their gluttonota
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Xon do yourselves but wrong to stir me up ;

Let nie pass quietly :

lic'licve't my lord and I have made an end ;

I have no more to reckon, he to spend.

/.ICC. Sen/. Ay, but this answer will not serve.

/Yav. If 'twill not serve 'tis not so base as you

;

r'or you serve knaves. [Axil.

1 Jar. Serr. 1 low ! Wiat docs his cashier'd

worship mutter ?

2 Var. Se>i>. No matter what ; he 's poor,

rnd (hat's revenge enough. Who can speak

liroader than he that has no house to put his

Lead in ? such may rail against great buildings.

E//Ur Servilius.

7>V. O, here 's Servilius ; now we shall know
some answer.

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to

repair some other hour, I should much derive

from't ; for, take 't of my soul, my lord leans

Avondrously to discontent : his comfortable tem-

per has forsook him ; he is much out of health,

and keeps his chamber. [not sick :

Luc. Sefv. Many do keep their chambers are

And, if it be so far beyond his health,

Llethinks he should the sooner pay his debts.

And make a clear way to the gods.

Ser. Good gods !

Til. We cannot take this for answer, sir.

Fla}n. \\Vitkin.^ Servilius, help!—my lord !

my lord !

EnterTmon^in a rage ; Flaminius/;//^ww^.

Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd against

my passage ?

TIave I been ever free, and must my house

Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ?

The place which I have feasted, docs it now.
Like all mankind, shov.' me an iron heart?

Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus.

Tit. My lord, here is my bill.

Luc. Serv. Here 's mine.

Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord.

Both. J^ar. Scrzi. And ours, my lord.

Fhi. All our bills. [to the girdle.

Tim. Knock me down with 'em : cleave me
Luc. Seiv. Alas, my lord,

—

Tim. Cut my heart in sums.

Lit. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim. Tell out my blood.

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my Itsid.

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that.

—

"What yours ?—and yours ?^
1 Var. Serv. My lord,

—

2 Var. Se'i'v. My lord,

—

Tim. Tear me, lake me, and the gods fall

upon j'ou 1 [^Exit.

Ilor. Faith, I perceive our masters may
throw their caps at their money: these debts

may well be called desperate ones, for a mad-
man owes 'em. \Exeunt,

Re-enter TiMON and Flavius.

Tim. They have e'en put my breath from
me, the slaves.

Creditors !—devils.

Flav. My dear lord,

—

Tim. What if it should be so?
Flam. My lord,

—

Tim. I il have it so.—My steward !

Flav. Here, my lord.

'lim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again^

Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all:

1 'U once more feast the rascals.

Flav. O my lord,

\'ou only speak from your distracted soul

;

There is not so much left to furnish out

A moderate table.

Tim. Be 't not in thy care ; go,

I charge thee, invite them all : let in the tide

Of knaves once more ; my cook and I '11 pro-

vide. \Exeu7it.

Scene V.

—

Athens. The Senate LLouse.

The Senate sitting.

1 Sen. My lords, you have my voice to it

:

the fault's

Bloody ; 'lis necessary he should die :

Nothing emboldens sin sen much as mercy.

2 Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him.

Enter Alcibiades, attended.

Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to

the senate !

I Sen. Now, captain?

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues ;

For pity is ihc virtue of the law,

And none but tyrants use it cruelly.

It pleases time and fortune to lie hea\'y

Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood,

Hath stepp'd into the law, which is past depth

To those that without heed do plunge into't.

lie is a man, setting his fate aside,

Of comely virtues :

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice,

—

An honour in him which buys out his fault,

—

But with a noble fury and fair spirit.

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death,

He did oppose his foe :

And with such sober and unnoted passion

He did behove his anger ere 'twas spent.

As if he had but prov'd an argument.

I Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox.
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Striving to make an ugly deed look fair :

Your words have took such pains, as if they
labour'd [quarrelling

To bring manslaughter into form, and set

Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed,

Is valour misbegot, and came into the world
WTien sects and factions were newly born :

He 's truly valiant that can wisely suffer

The worst that man can breathe ; and make
his wrongs [carelessly ;

His outsides,— to wear them like his raiment.
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart.

To bring it into danger.

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill,

What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill

!

Alcib. My lord,

—

[clear :

I Sen. You cannot make gross sins look
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. [me,

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon
If I speak like a captain :

—

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle,

And not endure all threats? sleep upon't.
And let the foes quietly cut their throats,

Without repugnancy ? but if there be
Such valour in the bearing, what make we
Abroad ? why, then, women are more valiant.

That stay at home, if bearing carry it

;

And th' ass more captain than the lion ; the

fellow

Loaden with irons wiser than the judge.
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords,

As you arc great, be pitifully good :

WTio cannot condemn rashness in cold blood ?

To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust

;

But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis most just.

To be in anger is impiety ;

But who is man that is not angry ?

Weigh but the crime with tl^is.

2 Sen. You breathe in vain.

Alcib. In vain ! his service done
At Laceda;mon and Byzantium
Were a sufficient briber for his life.

1 Sen. What 's that ?

Alcib. Why, I say, my lords, h'as done fair

service,

And slain in fight many of your enemies :

How full of valour did he bear himself
In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds !

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with
'em, he

Is a sworn rioter : he has a sin that often
Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner :

If there were no foes, that were enough
To overcome him : in that beastly fury
He has been known to commit outrages
And cherish factions : 'tis inferr'd to us
His days are foul and his drink dangerous.

I Sen. He dies.

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war.
My lords, if not for any parts in him,

—

Though his right arm might purchase his own
time.

And be in debt to none,—yet, more to move
you,

Take my deserts to his, and join them both :

And, for I know your reverend ages love

Security, I '11 pawn my victories, all

My honours to you, upon his good returns.

If by this crime he owes the law his life,

Why, let the war receiv 't in valiant gore ;

For law is strict, and war is nothing more.
1 Sen. We are for law,—he dies; urge it no

more.
On height of our displeasure : friend or brother,

He forfeits his own blood that spills another.

Alcib. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords,

I do beseech you, know me.
2 Sen. How !

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances.
3 Sen. What I

Alcib. I cannot think but your age has for-

got me ;

It could not else be I should prove so base
To sue, and b>e denied such common grace :

My wounds ache at you.

I Sen. Do you dare our anger?
'Tis in few words, but spacious in efiect

;

We banish thee for ever.

Alcib. Banish me !

Banish your dotage ; banish usury.

That makes the senate ugly.

I Sen. If, after two days' shine, Athens con-
tain thee.

Attend our weightier Judgment. And, not to

swell our spirit,

He shall be executed presently.

YExcuut Senators.

Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough ;

that you may live

Only in bone, that none may look on you !

I am worse than mad : I have kept back their

foes.

While they have told their money, and let out
Their coin npon large interest ; I myself
Ridi only in large hurls ;—all those for this ?

Is this the balsam that the usuring senate

Pours into captains' wounds? Ha ! banishment?
It comes not ill : I hate not to be banish'd ;

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury.

That I may strike at Athens. I '11 cheer up
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts.

'Tis honour with most lands to be at odds ;

Soldiers should brook is little wrongs as gods.

\_Exit,
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Scene VI. -Athens. A maptificent Room
in Timon's House.

JlJusic. Tables set out: Servants attending.

Ejiter divers Lords at several doors.

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir.

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I think this

honourable lord did but try us this other day.

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring

when we encountered : I hope it is not so low

with him as he made it seem in the trial of his

several friends.

2 Lord. It should not be by the persuasion

of iiis new feasting.

1 I^ord. I should tliink so : lie hath sent me
an earnest inviting, which many my near occa-

sions did urge me to put off; but he hath

conjured me beyond them, and I must needs

appear.

2 Lord. In like manner was I in debt to my
importunate business, but he would not hear

my excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow
of me, that my provision was out.

I Lord. I a;n sick of that grief too, as I

understand how all things go.

z Lord. Every man here 's so. What would
he have borrowed of you ?

1 i^ord. A thousand pieces.

2 L^ord. A thousand pieces !

I L.ord. What of you ?

3 Lord. He sent to me, sir,—Here he comes.

Enter TiMON and Attendants.

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both.

—

And iio\t fare you ?

1 Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of

your lordship.

2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer
more willing than we your lordship.

Titn. Nor more willingly leaves winter ;

such summer-birds are men. [Aside.]—Gentle-

men, our dinner will not recompense this long

stay : feast your ears with the music awhile, if

they will fare so harshly o' the trumpet's

sound ; we shall to't presently.

1 Lord. I hope it remains not unkindly
with your lordship that I returned you an
empty messenger.

Tint. O, sir, let it not trouble yoit,

2 Lord. My noble lord,

—

Tim. Ah, my gocxi friend ! what cheer?
2 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e'en

sick of shame that, when your lordship this

other day sent to me, I was so unfortunate a

beggar.

Tim. Think not on't, sir.

2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours
before,

—

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remem-
brance.—Come, bring in all together.

[ The banquet brought in.

2 Lord. All covered dishes !

I Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you.

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money and the

season can yield it.

I Lord. How do you? What's the news?
3 Lord. Alcibiades is banished : hear you of it?

1 (.V 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished !

3 Lord. 'Tis so, be sure of it.

1 Lord. How ! how !

2 L^ord. I pray you, upon what ?

Tim. My \\'orihy friends, will you draw near ?

3 Lord. I'll teil you more anon. Here's a

noble feast toward.

2 L.ord. This is the old man still.

3 Lord. Will't hold? wiU't hold?
2 Lord. It does : but time will—and so,

—

3 Lord. I do conceive.

Tim. Each man to his stool with that spur

as he would to the lip of his mistress : yoi;r

diet shall be in ail places alike. Make not a

city feast of it, to let the meat cool ere we can

r.gree upon the first place : sit, siL The gods

require our thanks.

—

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with
thankfulness. For your own gifts make j-ourselves

praised : but rescue still to give, lest your deities be
despised. Lend to each man enough, that one need
not lend to ani->ther ; for, were your godheads to bcrrcv
of men, men would forsake the gods. Make the meat
be beloved more than the miin that gives it. Let no
a'isembly of twenty be without a score of villains: if

there sit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of them
be—as thty are. 'the re-t of your feas, O gods,—the
senators of Athens, together with the common tag of
people,—wh.it is amiss in them, you gods, make suit-

able for destruction. For these my present friends,— rs

they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless them, and
to nothing are they welcome.

Uncover, dogs, and lap.

[ The dishes, vjhen uncovered, are seer,

to hefail ofivarm water.

Some speak. V.'hit does his lordship mean ?

Some other. I know not.

Tim. May you a better feast never behold.

You knot of mouth-friends ! smoke and luke-

warm water

Is your perfection. This is Timon's last

:

Who, stuck and spangled with your flatteries,

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces

[ Throwing the water in theirfaces.

Your reeking villany. Live loath'd and long,

Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites.

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, mock
bears, [aies

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's



SCENE VI.] TIMON OF ATHENS. 80^

Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks!

Of man and beasl the infiniie malady
(Jrust 3-ou quite o'er !—What, dost you go ?

Soft, cake thy physic first,—thou too,—and
thou ;—

Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.

—

[77iro7us iii<: dishes at ihcm, and
drives them out.

What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast

\Vliereat a villain's no' a welcome guest.

IJurn, house ! sink, Athens ! henceforth hated b.e

Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! \_Exit.

Re-enfer the Lords.

1 Lord. Ilow now, my lords !

2 Lord. Know you the quality of Lord
Timon's fury?

3 Lord. Pish ! did you see my cap ?

4 Lord. I have lost my gown.
1 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and naught

but humour sways him. He gave me a jewel

the other day, and now he has beat it out of

my liat :—did you see my jewel ?

3 Lord. Did you see niy cap?
2 Lord. Here 'tis.

4 Lord. Here lies my govv'n.

1 Lord. Let 's make no stay.

2 Lord. Lord Timon 's mad.

3 Lord. I feel 't upon my bones.

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next

day stones. \_Exeunl.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

IVithout the iVai/s 0/ Athkns.

Enter TiMON.

Tim. Let me look back upon thee, O thou
wall

That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the earth

And fence not Athens ! ilatrons, turn incon-
tinent !

Obedience fail in children! shaves and fools.

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench
And minister in their steads! to general filths

Convert, o' the instant, green virginity,

—

Do't in your parent's eyes! bankrupts, hold fast

;

Rather than render back, out with your knives
And cut your trusters' throats 1 bound servants,

steal

!

Large-handed robbers your grave masters arc,

And pill by law ! maid, to thy master's bed,

—

Thy mistress is o' the brothel ! son of sixteen.

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping sire,

With it beat out his brains ! piety and fear,

Religion to the gods,- peace, justice, truth,

Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood,

Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades,

Degrees, observances, customs and laws,

Decline to your confounding contraries, [men.
And let confusion live!—Plagues incident to

Your potent and infectious fevers heap
On Athens, ripe for stroke 1 thou cold sciatica.

Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt

As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth.

That "gainst the stream of virtue they may strive

And drown themselves in riot ! itches, biains.

Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop

Ee general leprosy! breath infect breath ;

That their society, as their friendship, may
Be merely poison ! Nothing I 'i! bear from thee

Bat nakedness, thou detestable town!
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns!

Timon \i\^ to the woods ; where he shall find

The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind.
The gods confound,—hear me, ve good gods

all,—
The Athenians both within and out that wall !

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate maygrov/
To the whole race of mankind, liigh and low

!

Amen. \Exit,

Scene IL—Athens. A Room in Timon's
House.

Enter Fi^AVius. ivilh Two or Three Servants.

I Serv. Here you, master steward, where 's

our master ?

Are we undone? cast off? nothing remaining?
Fiav. Alack, my fellows, what should I say

to you ?

Let me be recorded by the righteous gods,

I am as poor as you.

1 Serv. Such a house broke !

So noble a master fall'n ! All gone ! and not
One friend to take Iris fortune by the arm
And go along with him !

2 Serv. As we do turn or.r backs
To our companion thrown into his grave.

So his familiars from his buried fortunes

Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him,
Like empty purses pick'd ; and his poor self,

A dedicated beggar to the air,

With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty.

Walks, like contempt, alone.—More of our

fellows.

Enter other Sen.'ants.

F!av. All broken implements of a ruin'd

house. [liver}';

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's
That see I by our faces ; we are fellows still,

Serving alike in sorrow : leak'd is our baik

;
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And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck
]

i I caring the surges threat : we must all part

IiUo this sea of air.

FlazK Good fellows all,

Tlie latest of my wealth I '11 share amongst you.

Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake,

Let 's yet be fellows ; let 's shake our heads,

and say,

As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortune,

iVe have seen be/ler days. Let each take some.
[Giving them ni07iey.

Nay, put out all your hands. Nut one word
more :

Tims part we rich in sorrow, parting poor.

[Servants e/n/n-ace, andpart several ways.

O, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us !

Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt
Since riches point to misery and contempt?
Who would be so mock'd vvith glory ? or to live

P.ut in a dream of friendship ? [pounds,

To have his pomp, and all what state com-
But only painted, like his varnish'd friends?

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart,

L'ndone V)y goodness ! strange, unusual blood,

When man's worst sin is, he does too much good I

Who then dares to be half so kind again ?

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar
men.

i>Iy dearest lord,—bless'd to be most accurs'd,

Rich only to be wretched,—thy great fortunes

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord !

lie's flung in rage from this ingrateful seat

Of monstrous friends ; nor has he with him to

Supply his life, or that which can command it.

I '11 follow and enquire liim out

:

I '11 ever serve his mind with my best will ;

Whilst I have gold, 1 11 be his steward still.

{Exit.

ScEMi \\\.— The Woods. Before Timon's
Cave.

Enter Timon.

Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the

earth

Rotten humidity; below thy sister's orb

Infect tlie air ! Twinn'd brothers ofone womb,

—

Whose procreation, residence, and birth

Scarce is dividant,—touch them with several

fortunes ;

The greater scorns the lesser : not nature,

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great

fortime

But by contempt of nature.

Raise me this beggar and deny 't that lord ;

The senator sliall bear contempt hereditary

The beggar native honour.

It is the pasture lards the other's sides,

The want that makes him lean. Who dares,

who dares,

In purity of manhood stand upright,

And say, 7 his mast's ajlatta-cr? if one be.

So are they all ; for ever)' grise of fortune

Is smooth'd by that below: the learned pate

Ducks to the golden fool: all is oblique;

There's nothing level in our cursed natures

Put direct villany. Therefore, be abhorr'd

All feasts, societies, and throngs of men !

Mis semblable, yea, himself Timon disdains :

Destruction fang mankind !—Earth, yield me
roots

!

[ Diggin;\

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his pakiie

W^ith thy most operant poison ! V^'hat is here?

Gold? )cl!ow, glittering, precious gold? No,
gods,

I am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heavens

!

Thus much of this will make black, white ;

foul, fair

;

[valiant.

W^rong, right ; base, noble ; old, young ; coward,

Ila, you gods ! why this? what this, you gods?

why, this [sides ;

Will lug your priests and servants from your

Pluck stout men's pillows from below their

heads

:

This yellow slave

Will knitand break religions ; bless the accurs'd;

Make the hoar leprosy ador'd ; place thieves.

And give them title, knee, and approbation.

With senators on the bench : this is it

That makes e wappen'd widow wed again ;

She whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores

Would cast the gorge at, this embalms ar.d

spices

To the .'Vpril day again. Come, damned eanh,

Thou common whore of mankind, that putl'st

odds
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

Do thy right nature.

—

[March afar off.\ Ila !

a drum ?—Thou 'rt quick,

But yet I '11 bury thee : thou 'it go, strong thief,

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand :

—

Nay, stay thou out for earnest.

[Keeping some gold.

Enter Alcibiades, with drum and fife, in

warlike manner; PllRYNiA a«^TiMANDKA.

Alcib. Wliat art thou there ? speal:.

Ttm. A beast, as thou ait. The canker gnaw
thy heart

For showing me again the eyes of man ! .

Alcib. What is thy name? Is man so hateful

to thee.

That art thyself a man ?

Tim. I am misanthropes, and hate mankind.
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For ihy part, I do wish thou wert a dog,

That I might love thee something.

Ala'b. I know tliee well ;

But in thy fortunes am unlearn"d and strange.

Tii/i. I know thee too ; and more than that

I know thee

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ;

With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules

:

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ;

Then what should war be? This fell whore of

thine

Hath in her more destruction than thy sword,

For all her ch.erubin look.

Phry. Thy lips rot off!

Tim. I will not kiss thee ; then the rut

returns

To thine own lips again. [change ?

Alcih. How came the noble Timon to this

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to

give :

But then renew I could not, like the moon ;

There were no suns to borrow of.

Aliib. Noble Timon,
What friendship may I do thee ?

Tim. None, but to

f\raintain my opinion.

Alcib. What is it, Timon?
Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform

none : if thou wilt not promise, the gods plague

thee, for thou art a man ! if thou dost perform,

confound thee, for thou art a man !

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy

miseries. [perity.

Thou saw'st them when I had pros-

I see them now ; then was a blessed

time. [harlots.

As thine is now, held with a brace of

Timan. Is this the Athenian minion whom
the world

Voic'd so regardfully?

Tint. Art thou Timandra ?

Timan. Yes.

Tim. Be a whore still ! they love thee not

that use thee ;

Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust.

Make use of thy salt hours season the slaves

For tubs and baths ; bring down rose-cheek"d

youth to

The tub-fast and the diet.

Timan. Hang thee, monster !

Akib. Pardon him, sweet Tim.anJra ; for his

wits

Are drown'd and lost in his calamities.—
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon,
The want whereof doth daily make revolt

In my penurious band : I have heard and
griev'd,

Tim.
Alab.

Tim.

How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth.

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighl-ijur

states.

But for thyswordand fortune, troduponthcm,

—

Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee

gone. [Timon.
Alcib. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear

Tim. How dost thou pity him wIkuii t.ioa

dost trouble ?

I had rather be alone.

Alcib. Why, fare thee well :

Here is some gold for thee.

Ti?)t. Keep it, I cannot eat it.

.llcib. When I have laid proud Athens un a
heap,

—

Tim. Warr'st thou 'gainst Athens?
Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have c;u;ne.

Tim. The gods confound them all in tliy

conquest ;

And thee after, when thou hast conquer'd 1

Alcib. Why me, Timon ?

Tim, That by killing of villains,

Thou wast born to conquer my country.

[\tt up thy gold : go on,—here 's gold,—go on;

FSe as a planetary plague, when Jove
Will o'er some high-vic'd city hang his poison

In the sick air : let not thy sword skip one :

Pity not honour'd age for his white beard,

i le is an usurer : strike me the counterfeit mati jn

:

It is her habit only that is honest.

Herself 's a bawd : let not the virgin's cheek

Make soft thy trenchant sword; for those n.ilk

paps,
_

[eye.:.

That through the window-bars bore at men's
Are not within the leaf of pity writ,

r set them do'wn horrible traitors: spare not

the babe, [mercy

;

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their

Think it a bastard, whom the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronounc'dthy throat shall cut,

\\vl mmce it sans remorse : swear agam^t:

objects

;

Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes ;

Whose proof nor yells of mothers, maids, nor
babes,

Nor sight of priests in holy vestments blcedi::g.

Shall pierce a jot. There 's gold to pay thy

soldiers

:

Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent.

Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone.

Alcib. Hast thou gold yet? I'll take the

gold thou giv'st me,
Not all thy counsel.

Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's

curse upon t'nee !

Phr. 5r' Timan. Give us s-raic gold, good
Timon : hast thou more ?
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Tint. Eiioiijjh to make a whore forswear her

trade, [sluts,

And to make whores a bawd. Hold up, you
\'oi;r aprons mountant : you are not oathable,

—

Although 1 know you'll swcdr, terribly swear,
l:ito strong shudders and to heavenly ajjues.

The iuimortal gods that hear you,—spare your
oaths,

I '11 trust to your conditions : be whores still ;

And he whose pious breaih seeks to convert you,
I'e strong in v. i.ore, allure him, burn him up ;

Let your close fiie predominate l:is smoke,
And be no turncoats : yet may your pain^ six

months [roofs

Ej quite contrary: and thatch your poor thin

W'iih burdens of the dead ;—some tl.at were
hang'd,

No matter :—wear them, betray with them :

whore still ;

Paint till a horse may mire upon your face :

A pox of wrinkles !

rhr. £r= I'iiiiaii. Well, more gold.—What
then ?—

Eelieve 't, that we '11 do anything for gold.

Tim. Consumptions sow [shins,

In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp
And mar men's spurring. Crack tlie lawyer's

voice,

That he may never more false title plead,

Nor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the flamen,
I'liat scolds against the quality of flesh

And not believes himself : down with the nose,
Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away
Of him that, his particular to foresee,

Smells from tlie general weal ; make curl'd-pate
ruffians bald ;

And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war
Derive some pain from you : plague all

;

That your activity may defeat and quell
The source of ail erection.—There's more

gold :-
Do you damn others and let this damn you,
AiJ'J ditches grave you all !

1 ar, df Tiiiian. More counsel with more
money, bounteous TLmon.

Tim. More whore, more mischief first ; I

have given you earnest.

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens !

Farewell, Timon :

If I thrive well I '11 visit thee again.

Tim. If I hope well I 'U never see thee more.
Alcib. I never did thee harm.
Tim. Yes, thou spok'st well of me.
Alcib. Call'st thou that harm ?

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee away, and
take

Thy beagles v.ith thee.

Alcib. Vi'e but offend him.—Stril,

\Drunt beals. Excintl Ai.CimAiJL.s,

PiiRYNlA, and Tim AM>RA.
Tim. That nature, being sick of man's un-

kindness.

Should yet be hungry !—Common mother, tliou,

{Digi^nr:^.

Whose womb unmeasurable and infinite breast

Teems and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle,

Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is

puff'd.

Engenders the bl.ick toad and adder blue,

The gilded newt and eyeless venoir.'d worm.
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven
Whereon Hyperion's quickening firedolh shir.c

;

Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate,

From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root 1

Enscar tiiy fertile and conceptious womb,
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man .'

Go great with tigtrs, dragons, wolves, and
bears

;

[face

Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward
Hath to the marbled mansion ail above
Never presented !—O, a root,—dear thanks !

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-tern

leas

;

Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts

And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind.
That from it all consideration slips J

Enter Apemantus.

More man ? plague, plague !

Apetn. I was directed hither : men report

Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use

ihcm. [a dog
TiTii. 'Tis, then, because thou dost not keep

V»'hom I would imitate: consumption catch ihee !

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected ;

A poor unmanly melancholy sprung

From change of fortune. Why this spade?
this place?

This slave-like habit ? and these looks of care ?

Thy flatterers yet we.ar silk, drink wine, lie soft ;

Hug their diseas'd perfumes, and have forgot

That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods
By putting on the cunning of a carper.

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive

By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee,

And let his very breath vhom thou 'It observe

Blow off thy cap
; praise his most vicious strain,

And call it excellent : thou wast told thus ;

Thou gav'st thine ears, like tapsters that bid

welcome,
To knaves and all approachers : 'tis most just

That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou weallli again

P^ascals should have'i. Do not assume my
likeness.

i



SCENS HI.] TIMON OF ATHENS. ait

Tim. Were I like thee, I VI throw away
myself. [like thyself;

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being

A madman so long, now a fool. What, think'st

That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain,

Will put thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss'd
trees,

That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels,

And skip when thou point'st out ? Will the

cold brook,

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste

To cure thy o'ernight's surfeit ? call the crea-

tures,

—

Whose naked natures live in all the spite

Of wreckful heaven j whose bare unhoused
trunks,

To the conflicting elements expos'd,

Answer mere nature,—bid ihem Hatter thee ;

O, thou shalt find,—
Tim. A fool of thee : depart.

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did.

lim. I hate thee worse.

Af'em. Why ?

1 im. Thou flatter'st misery.

Apem. I flatter not ; but say tliou art a
caitiff.

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out?
Apem. To vex thee.;

Tim. Always a villain's office or a fool's.

Dost please thyself in 't?

Apem. Ay.
Tim, What ! a knave too?
Apem. If thou didst put this sour-coid habit

on
To castigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou
Dost it enforcedly ; thou 'd Bt courtier be again
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before :

The one is filling still, never complete ;

The other, at high wish : best slate, contentless.

Hath a distracted and most wretched being.
Worse than the worst, content.

Thou should'st desire to die, being miserable.
Tim. Not by his breath that is more miser-

able.

Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm
With favour never clasp'd ; but bred a dog.
Hadst thou, like us from our first sv/ath, pro-

ceeded
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords

To such as may the passive drugs of it [thyself
Freely command, thou woiiKlst have plung'd
In general riot 5 melted down thy youth
In different beds of lust ; and never learn'd
'The icy precepts of respect, but follow'd
The sugar'd game before thee. But myself,

JVho had the world as my confectionary ;

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts
of men

At duty, more than I could frame employment;
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves

Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare
For every storm that blows ;— I, to bear this,

That never knew but better, is some burden

:

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time
Hath made thee hard in 't. Why shouldst thou

hate men ? [given ?

They never flatter'd thee : what hast thou
If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor rag.

Must be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stutT

To some she beggar, and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence 1 be gone !

—

If thou hadst not been bom the worst of men,
Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer.

Apem, Art thou proud yet ?

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee.

Apem. I, that I was
No prodigal.

Tim. I, that I am one now :

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee,

I 'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.—
That the whole life of Athens were in this !

Thus would I eat it. ^Eating a root.

Apem, Here ; I will mend thy feast.

[Offering kim someikirg.

Tim. First mend my company, take away
thyself.

Apem, So I shall mend mine own by the lack

of tWne. [botcli'd ;

Tim, 'Tis not well mended so, it is but

If not, I would it were.

Apem. What wouldst thou have to Athens ?

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou
wilt.

Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have,

Apem. Here is no use for gold.

Tim. The best and truest

:

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm.
Apem. Where ly'st o' nights, Timon ?

Tim. Under that 's above me.
Wliere feed'st thou o' days, Apemantus ?

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat ; or,

rather, where I cat it.

Tim. Would poison were obedient, and knew
my mind !

Apem. \'\Tiere wouldst thou send it ?

Tim. To sauce thy dislies.

Apem. The middle of humanity thou nevffr

knev/cKt, but the extremity of both ends : when
thou wast in thy gilt and thy perfume they

mocked thee for too much curiosity ; in thy

rags thou ktiowest none, b\it art despised for

the contrary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it.
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Tim. On what I hale I feed not
Apem. Dost hate a medlar ?

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee.

Apem. An thou hadst hated medlars sooner,

thou shouldst have loved thyself better now.
What man didst thou ever know unthrift that

was beloved after his means?
Tim. Who without those means thou talkest

of didst thou ever know beloved ?

Apem. Myself.

7'm. I understand thee ; thou hadst some
means to keep a dog.

Apem. WTiat things in the world canst thou
nearest compare to thy flatterers ?

Tim. Women nearest ; but men, men are

the things themselves. What wouldst thou do
with the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy
power ?

Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the

men.
7V«. Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the

confusion of men, and remain a beast with the
beasts ?

Apem. Ay, Timon.
Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods

grant thee t' attain to ! If thou wert the lion,

the fox would beguile thee : if thou wert the

lamb, the fox would eat thee : if thou wert the

fox, the lion would suspect thee, when, perad-

venture, thou wert accused by the ass : if thou
wert the ass, thy dulness would torment thee ;

and still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the

wolf: if thou wert the wolf, thy greediness
would afflict thee, and oft thou shouldst hazard
tiiy life for thy dinner : wert thou the unicorn,
pride and wrath would confound thee, and
make thine own self the conquest of thy fury

:

wert thou a bear, thou wouldst be killed by the
horse ; wert thou a horse, thou wouldst be
seized by the leopard ; wert thou a leopard,
thou wert german to the lion, and the spots of

thy kindred were jurors on thy life : all thy
sarety were remotion ; and thy defence absence.
What beast couldst thou be, that were not
subject to a beast? and what a beast art thou
already, that seest not thy loss in transformation!

Apem. If thou couldst please me with speak-
ing to me, thou might'st have hit upon it here :

the commonwealth of Athens is become a forest

of beasts.

Tim. How has the ass broke the wall, that
thou art out of the city ?

Apem. Yonder comes a poet and a painter :

the plague of company light upon thee ! I will

fear to catch it, and give way : when I know
not wliat else to do, I '11 see thee again.

Tim, WTicn there is nottiing living but thee,

thou shalt be welcome. I had rather be a
beggar's dog than Apemantus.
Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

Titn. Would thou wert clean enough lo spit

upon

!

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad
to curse.

Tim. All villains that do stand by thee are
pure.

Apem. There is no leprosy but what thou
speak'st.

Tim. If I name thee.

—

I '11 beat thee, but I should infect my hands.
Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off I

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog I

Choler does kill me that thou art alive

;

I swoon to see thee.

Apem. Would thou wouldst burst !

Tim. Away,
Thou tedious logue ! I am sorry I shall lose

A stone by thee. [ 'Throws a stone at him..

Apem. Beast !

Urn. Slave

!

Apem. Toad !

'Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue !

[Apem. retreats backwa^-d, as going.

I am sick of this false world ; and will love

naught
But even the mere necessities upon 't.

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave ;

Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph.

That death in me at others' lives may laugh.

O thou sweet king-killer and dear divorce

l^Looking on the gold.

'Twixt natural son and sire 1 thou bright

defiler

Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars !

Thou ever young, fresh, lov'd and delicate

wooer,
^Vhose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou visible god,
That solder'si close impossibilities,

And mak'st them kiss ! that speak'st with every

tongue
To every purpose 1 O thou touch of hearts !

Think, thy slave, man, rebels ; and by thy

virtue

Set them into confounding odds, that beasts

May have the world in empire !

Apem. Would 'twere so !

—

But not till I am dead.—I '11 say thou 'st gold :

Thou wilt be throng'd to shortly.

Tim. Throng'd to?

Apem. Ay.
Ti>n. Thy back, I pr'ythee.

Apem. Live, and love thy misery I
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Tim. Long live so, and so die ! yE.xit Ape-
MANTUS.] I am quit.

More things like men?— Eat, Timon, and
athor them.

Enter Tliievcs.

1 Thief. Where should he have this gold?

It is some poor fragment, some slender ort of

his remainder : the mere want of gold and the

ialling-from of his friends drove him into tliis

melancholy.
2 Thief. It is noised he hath a mass of trea-

sure.

3 Thief Let us make the assay upon him :

if he care not for't, he will supply us easily; if

he covetously reserve it, how shall 's get it ?

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him,
iis hid.

1 Thief. Is not this he ?

TJiicvcs. Vi'Iiere ?

2 Thief. 'Tis his description.

3 Thief lie; I know hini.

Thieves. Save thee, Timon.
Tim. Now, thieves?

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves.

Tim. Both too ; and women's sons.

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that

much do want.

Tim. Your greatest want is, you want much
of meat.

Why should you want? Behold, the earth

hath roots ;

Within this mile break forth a hundred springs

:

The oaks bear mast, the briars .scarlet hips !

The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush
Lays her full mess before you. Want ! why

want ? [water,

I Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries,

As beasts and birds and fishes.

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds,

and fishes ;

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con,

Tliat you are thieves profess'd ; that you work
not

111 holier shapes : for there is boundless theft

In limited professions. Rascal tliieves.

Here 's gold. Go, suck the subtle blood o' tlie

grape
Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth,

And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician ;

His antidotes are poison, and he slays

^.lore than you rob : take wealth and lives

together ;

i )o villany, do, since you protest to do't,

l-;ke workmen. I'll example you with thievery:

The sun's a t'liief, and wiih his great attraction

Ivobs the vast sea : the moon 's an arrant thief.

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun :

llie sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves

The moon into salt tears : the earth 's a thiei,

That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen

From general excrement : each thing's a thief:

The Iav,s, your curb and whip, in their roiigh

power [away.
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yourselves ;

Kub one another;—iliere 's more gold;— cut

throats ;

.\11 that you meet are thieves. To Alliens go,

Break open shops ; nothing can you steal

But thieves do lose it : steal not less for this

I give you ; and gold confound you howsoe'er!
Amen. [Timon re/ires to his cave.

3 Thief. Has almost charmed me from my
profession by persuading me to it.

1 Thief 'Tis in the malice of mankind that

he thus advises us ; not to have us thrive in

our mystery.

2 Thief. I '11 V)elieve him as an enemy, and
give over my trade.

I Thief. Let us first see peace in Athens s

there is no time so miserable but a man may be
true. \_Exeu)U Thieves.

Enter Flavius.

Flav. O you gods !

Is yon despis'd and ruinous man my lord ?

Full of decay and failing? O monument
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd I

What an alteration of honour
Has desperate want made !

What viler thing upon the earth than friends

Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends I

How rarely does it meet with this time's guise,

When man was wish'd to love his enemies 1

(jrant I may ever love, and rather woo
Those that would mischief me than those that

do r-
-

Has caught me in his eye : I will present

My honest grief unto him ; and, as my lord,

Still serve him with my life.— My dearest

master !

Timon eo/nes forwardfrom his cave.

Tim. Away! what art -thou ?

Fiav. Have you forgot me, sir?

Tim. Why dost ask that? I have forgot all

men ;

Then, if thou grant'st thou 'rt a man, I have
fcjrgot thee.

Flav. An honest poor servant of yours.

Tim. Then I know thee not

:

I ne'er had honest man about me, I ; all

I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to villains.

Fiav. The gods are witness,
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Kc'er did poor steward wear a truer grief

For his undone lord than mine eyes for 3'ou.

Tim. What, dost thou weep?—come nearer

;

—then I love thee

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim'st

Flinty mankind ; wh.ose eyes do never gi\^

But thorough lust and laughter. Pity 's slcepinc;:

Strange times, that v/eep with laughing, not
with weeping!

Flav. I beg of )'cju to know me, good my
lord, [wealth lasts,

To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor

To entertain me as your steward still.

Tim. Had I a steward
So true, so just, and now so comfortable?
It almost turns my dangerous nature mild.

Let me behold thy face. Surely, lliis man
V/as born of woman.

—

Forgive my general and exceptless rashness,

You f)erpetuai-sober gods ! I do proclaim
One honest man,—mistake me not,—but one;
Ko more, I pray,—and he's a steward.

—

How fain would I have hated all mankind !

And thou redeem'st thyself: but all, save thee,

I fell with curses.

Methinks thou art more honest now than wise;

For by oppressiiig and betraying me
Thou mighi'st have sooner got another service

:

For many so arrive at second masters [true,

—

Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me
For I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure,

—

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous.

If not a usuring kindness, and, as rich men
deal gifts,

Expecting in return twenty for one? [breast

Flav. No, my most worthy master ; in v.hose

Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'd too late

:

You should have fear'd false times when you
did feast:

S aspect still comes where an estate is least.

That which I show, heaven knows, is merely
love,

Duty, and zeal to your unm.atched mind.
Care of your food and living ; and, believe it.

My most honour'd lord.

For any benefit that points to me,
Either in hope or present, I 'd exchange
For this one wish,—that you had power and

wealth
To requite me, by making rich yourself.

Tim. Look thee, 'tis so !—Thou singly

honest man.
Here, take :—the gods, out of my misery,

Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich and
happy

;

[men

;

But thus condition'd :—thon shalt build from
ilate all, curse all; show charity to none;

But let the famisli'd flesh slide from the bone
Ere thou relieve the beggar: give to dogs
What thoM dcny'st to men; let prisons swallow

'em, [blasted woods.
Debts wither 'em to nothing: be men like

And may diseases lick up their false bloods

!

And so, farewell and thrive.

Flav. O, let_me stay,

And comfort you, my master.

V'im. If thou hat'st curses.

Stay not ; but fly whilst thou'rt bless'd and free:

Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne'er see tliee.

[I^.xii:nl severalty.

Scene L

ACT Y.

The IVcods.

Cave.

Before Timo.n's

EjiterVotX c??(/ Painter ; Timon •waUhing
them from his cave.

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot
l.'e far where he abides.

Poet. What's to be thouglit of him? Does
the rumour hold for true that he's so full of

gold?
Pain. Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phrj-nia

and Timandra had gold of him : he likewise

enriched poor straggling soldiers with great

quantity: 'lis said he gave unto his steward a

miglity surr

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but

a try for his friends.

Pain. Nothing else: you shall see him a

palm in Athens again, and flourish with the

highest. Therefore 'tis not amiss v.e tender

our loves to him, in this supposed distress of

his: it will show honestly in us; and is very

likely to load our purposes with what they

travail for, if it be a just and true report that

goes of his having.

Poet. W'hat have you now to present unto

him ?

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation:

only 1 will promise him an excellent piece.

Poet. I must serve him so too,—tell him of

an intent that 's coming toward him.

Pain. Good as the best. Promising is the

very air o' the time: it opens the eyes of

expectation: performance is ever the duller for

his act ; and but in the plainer and simpler

kind of people the deed of saying is quite out

of use. To promise is most courtly and
fashionable: perfonnance is a kind of will or

testament which rrgues a great sickness in his

judgment that makes it.
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Tim. Excellent v«"orkinan ! thou canst not

paint a man so bad as is thyself.

Poet. I am thinking what I shall say I have
provided for him : it must be a personating of

liimself: a satire against the softness of

prosperity, with a discovery of the infinite

llatteries that follow youtli and opulency.

Tii>i. Must thou needs stand for a villain in

thine own work? wilt thou whip thine own
faults in other men? Do so, I have gold for

thee.

Poet. Nny, let 's seek him

:

Then do we sin against our own estate

When we may profit meet and come too late.

Pain. True

;

[niglit,

When the day serves, before black-corner'd

Find what thou want'st by free and offer'd light.

Come. [god's gold,

Tim. I '11 meet you at the turn. What a
That he is Vvorshipp'd in a baser temple
Than where swine feed! [the foam :

'Tis thou tliat rigg'st the bark, and plough's!

Stalest admired reverence in a slave:

I'') thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye
I'-e crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey!
I'it I meet them. {^Advavcingfrom his cave.

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon !

Pain. Our late noble master

!

Tit/t. Have I once liv'd to see two honest

men?
Poet. Sir,

Having often of your open bounty tasted.

Hearing you vi'ere retir'd, your fiiends fall'n off,

Whose lhanklessnatures,—0 abhorred spirits!

—

Not all the whips of heaven are large enough

:

V/hat ! to you,

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence

To their whole being! I 'm wrapt, and cannot
cover

The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude

With any size of words. [better

:

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see 't the

You that are honest, by being what you are,

Make them best seen and known.
Pain. He and myself

Have travail'd in the great shower of your gifts.

And sweetly felt it.

Tim. Ay, you are honest men.
Pain. We are hither come to offer you our

service. [requite you?
Tim. Most honest men ! \'\Tiy, how shall I

Can you eat roots, and diink cold water? no.

Both. What we can do, we 'il do, to do you
service. [have gold

;

Tim. Ye 're honest men : ye 've hoard that I

I am sure you have : speak truth
; ye 're honest

men.

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord: but
therefore

Came not my friend nor I.

Pii/i. Good honest men !—Thou draw'st a
counterfeit

Best in all Athens: thou'rt indeed the best

;

Thou counterfeit "st most live!}'.

Pain. So, so, my lord.

7 ifn. E'en so, sir, as I say.—And, for thy
fiction, [To ike Poet-

Why, tliy verse swells with stuff so fine and
smooth

That thou art even natural in thine art.

—

LJut for all this, my honest-natur'd friends,

I must needs r ly yo have a little fault:

^^ar^y, 'tis not r.ionstrouo in you ; neither wish I

\'ou take much pains to mend.
P>olli. Beseech your honoui

To make it known to us.

Tim. You Ml take it ilk

Dolh. Most thanld'ully, my lord.

Tim. Will you indeed?
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord.

Tim. There 's never a one of you bat trusts a
knave

That mightily deceives you.

Both. Do v.-e, my lo.'-d?

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, see Lira

dissemble.

Know his gross piatchery, love him, feed him.
Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur'd

That he's a made-up villain.

Pain. I know not such, my lord.

Poet. Nor I.

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I '11 give

you gold.

Rid me these villains from your companies

:

Hang them or stab them, drown them in a
draught, [me.

Confound them by some course, and come to

I '11 give you gold enough.
Both. Name them, my lord ; let 's know

them. [in company:
Tim. You that way, and you this,—but two

Each man apart, all single and alone,

Yet an arch-villain keeps him company.
If where thou art two villains sliiiU not be,

[To the Painter.

Come not near him.—If thou wouldst not resida

[To the Poet.

But where one villain is, then him aba.ndon.—
I lence ! pack ! there 's gold,—ye came for gold,

ye slaves

:

[hence

!

You have done work for me, there's payment:
You are an alchemist, make gold of that :

—

Out, rascal dogs

!

[Exit, biating and driving them out.
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Enter Flavius and two Senators.

Flav. It is in vain that you would speak
with Timon

;

For he is set so only to himself

Tliat nothing but himself, which loolis like man,
Is friendly with him.

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave

:

It is our part and promise to the Athenians
To speak with Timon.

2 Sen. At all times alike

Men are not still the same: 'twas time and
griefs [hand,

That fram'd him thus: time, with his fairer

Offering the fortunes of his fornier days.

The former man may make him. Ering us to

him,

And chance it as it may.
Flav. Here is his cave.

—

Peace and content be here ! Lord Timon !

Timon !

Look out, and speak to friends; the Athenians,

By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee:

Speak to them, noble Timon.

Timon comes from his Cave.

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, burn !

—

Speak and be hang'd:
For each true word a blister ! and each false

Be as a cauterizing to the root o' the tongue,

Consuming it wiih speaking

!

I Sen. Worthy Timon,

—

7~im. Of none but such as you, and you of

Timon. [Timon.
1 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee,

7'im. I thank them ; and would send them
back the plague.

Could I but catch it for them.

i Se7t. O, forget

W'.iat we are sorry for ourselves in thee.

Tiic senators with one consent of love

Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought
On special dignities, which vacant lie

For thy best use and wearing.

2 Sen. They confess

T(jward thee forgelfulness too general, gross:

Which now the public body,—which dothseldom
Play the recanter,—feeling in itself

A lack of Timon's aid, hath sense withal

Of its own fail, restraining aid to Timon ;

And send forth us to make their sorrow'd render.

Together with a recompense more fruitful

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram:
Ay, even such heaps and sumsof love and wealih

As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs.

And write in thee the figures of their love,

Ever to read them thine.

Tim. You witch me in it;

Surprise me to the very brink of tears:

Lend me a foors heart and a woman's eyes.

And I'll beweepihesecomforts, worthy senators.

1 Sen. Therefore so please thee to return

with us.

And of our Athens,—thine and ours,—to take

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks,

Allow'd with absolute power, and thy good name
Livewithauthority:—sosoonweshall drive back
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ;

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up
His country's peace.

2 Seti. And shakes his tlireat'ning sword
Against the walls of Athens.

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon,

—

Tim. Well, sir, I will ; therefore, I will,

sir ; thus,

—

If Alcibiades kiil my countrymen,
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, [Athens,

That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair

And take our goodly aged men by the beards.

Giving our holy virgins to the slain

Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war ;

Then let him know,—and tell him Timon
speaks it.

In pity of our aged and our youth,

—

I cannot choose but tell him that I care not,

And let him tak 't at worst; for their knives

care not,

Wliile you h.ave throats to answer ; for myself.

There's not a whittle in the unruly camp
But I do prize it at my love, before [you

The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave

To the protection of the prosperous gods,

As thieves to keepers.

flav. Stay not, all 's in vain.

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph;

It will be seen to-morrow: my long sickness

Of health and living now begins to mend.
And notiiing brings me all things. Go, live

still ;

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his.

And last so long enough

!

I Sen. We speak in vain.

7Vw. But yet I love my country; and am not

One that rejoices in the common wreck,

As common bruit doth put it.

I Sen. That 's well spoke.

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrj--

men,

—

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they

pass thorough them. [triumphers

2 Sen. And enter in our cars like great

In tlieir applauding gates.

Tim. Commend me to them

;

And tell them that, to ease them of their griefs,
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Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses,

Their pangs of love, wilh other incident throes

That nature's fragile vessel dolh sustain

In life's uncertain voyage, I will some kindness
do them,

—

[wrath.

I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades'

I Sen. I like this well ; he will return again.

Tint. I have a tree, which grows here in iny

close.

That mme own use invites me to cut down.
And shortly must I fell it : tell my friends.

Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree,

From high to low throughout, that w hoso please

To stop aHliction, let him take liis halter,

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe.

And hang himself.-—I pray 3'ou, do my greeting.

Flav. Trouble him no further; thus you still

shall find him. [Athens,

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood;

Who once a day wilh his embossed froih

The turbulent surge shall cover: thither come.
And let my grave-stone be j'our oracle.

—

Lips, let sour words go by and language end :

What is amiss, plague and infection mend !

Graves onlybe men'sworks and death their gain

!

Sun, hide thy beams! Timonhathdone his reign.

\^Rc'ires to his cave.

1 Sen. Ilis discontents are unremovably
Coupled to nature.

2 Seft. Our hope in him is dead : let us return,

And strain what other means is left unto us

In our dear peril.

I Sen. It iaqujies swift foot.

\^E.xetint.

Scene W.— Tiie Walls of Alliens.

Enter two Senators and a Messenger.

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discover'd : are

his files

As fall as thy report?

Mess. I have spoke tlic least

:

Besides, his expedition promises
Present approach. [not Timon.

2 Sen. We stand much hazard if they bring

Mess. I met a courier, one mlneancient friend

;

Whom, though in general part we were oppos'd,

Yet our old love had a particular force,

And made us speak like friends :—this man was
riding

From Alcibiades to Timon's cave
Wilh letters of entreaty, which impcirted

His fellowship i' the cause against your city,

In part for his sake mcvM.
1 Sen. Here come our brother;.

Enter Senators //-^iw TiMON.

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him
expect.

—

The enemies' drum is heard, and fearful scouring
Doth choke the air with dust: in, and prepare:
Ours is the fall, I fear; our foes the snare.

\^Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Tlie Woods. Timon's Cave,
and a rude 'J'omb seen.

Enter a Soldier seeking TiMOX.

Sold. By all description this should be the
place. [is this?

Who's here? speak, ho!—No answer?—What
Timon is dead, who hath outstretch'd his span:
Some beast rear'd this ; there does not live a

man. [tomb
Dead, sure; and this his grave,—what 's on this

I cannot read ; the character I '11 take with wax:
Our captain hath in every figure skill.

An ag'd interpreter, though young in days:
Before proud Athens he 's set down by tliis,

Wliose fall the mark of his ambition is. \_Extt.

Scene IV.

—

Before the Walls of Athens.

Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibi.^des and
Forces.

Alcib. Sound to this coward and lascivious

town
Our terrible approach. \A parley sounded.

Enter Senators on the Walls.

Till now you have gone on, and fiiTd the time
With all licentious measure, making your wills

The scope of justice; till now, myself, and such
As slept within the shadow of your power.
Have wander'd with our traversed arms, and

brcalh'd

Our sufferance vainly. Now the time is flush,

Wlicn crouching marrovif, in the bearer strong.

Cries, of itself, No viore: now breathless wrong
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease;

And pursy insolence shall break his wind
With fear and horrid flight.

1 Sen. Noble and young,
\Vhen thy first griefs were but a mere conceit.

Ere thou hadst power or we had cause of fear,

^Ve sent to thee, to give thy rages balm.

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves

Above their quantity.

2 Sen. So did we woo
Transformed Timon to our city's love,

By humble message and by promis'd means'

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve

The common stroke of war.
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1 Sen, These walls of ours

Were not erected by their hands from whom
Yu.i have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they such
Tli.tt these jj;reat lowers, trophies, and schools

should fall

For private faults in them.

2 Sen. Nor are they living

AVho were the motives that you first went out

;

Shame, thai they wanted cunning, in excess,

ILuh broke their hearts. March, noble lord,

I:iio our city with thy banners spread:

By decimation and a tithed death,

—

If thy revenges hunger for that food [tenth';

Which nature loathes,— lake thou the deslin'd

And by the hazard of the spotted die

Let die the spotted.

1 Sen. Ail have not offended;

For those that were, it is not S(]uare to tckc,

On those that are, revenges: ciimes, like lands,

Are not inherited. Tlien, dear countrjonan,

Jlring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage:

Spue thy Athenian cradle, and those kin

AVhich, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall

With those that have offended: like a shepherd
Approach the fold and cull the infected forlli,

IJut kill not all together.

2 Sen. What thou wilt.

Thou rather shall enforce it with thy smile

Than hew to 't with thy sword.
1 Sen. Set but thy foot

Against our rampir'd gates and they shall ope

;

So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before

To say thou 'It enter friendly.

2 Sen. Throw thy glove,

Or any token of thine honour else.

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress,

And not as our confusion, all thy powers
Sii:;ll make their harbour in our town till we
Have seal'd thy full desire.

Alcib. Then there 's my glove

;

Descend, and open youjc unchar-red I'.orts

;

Those enemies of Timon's and mine own.
Whom you yourselves shall set out for leproof,
l*"all, and no more: and,—to atone your fears

With my more noble meaning,— not a man
Shall pass his quarter or offend the stream
Of regular justice in your city's bounds.
But shall be rcnder'd to your public laws
At heaviest answer.

Both. 'Tis most nobly spclcen.

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words.

[ The Senators descend andopen thegatet.

Enter a Soldier.

Sol. ^Ty noble general, Timon is dead;
Enlomb'd upon the very hem o' ilie sea;

And on his grave-stone this insculpture, which
With wax I Ijrought away, whose soft impres-

sion

Interprets for my poor ignorance.

Alcib. [Reads.] Here lies a wretched corse, of
wretched sotil bereft

:

Seek not my name, aplague consumeyou wicked
caitiffs left!

Here lie /, limon ; who, alive, all livitig men
did hate :

Pass by, and curse thy Jill; but pass, and stay

not here thy gait.

These well express in thee thy latter spints:

Though thou abhorr'dsl in us our human griefs,

Scorn'dst our brain's flow, and tliose our
droplets which

From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit

Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon : of whose memory
Hereafter more.—Bring me into your city,

And I will use the olive with my sword

:

Make war breed peace; make peace stint war;
make each

Prescribe to other, as each other's leech.

Let our druuis oirike. [Exeunt,
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ACT I.

Scene I. A Si

Enter a (onipany of nnitinons Citizens, zvith

staves, clubs, and other weapons.

I Cif. Before we proceed any further, hear

me speak.

Liiizens. open spea
I Cit. You are all resolved rather to die

than to famish ?

Citizens. Resolved, resolved.

I Cit. First, you know Caius Marcius is

chief enemy to the people.

Citizens. We know 't, we know 'l.

1 Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn
at our own price. Is't a verdic;.-'

Citizens. No more talking oii't; let it be
done : away, away !

2 Cit. One word, good citizens.

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the
patricians good. What authority surfeits on
v.-ould relieve us : if they would yield us !)i:t

tiie superfluity, while it were wholesome, we
i.iight guess they relieved us humanely; but
they think we are too dear ; the leanness that

alTlicts us, the object of car misery, is an
inventory to particularize their abundance ; our
sufferance is a gain to them.—Let us reventri-

this with our pikes ere we become rakes : tor

•-he gods knov/ I speak tiiis in hunger for bread,
not in thirst for revenr';e.

2 Cit. Would you proceed especially against
Caius Marcius?

1 Cit. Against r.ini first : he's a very d'jg to

the commonalty.
2 Cit. Consider 3'ou wliat services he lias

done for his country ?

1 Cit. Very well ; and could be content to

give him good report for't, but iliat he pay.s

himself v.dth being proud.

2 Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously.

1 Cit. I say unto you, what he haih done
famously he did it to that end : though soft-

conscienced men can be content to say it was
for his country, he did it to please his mothet,
and to be partly proud ; which he is, even to

il;e altitude of iiis virtue.

2 Cit. What he cannot heip in his natme
you account a vice in him. You must in no
way say he is covr-tous.

I Cit. If I must not, I need not be barren

of accusations ; he hath faults, wiih surplus, to

tire in repetition. \_Shouts within.'\ Wiiat shouts

are these i" The other side o' the city is risen :

why s'ay wc pra;ing here? to ihe Capitivl

!

Citizens. Come, come.
1 Cit. Soft ! who comes here ?

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agripjia ; one that

hat! I always loved the people.

I Cit. lie's one honest enough; would ail

the rest were so !

Enter Mene.nius Agrhta.

Men, What work 's, my countrymen, in

hand ? wiicre go you
With bats and clubs? the matter? speak, i

pi ay you.
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I Cit. Our business is not unknown to the

senate ; they have had inkling this fortnight

vvhr.t we intend to do, which now we'll show
'cm in deeds. They say poor suitors have

strong breaths; they shall know we have strong

arms too.

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, mine
honest neighbours.

Will you undo yourselves ?

I Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already.

]\!iti. I tell you, friends, most charitable care

Have the patricians of you. For your wants.

Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well

Strike at the heaven with your staves as lift them
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs

Of more strong link asunder than can ever

Appear in your impediment: for the dearth.

The gods, not the patricians, make it ; and
Your knees to them, not arms, must help.

Alack,
You are transported by calamity [slander

Thither where more attends you ; and you
The helms o' the slate, who care for you like

fathers,

\Mien you curse them as enemies.

1 Cit. Care for us ! True, indeed ! They
ne'er cared for us yet. Suffer us to famish,

and their storehouses crammed with grain

;

n^.ake edicts for usury, to support usurers;

repeal daily any wholesome act estab'ished
against the rich ; and provide more piercing
statutes daily, to chain up and restrain the

poor. If the wars eat us not up, they will;

and there's all the love they bear us.

Men. Either you must
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious.

Or be accus'd of folly. I shall tell you
A pretty tale : it may be you have heard it

;

But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture
To stale 't a little more.

I Cit. Well, I'll hear it, sir: yet you must
not think to fob-off our disgrace with a tale

:

but, an't please you, deliver.

Men. There was a time when all the body's
members

Rehell'd against the belly ; thus accus'd it:

—

That only like a gulf it did remain
I' the midst o' the body, idle and unactive,
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing
Like labour with the rest ; where the other

instnmients
Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel,

And, mutually participate, did minister
Unto the appetite and affection common
Of the whole body. The belly answered,

—

I Cit. \VeIl, sir, what answer made the belly?

Men. Sir, I shall tell you.—With a kinc! cf
smile, [thus,

—

Wliich ne'er came from the lungs, but cvca
For, look you, I may make the belly smile

As well as speak,— it tauntingly refilled

To the discontented members, the muiinous
parts

That envied his receipt; even so most fitly

.\s you malign our senators for that

I'hey are not such as you.

I Cit. Your belly's answer? What!
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, '

The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier.

Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter,

With other muniments and petty helps
''

In this our fabric, if that they,

—

Men. WTiat then?—
'Fore me, this fellow speaks !—what ilien ?

what then ? [restrain'd

I Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be
Who is the sink o' the body,

—

Men. Well, what then?
I Cit. Tlie former agents, if ihey did coia*

plain.

What could the belly answer ?

Men. I will tell vou;
If you'll bestow a small,—of wUat yuu have

little,

—

Patience awhile, you'll hear the belly's answer.
I Cit. You are long about it.

Men. Note me this, good friend ;

Your most grave belly was deliberate.

Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer'c':

True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth be.

That I receive the generalfood atfirst

Which you do live upon ; andfit it is.

Because I am the storehouse and tlie shop

Of the whole body: but, ifyou do remc/uber^

I send it through the rivers ofyour blood.

Even to the court, the heart,—to the seat o' ikt

b?-ain ;
And, through the cranks and offices of rnan.

The strongest nerves and small inferior veins

From me receive thai ttaiu7-al competency

Whereby they live : and thoitgh that all at cnee

Ycu, my good friends,—this says the belly,—
mark me,

—

I Cit. Ay, sir ; well, well.

^[en. Though all at oizce cannot

Sec ivhat I do deliver C'.t to each.

Yet I can make my audit ::p, that all

From me do back receive thefiour of all.

And leave me but the bran. What say you to't ?

I Cit. It was an answer : how apply you thisf

Men. The senators of Rome are this good
belly.

And you the mutinous members: for, examiae
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Their counsels and their cares; dii^est things

rightly [find,

Touching the weal o' the common ; you shall

No public benefit which you receive

I'nt it proreeds or comes from them to you,
Andnov/r.yfromyourselves.—\\liatdoyouthink,
Vou, tae great toe of this ascembly?

I at, 1 the great toe ? why the great toe ?

^len. For that, being one o' the lowest,

br.-est, poorest,

Of thi-) most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost

;

Thou rascal^ thr.t ;-; t worst in blood to run,

Lead St iirsi 10 win some vantage.

—

J'.ut make you ready your stiff bats and clubs :

Rome and Iier rats are at the point of battle ;

The one side must have bale.—

Enter Caius Marcius.

Hail, noble Marcius!
Mar. Thanks.—What 's the matter, you

dissentious rogues,

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion,
Make yourselves scabs ?

I Cit. We have ever your good word.
Mar. He that will give good words to ye

will flatter [curs.

Beneath abhorring.
—

'\'\Tiat would you have, you
That like nor peace nor war ? The one affrights

you, [you
The other makes you pioud. He that trusts to

Where he should find you lions finds you hares

;

WHiere foxes, geese: you are no surer, no.
Than vz the coal of fire upon the ice,

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is [him.,

To make him worthy whose offence subdues
And curse that justice did it. vVho deserves

greatness

Deserves your hate ; and your affections are
A sick man's appetite, who desires most that

Which v.'ould increase Ids evil. He that depends
Upon your favours swims with fins of lead,
And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye !

Trust ye 1

With every minute you do change a mind ;

And call him noble that was now your hate,
Him vile that was your garland. What's the

matter,

Tliafcin these several places of the city

Ycu cry as^ainst the noble senate, v, l-.o.

Under the gods, keep you in av.e, v.hich else
Would feed on one another ?—What 's their

seeking ? [tiiey say.

Men, For com at their own rates ; whereof,
The city is well stor'd.

Mar. I fang 'em ! They say

!

Tliey'll sit by the fire and [.resume to know
What's done i' the Capitol j who's like to lise,

Who thrives and who declines; side factuns,
and give out

Conjectural marriages; making parties strong.
And feebling such as stand not in their likiiv,^

Below their cobbled shoes. They say there '3

grain enough

!

Would the nobility lay aside their ruth
.'\nd let me use my sword, I 'd make a quair-'
With thousands of these quarter'd slaves, as high
As I could pick my lance.

Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly per-

suaded ;

For though abundantly they lack discretion.

Yet are they passing cowardly. But, 1 beseecli

you,
V/hat says the other troop?

Mar. They are dissolved : hang 'em !

They said they were an-hungry; sigh'd forth

proverbs,

—

[eat.

That hunger broke stone walls, that dogs must
That meat was made for mouths, that the g'-ds

sent not

Corn for the rich men only:—with these shreds
They vented their complainings; which being

answer'd.
And a petition granted them,—a strange one.

To break the heart of generosity.

And make bold power look pale,—they tlirew

their caps [moon,
As they would hang them on the horns o' the

Shouting their emulation.

Men. What is granted them ?

I^Iar. Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar
wisdoms.

Of their own choice : one 's Junius Brutus,

Sicinius Velutus, and I know not.
—

'Sdeath !

The rabble should have first unroof'd the city

Ere so prevail'd with me : it will in time
Win upon pov.-er, and throw forth greater themes
For insurrection's arguing.

Men. This is strange.

Mar, Go, get you home, you fragments 1

Enter a Messenger, hastily,

J^fcss. Whereas Cains IVInrcius?

ilLir. Here: v/h..t '1: the rr\-''<"tl

Mess. The news is, sir, thj \olscesaic in

arms. [toven
Mar. I am glad on 't : then v.-e shall ha' ra'...>,n3

Our musty superfluity.—See, our best elders.

Enter CoMiNius, Titus Lartius, and ofhef

Senators; Junius Brutus and Sicinius
Vklutds.

I Sen. Marcius, 'tis true that you have lately

told us.—
The Volsces are in arms.
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A/iir. They hnve a leader,

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't.

I sill in envying his nobility

;

And were I anything but what I am,
I would wish nie only he.

Com. You have fought together.

Jl/ar. Were half to half the world by the ears,

and he
Upon my party, I 'd revolt, to make
Only my wars with him: he is a lion

That I am proud to hunt.

I Sen. Then, worthy Marcius,

Attend upon Cominius to these wars.

Com. It is your former promise.

Jl/ar. Sir, it is;

And I am constant.—Titus Lartius, thou
S'lalt see me once more strike at Tullus' face.

Wliat, art thou stiff? stand'st out?
7>V. No, Caius Marcius ;

I "11 lean upon one crutch and fight with the other

Ere stay behind this business.

Jl/en. O, true bred !

I Sen. Your company to the Capitol; where
I know,

Our greatest friends attend us.

7z'/. Lead yi^u on

:

Fiillow, Cominius; we must follow you;
Right worthy your priority.

Com. Noble Marcius

!

I Sen. Hence to your homes ; be gone

!

[To the Citizens.

Mar. Nay, let them follow :

The Volsces have much corn; take these rats

thilhcr

To gnaw their gamers.—Worshipful mutineers.
Your valour puts well forth: pray, follow.

\_Exeitnt Senators, Com., Mar., Tit.,
and Menen. Citizens steal aiuay.

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this iMarcius?

Bni. He has no equal, [people,

—

Sic. \\nien we were chosen tribunes for the
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes?
Sic. Nay, but his taunts.

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not spare to gird
the gods.

Sic. Be-mock the modest moon.
Bru. The present v.us devour him: he is

grown
Too proud to be so valiant

Sic.
^ Such a nature.

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow
Wiiich he treads on at noon : but I do wonder
His insolence can brook to be commanded
Under Coniinius.

Brn. Fame, at the which he aims,

—

In whom already h-; is well grac'd,—cannot
Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by

A place below the first : for what miscarries

Shall be the general's fault, though he perform
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure
Will then cry out of Marcius, O, ifhe
Had borne the business!

Sic. Besides, if tilings go well.

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall

Of his demerits rob Cominius.
/jni. Come

:

I lalf all Cominius' honours are to Marcius,
Though Marcius earn'd them not ; and all his

faults

To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed.
In aught he merit not.

Sic. Let's hence, and hear
I low the despatch is made ; and in what fashion.

More than in singularity, he goes

Upon this present action.

Bru. Let 'i along.

[Bxeunt.

Scene II.—Corioi.i. 77ie Senate House.

EnierHxiiAAiS Aufidius andcertain Senators.

I Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufulius,

That they of Rome are enter'd in our counsels.

And know how we proceed.

A^if. Is it not yours?
Wliat ever hath been thought on in this state,

I'liat could be brought to bodily act ere Rome
Had circumvention ! 'Tis not four days gone
Since I heard thence ; these are the words : I

liunk
I have the letter here ; yes, here it is : [Reads,
They have pjess'd a power^ but it is not /.notun

Whetherfor east or west: the dearth is great

;

The pecfie mutinous: audit is ntmour'd,
Coniinius, jMarcius your old cnewy,—
IVho is ofRome worse hated than ofyou,—
And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Romati,
71:ese three lead on this preparation
Whither 'tis bent: most likely 'tisforyou:
Consider of it.

1 Sen. Our army 's in the field

:

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready
To answer us.

Anf. Nor did you think it folly

To keep your great pretences veii'd till when
They needs must show themselves; which in

the hatching,

It seem'd, apnear'd to Rome. By the discovery

We shall be shortened in our aim ; which was.

To take in many towns ere, almost, Rome
Should know wc were afoot.

2 Sen. Noble Aiifini;!?,

T;ike your commission ; hie you to your bands J

Let us alone to guard CorioU

:
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If they set down before 's, for the remove

I Bring up your army; but I think you 'I! find

Tbey 've not prepar'd for us.

Atif. O, doubt not that

;

1 speak from certainties. Nay, more,
Soine parcels of their power are forth already,
And only hitherward. I leave your honours.
If we aiid Caius Marcius chance to meet,
'Tis sworn between us we shall ever strike

Till one can do no more.
All. The gods assist you !

Atif. And keep your honours safe

!

1 Seit. Farewell.

2 Sen. FarewciL
All. Farewell. {Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Rome. An Apariment in
Marcius' Hotise.

Enter VoLUMXiA and Virgili.\: they sit

do'iVn on two low stools and sew.

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing, or express
yourself in a more comfortable sort: if my son
were my husband, I should freelior rejoice in

that absence wherein he won honour than in

the erabracements of his bed where he would
show most love. When yet he was but tender-
bodied, and the only son of my womb ; when
youth with comeliness plucked all gaze his

way; v,'hen, for a day of king's entreaties, a
mother should not sell liim an hour from her
beholding ; I,—considering how honour would
become such a person; that it was no belter
than picture-like to hang by the wall if renown
made it not stir,—was pleased to let him seek
danger where he was like to find fame. To a
cruel war I sent him ; from whence he returned,
his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter,
I sprang not more in joy at first hearing he was
a man-child than now in first seeing he had
proved himself a man.

Vir. But had he died in the business, madam ?

how then?
Vol. Then his good report should have been

my son; I therein would have found issue.

Hear me profess sincerely,—had I a dozen
sons, each in my love alike, and none less dear
than thine and my good Marcius, I had rather
had eleven die nobly for their country tlian one
voluptuously surfeit out of action.

Enter a Gentlewoman.

Gent. ^Tadam, the Lady Valeria is come to
visit you. [myself.

Vir. Beseech you, give me leave to retire

Vol. Indeed you slirJ! not.

Metciaks I hear hither your husband's drum
;

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair

;

As children from a bear, the Volsces shunning
him

:

Methinks I see him stamp thus, and call ihus,—
Come on, yoii cowards I you were got i:i fear
llioughyoii -were honi in Rome: his bloody brow
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes,
Like to a harvest-man that's task'd to mow
Or all, or lose his hire.

Vir. His bloody brow! O Jupiter, no blood!
Vol. Away, you fool ! it more becomes a

man
Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Plecuba,
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier
Than Hector's forehead when it spit forth blood
At Grecian swords contending.—Tell \'aleria
We are fit to bid her welcome. \^Exit Gent.

Vir. Ileavensblessmy lordfrom fell Aufidius!
Vol. He 'W beat Aufidius' head below his knee.

And tread upon his neck.

Re-enter Gentlewoman, with Valeria and
her Uslier.

Val. My ladies both, good-day to you.
Vol. Sweet madam.
Vir. I am glad to see your ladysliip.

Val. \\q\-i do you both? you are manifest
housekeepers. \\Tiat are you sewing here?
A fine spot, in good faith.—How does your
little son?

Vir. I thank your ladyship; well
, good madam.

Vol. He had rather see the swords and hear
a drum than look upon his schoolmaster.

Val. O' my word, the father's son : I '11

swear 'tis a very pretty boy. O' my troth, I

looked upon him o' Wednesday half an h.our

together: has such a confirmed countenance.
I saw him run after a gilded butterfly; and
when he caught it he let it go again ; and after

it again ; and over and over he comes, and up
again; catched it again; or whether his fall

enraged him, or how 'twas, he did so set his

teeth and tear it ; O, I warrant, how he
mammocked it

!

Vol. One on 's father's moods.
Vi-J. Indeed, la, 'tis a noble child.

Vir. A crack, madam.
lull. Come, lay aside your stitchery ; I must

liave you play the idle huswife with me this

afternoon.

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out ofdoors.

Val. Not out of doors

!

Vol. She shall, she shall.

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; I '11 not
over the threshold till my lord return from thcj

wars.

Val. Fie, you confine yourself most un-
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reasonably ; come, you must go visit the good
lady that lies in.

/ 7r. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit

her with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither.

Vol. Why, I pray you?
Vir. 'Tis not to save labour, nor that I want

Icve.

VaL You would be another Penelope : yet

they say all the yarn she spun in Ulysses'

absence did but fill Ithaca full of moths.

Come; I would your cambric were sensible as

j-fHir finger, that you might leave pricking ii

for pity.—Come, you shall go with us.

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed

I will not forth.

J'aL In truth, la, go with me; and I'll tell

you excellent news of your husband.
Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet.

Val. Verily, I do not jest with you; there

came news from him last night.

Vir. Indeed, madam?
I'al. In earnest, it's true; I heard a senator

speak it. Thus it is:—Tlie Volsces have an

army forth ; against whom Cominius the general

is gone, with one part of our Roman power:
your lord and Titus Lartius are set down before

their city Corioli ; they nothing doubt prevailing,

and to make it brief wars. This is true, on
mine honour; and so, I pray, go with us.

I'ir. Give me excuse, good madam ; I will

obey you in everything hereafter.

Vol. Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, she
will but disease our better mirth.

I'al. In troth, I think she would.— Fare you
well, then.—Come, good sweet lady.—Pr'ythee,

Virgilia, turn thy solemness out o' door, and
go along with us.

Vir. No, at a word, madam; indeed I must
not. I wish you much mirth.

Val. Well, then, farewell. l^Exeimt.

Enter.

Tit

Mar.

Lart.

Mar.
Lart.

Mar.
Mess

Lart.

Mar,

Scene lY.—Before Corioli.

zvith driuns and colours, Marcius,
us Lartius, Officers, a«i^ Soldiers.

Vonder comes news:—a wager they
have met.

My horse to yours, no.

'Tis done.

Agreed,
Enter a Messenger.

Say, has our general met the enemy?
They lie in view; but have not spoke
as yet.

So, the good horse is mine.

I 'U ouy him of j'ou.

Lart. No, I'll nor sell nor give him: lend
you him I will

For half a hundred years.—Suminon the town.
Mar. How far off lie these armies?
Mess. Within this mile and half.

Mar. Then shall we hear their 'larum, and
they ours.

—

Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work.
That we with smoking swords may march from

hence [blast.

To help our fielded friends !—Come, l;low thy

They sound a parley. Enter, on the Walls,

some Senators and others.

TuUus Aufidius, is he within your walls? [he,

I Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than

That 's lesser than a little. Hark, our drums
\^Dritnis afar off.

Are bringing forth our youth ! we 'il break our

walls.

Rather than they shall pound us up: our gales.

Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn'd with

rushes

;

They '11 open of themselves. Hark you far off

!

[Alarum afar off.

There is Aufidius; list what work he makes
Amongst your cloven army.

Mar. O, they are at it

!

Lart. Their noise be our instruction.

—

Ladders, ho

!

The Volsces enter and pass over.

Alar, They fear us not, but issue forth their

city. [fight

V^ovi put your shields before your hearts, and
With hearts more proof thanshieids.—Advance,

brave Titus:

They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts,

Which makes me sweat with wrath.—Come
on, my fellows:

Tie that retires I '11 take him for a Volscc,

And he shall feel mine edge.

Alarums, and exeunt Romans and Volsces

fighting. The Romans are beaten back to

their trenches. Re-enter Marcius.

Mar. All the contagion of the south light

on you, [plagues

You shames of Rome !—you herd of—Boils and
Plaster you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd

Further than seen, and one infect another

Against the wind a mile ! You souls of geese,

That bear the shapes of men, how have you

run [and hell

!

From slaves that apes would beat ! Pluto

All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale

With flight and agued fear ! Mend, and cboi'-S

home,
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Or, by the hies of heaven, 1 '11 It-ave the foe

And make my wars on you : look lo \ : come on ;

1 1 you '11 stand fast we '11 beat them to their wives.

As they us to our trenches fiillowed.

Another a/arm;!. The Volsces and Romans
re-enter, anil the fight is renewed. The
Volsces /v.'/;v into Con'oli, and Marcius
follows them to the gates.

;.'•', now tile gates are ope:—now prove good
seconds

:

'Tis for the fjliowers fortune widens them,
N ii fir the fiiors: mark mc, and do the like.

[lie enters the gate:.

1 Sol. Foohhardiness: not I.

2 Sol, Nor I.

[Marcius fs shut in.

I Sol. See, they have shut him in.

AIL To the pot, I v.arrant him.

\_Alanini eouiinttes.

Re-enter Tv\:\}?> Lartius.

Lart. What is become of Marcius?

All. Slain, sir, dou!)tless.

I Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels,

"sVith them he enters; who, upon the sudden,
(.'lapp'd-to their gates: he is himself alone,

I'o answer all the city.

Lart. O noble fellow !

\"v'ho, sensible, outdares his senseless sword.
And when it bows stands up! Thou art left,

Marcius

:

.V carbuncle entire, as big as thou art,

\\ ere not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier

Even to Cato's wish, not tierce and terrible

(_)nly in strokes ; but with thy grim looks and
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds
'Jhou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world
Were feverous and did tremljle.

Ke-enter Marcius, bleeding, assaulted by the

enemy.

I Sol. Look, sir.

Lart. O, 'tis Marcius !

Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike.

[ They f.ght, and all enter the city.

Scene V.— /f-7//i/« Corioli. A Street.

Enter certain Romans, tvith spoils.

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome.
2 Rom. And I this.

3 Rom. A murrain on 't ! I took this for silver.

\_Alarwn continues still afar off.

Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius with a
trumpet.

Mar. See here these movers that do prize
their hours

At a crack'd drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons,
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would
Bury with those that wore th.em, these base

slaves, [with them !
—

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up:—down
.'Vnd hark, u hat noise the general makes !—To

him !

—

There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius,

Piercing our Romans: then, vali.nni Titus, take

Convenient numbers to make good the city ;

VvTiilst I, with those that have the spiiit, will

haste

To nelp Cominius.
Laft. Worthy sir, thou bleed'st;

Thy exercise hath been too violent for

h. second course of fight.

Mar. Sir, praise me not;

My work hath yet not warm'd me : fare you
well

:

The blood I drop is rather physical

Than dangerous to me: to Aufidius thus

1 will appear, and light.

Lart. Now the fair goddess. Fortune,
Fall deep in love with thee; and her gic.it

charms [man.
Misguide tliy opposers' swords ! Bold gentle-

Prosperity be thy page

!

i\Lar. Thy friend no less

Than those she placeth highest !—So farewell.

Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius !—
[Exit Marcius.

Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place

,

Call thither all the ofticers o' the town.
Where they bhall know our mind : away !

[Exeunt.

Sv'EXE VI.—iVc-ar the Camp ^XOMINIUS.
Enter CoMiNlUS attd Forces, retreating.

Com. Breathe you, my friends: well fought;

we are come off

Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands

Nor cowardly in retire: believe me, sirs,

vVe shall be charg'd again. Whiles we have
struck.

By interims and conveying gusts we have hearl
The charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods,

Lead their successes as we wish our own,
that both our powers, with smiling fror.'..s

encountering.

May give you thankful sacrifice!—

Enter a Messengef.

Thy news?

Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued,

And given to Lartius cmc! to I.Iarci..;-, battle;

I saw our party to i-icir lienclies diiTC.ij

And then I car^c av/r.y.
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Corti. Though thou speak'st truth,

Mcthinks thou speak'st not well, ilow long

is'l since?

Jilt:ss. Above an hour, my lord.

Com. 'Tis not a mile ; briefly we heard their

drums:
How couldsl tlion in a mile confound an hour,

And bring thy iiews so late?

A/ess. Spies of the Volsces
Held me in chase, that I was forc'd to v/heel

Three or four miles about; else had I, sir,

Il.ilf an hour since brought my report.

Com. Who 's yonder.
That does appear as he were flay'd? O gods I

He has the stamp of Marcius; and I have
Before-time seen liim thus.

Mar. [IVUkin.] Come I too late?

Com. The shepherd knows not timnder from
a taijor

More than I know the sound of Marcius' tongue
l-'rorn every meaner man.

Enier Marcius.

Mar. Come I too late?

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of

others,

Eut mantled in your own.
Mar. O ! let me clip you

In arms as sound as when I woo'd ; in heart

As merry as when our nuptinl day was done,
And tapers bum'd to bedvvard !

Com. Fiower of warriors,

How is't with Titus Lartius?
i\Iar. As with a man busied about decrees :

Condemning some to death and some to exile

;

]\ansomin!:j him or pitying, threat'ning the other

;

] folding Corioli in the name of Rome,
Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash,

To let him slip at will.

Com. AMiere is that slave

\\ hich told me they had beat you to your
trenches ?

\'\Tiere's he? call him hither.

Miir. Let him alone ;

He aid inform the truth : but for our gentlemen,
The common file,—a plague!—tribunes for

them !

—

[budj^e
The mouse ne'er shunn'd the cat as they did
From rascals worse than they.

Com. But how prevaii'd you?
Mar. Will the tim.e serve to tell? I do not

think.

^\T\ere is the enemy? are you lords o' the field ?

If not, why cease yoa tiil you are so?
Com. Marcius,

We have at disadvantage fought, and did
Retire, to win our purpose.

Alar. How lies their baiiie? know you on
which side

They have placed their men of trust?

Com. As I guess, Marcius,
Their bands in the vaward are the Ar.liates,

Of their best trust ; o'er tlieni Aufidius,

Their very heai t of hope.
Mar. I do beseech you.

By all the battles wherein we have fought.

By the blood we have shed together, by the

vows [directly

We have made to endure friends, that you
Set me against Aufidius and his Anliates ;

Aiid that you not delay the present, but.

Filling the air with swords advanc'd and darts,

We prove tliis very hour.

Co!n. Though I could wish
You were conducted to a gentle bath,

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never
Deny your asking : take your choice of tliose

That best can aid your action.

dllur. Those are they
That most are willing.— If any such be here,

—

As it were sin to doubt,—that love this painting

Wherein you see me smear'd ; if any fear

Lesser his person than an ill report ;

If any tliink brave death outweigl'.s bad life.

And that his country's dearer tJian himself;

Let him alone, or so many so minded,
Wave thus [Tvavin^ his kand\, t- express his

disposiiion.

And follow Marcius.

\They all shout, and wave their nvords ; take

him tip in their arms, and cast up their caps.

O, me alone ! make you a sword of me?
If these shows be not outward, which of you
But is four Volsces ? none of you but is

Able to bear against the great Aufidius

A shield as hard as his. A certain number,
Though thanks to all, must I select from all

:

the rest

Shall bear the business in some other fight.

As cause will be oliey'd. Please you to m.arch
;

And four shall quickly draw out my command,
^Vhich men are best inclin'd.

Com. March on, my fellows:

Make good this ostentation, and you shall

Divide in all with us. \Excunt,

Scene VII.— 77/.- Gates of Corioli.

Titus Lartius, having set a gttard zipon

Corioli, goingwith drttm atui trumpet tozvard

COMINIUS andCMVS MARCiUS,tf/:/<frj vjztk a
Lieutenant, a /ar.^ ^y Soldiers, and a Scout.

Lart. So, let the ports be guarded : keep
your duties
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As I have set them down. If I do send, de-

spatch

Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve

For a short holding : if we lose the field

We cannot keep the town.
Lieut. Fear not oar care, sir.

Lari. Hence, and shut your gates upon 's.

—

Ourguider, come; to the Roman camp con-

duct us. \_Exewit.

Scene VIII.

—

A Field of Batik between the

Roman and the Vohcian Camps.

Alarum. Enter, from pf'f'osite sides, MARCH'S
and AuFiDiUS.

Mar. I '11 fight with none but thee ; for I do
hate thee

Vorse than a promise-breaker.

Atif. Wc hate alike

:

Not yVfric owns a serpent I abhor
More than thy fame and envy. Fix thy foot.

Alar, Let the first budger die the other's

slave,

And the gods doom him after

!

All/. If I fly, Marcius,
Halloo me like a hare.

Mar. Within these three hours, Tullus,
Alone I fought in your Corioli wails, [blood
And made what v/ork I pleas'd : 'tis not my
Wherein thou seest me mask'd ; for thy revenge
Wrench up thy power to the liighcst.

Aiif. Wert thou the Hector
That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny,
Thou shouldst not scape me here.

—

[ Tkey fight, and certain Volsces come to

the aid 0/ A\:v\T>l\3S.

Officious, and not valiant,—you havesham'd me
In your condemned seconds.

[Excuni fighting, driven in by Mar.

Scene IX.— The Roynan Camp.

Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish.
Enter^ at one side, Co.MlNlirs and Romans;
at the other side, Marcius, -svith his arm in
a scarf, and other RomaiiS.

Com, If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's
work,

Thou 'It not believe thy deeds : but I '11 report it

Where .senators shall mingle tears vviih smiles;
Where great patricians shall atiend, and shrug,
I' the end admire: where ladies shall be frighted,
And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull

tribunes,

That, with the fusty plcbei-.ns, hate thine
honours,

Shall say, against their hearts, We tliank the^ds

Our Rome hath such a soldier !

Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast,

Having fully dined before.

Enter TlTt;s Larthjs, with his power, from
tlie pursuit.

Lart, O general.

Here is the steed, we the caparison:

liadst thou beheld,

—

Mar. Pray now, no more ; my mother,
Who has a charter to extol her blood, [done
When she does praise me grieves me. I have
As you have done,—that 's what I can ; induc'd
As you have been,-—that's for my country:
He that has but effected his good will

Hath overta'en mine act.

Covi. You shall not be
The grave of your deserving ; Rome must know
The value of her own: 'twere a concealment
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement.
To hide your doings ; and to silence that

Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch'd.
Would seem but modest : therefore, I beseech

you,

—

In sign of what you are, not to reward
What you have done,—before oar armyhearme.
Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and

they smart
To hear themselves remember'd.

Com. Should they not,

\Vell might they fester 'gainst ingratitude.

And tent themselves with death. Of all the

horses,

—

[of all

Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store,

—

The treasure in this field achiev'd and city.

We render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth

Before the common distribution at

Your only choice.

Mar. I thank you, general

;

But cannot make my heart consent to take

A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it

;

And stand upon my common part with those

That have beheld the doing.

\A longflourish. They all cry, "Marcius!
Mr.rcius !" cast up their caps and lances

:

CoMiNius and Lartius stand bare.

Mar. May these same instruments which you
profane [shall

Never sound more! When dnuns and trumpets
r theheld prove flatterers, let courts and cities be
Made all of false-fac'd soothing!
When steel grows soft as the parasite's silk,

Let him be made a coverture for the wars

!

No more I say ! for that I have not wash'd
My ni«etnatblcd,orfoil'd somede'oile wretch,

—

Which, without note, here's many elie have

done»~
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You shout me forth in acclamations hyper-

bolical ;

As if I loved my little should be dieted

111 praises sauc'd with lies.

Com. Too modest are you ;

More cruel to your good report than grateful

To us that give you truly: by your patience,

If 'gainst yourself you be incens'd, we'll put

you,

—

[manacles,

Like one that means his proper harm,— in

Then reason safely with you. —Therefore be it

known.
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius

Wears this war's garland: in token of the

which.

My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him,

\\'ilh all his trim belonging ; and from this time.

For what he did before Corioli, call him.

With all the applause and clamour of the host,

Caius Makcius Coriolanus.—
ISear the addition nobly ever!

[Flourish. Trumpets sound, and drums.

All. Caius Marcius Coriolanus

!

Cor. I will go wasn ;

And when my face is fair you shall perceive

Whether I blush or no : howbeil, 1 thank you.

—

I mean to sliide your steed; and at all times

To undercrest your good addition

To the fairness of my power.

Com. So, to our lent

:

Where, ere v/e do repoie us, we will write

To Rome of our success.—You, Titus Lartius,

Must to Corioli back: send us to Rome
The best, with whom we may articulate.

For their own good and ours.

Lart. I shall, my lord.

Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I, that now
Kefus'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg

Of my lord general.

Com. " Take 't: 'tis yours.—\\liat is 't?

Cor. I sometime lay here i.i Corioli

At a poor man's house ; he us'd me kindly

:

lie cried to me; I saw him prisoner;

But then Aufidius was within my view,

And wrath o'erwlielm'd my pity : I request

you
To give my poor host freedom.

Com. O, well begg'd !

V>'ere he the butcher of my son he should

jJe free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus.

Lart. Marcius, his name?
Cor. By Jupiter, forgot :

—

I am weaiy; yea, my memory is tir'd.

—

Have we no wine here?

Com. Go we to our tent:

The blood upon your visage dries; 'tis time

it should be luok'd to: come. \_Exeunt.

Scene X.— The Camp of the Volsces.

A flourish. Cornets. Enter TuLi.us AuFl-

Dius, bloody, with two or three Soldiers.

Auf. The town is ta'cn ! [dition,

I Sol. 'Twill be deliver'd back on good con-

Aiif. Condition !

I would I were a Roman ; for I cannot,

Beinr' a Volsce, be that I am.—Condition!

What good condition can a treaty find

r the part that is at mercy?— Five times,

Marcius, [heat me ;

I have fought with thee; so often hast thou

And wouldb^l do so, I think, should we encounter

As often as we eat.—By the elements,

If e'er again I meet him beard to beard,

He's mine or I am his: mine emulation

Hath not that honour in 't it had; for where

I thought to crush him in an equal force,

—

True sword to sword,— I '11 polch at him some

way,

Or wrath or craft may get him.

I Sol. He's the devil.

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle. My
valour 's poisoned

W^ith only suffering stain by him ; for him

Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep nor sanctuary.

Being naked, sick ; nor fane nor Capitol,

The prayers of priests nor times of sacrifice,

Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up

Their rotten privilege <ind custom 'gainst

My hate .. M.T.rcius: where I find him, were it

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there,

Against the hospitable canon, would I

Wash my fierce hand in 's heart. Go you to

the city; [must

I.earn how 'tis held ; and what they are that

Be hostages for Rome.
I Sol. Will not you go ?

Auf. I am attended at the cypress grove:

I pray you,— [thither

Tis south the city mills,—bring me word

How the world goes, that to the pace of it

I may spur on mv journey.

I Sol.

'

I shall, sir. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.—Rome. A public Place.

Enter Menemus, Sicinius, and Brutus.

Men. The augurer tells me we shall have

news to night.

Bru. Good or bad ?

M^en. Not according to the prayer of the

people, for they love not Marcius.
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Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their

friends.

^^en. Pray you, who does the wolf love ?

Sic. The lamb.

Af^n. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry
plebeians would the noble Marcius.

Bru. lie's a lamb indeed, that baas like a

bear.

Men. He's a bear indeed, that lives like a

Iamb. Vou two are old men : tell me one
thing tliat I sliall ask you.

Bo/k Trib. Well, sir.

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in,

tliat you two have not in abundance?
Bru. lie's poor in no one fault, but stored

v/ith all.

Sic. Especially in pride.

Bru. And topping all others in boasting.

Men. This is strange now : do you two know
li w you are censured here in the city, I mean
of us o' the right-hand file? Do you?

Bath Trib. Why, how are we censured?
Men. Because you talk of pride now,—will

you not be angry?
Both Trib. Well, well, sir, well.

Men. Why, 'tis no great matter; for a very

little thief of occasion will rob you of a great

deal of patience: give your dispositions the

reins, and be angry at your pleasures; at the

least, if you take it as a pleasure to you in

being so. You blame Marcius for being proud?
Bni. We do it not alone, sir.

Men. I know you can do very little alone;
for your helps are many, or else your actions

would grow wondrous single: your abilities

are too infant-like for doing much alone. You
talk of pride : O that you could turn you eyes
toward the napes of your necks, and make but

an interior survey of your good selves ! O that

you could \

Bru. What then, sir?

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace
of unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates,

—alias, fools,—as any in Rome.
Sic. Mene.iius, you are known well enough

too.

Men. I am known to be a liumorous patrician,

and one that loves a cup of hot wine with not
a drop of allaying Tiber in 't : said to be some-
thing imperfect in favouring the lirst complaint,
hasty and tinder-like upon too trivial motion;
one that converses more with the buttock of
tlie night than with the forehead of the morning.
What I think I utter, and spend my malice in

my breath. Meeting two such wealsmen as

yja arc,— I cannot call you Lycurguses,— if

the drink you give me touch my palate adversely,

I make a crooked face at it. I cannot say your
worships have delivered the matter well when
I find the ass in compound with the major part

of your syllables ; and though I must be content

to bear with those that say you are reverend
grave men, yet they lie deadly that tell you
have good faces. If yo>i see this in the miip

of my microcosm, follows it that I am known
well enough too? What harm can your bisson

conspectuities glean out of this character, it I

lie known well enough too?
Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well

enough.
Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor

anything. You are ambitious for poor knaves'

caps and legs: you wear out a good wholesome
forenoon in hearing a cause between an oiange-

wife and a fosset-seller ; and then rejourn the

controversy of threepence to a second day of

audience.—When you are hearing a matter
between party and party, if you chance to be
pinched with the colic, you make faces like

mummers; set up the bloody flag against all

patience ; and, in roaring for a chamber-pot,
dismiss the controversy bleeding, the more
entangled by your hearing: all the peace you
make in their cause is calling both the parties

knaves. You are a pair of strange ones.

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood
to be a perfecter giber for the table than a
necessary bencher in the Capitol.

I^Ien. Our very priests must become mockeis
if they shall encounter such, ridiculous subjecis

as you are. When you speak best unto the

purpose it is not worth the wagging of your
beards ; and your beards deserve not so honour-

able a grave as to stuff a botcher's cushion or

to be entombed in an ass's pack-saddle. Yet
you must be saving, Marcius is proud; who,
in a cheap estimation, is worth all your pre-

decessors since Deucalion ; though peradventure

some of tlie best of them were hereditary hang-
men. God-den to your worships: more ofyour
conversation would infect my brain, being the

herdsmen of the beastly plebeians: I will be

bold to take my leave of you.

{^Brutus and SiciNms retire.

Enter VOLUMN.<A, YlRGILIA, VALERIA, e^f.

I low now, my as fair as noble ladies,—and the

moon, were she earthly, no nobler,—whither
do you follow your eyes so fast?

/ 'ol. 1 lonouraljle Mcnenius, my boy '>.Tarciu3

approaches ; for the love of Juno let 's go.

Men. I la! Marcius coming home I

I'ol. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with ciosJ

prosperous approbation.
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/JA-«. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I Ihank thee.

—lloo! Marcius coining home !

VjI. Vir. Nay, 'lis true.

Vol. Look, here 's a letter from him : the

state hath another, his wife another ; any I

think there's one at home for you.

j\[cn. I win make my very house reel to-

night.—A letter loi me?
i ir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you;

I saw it.

J\fen. A letter for me ! It gives me an estate

of seven years' health; in which time I will

make a lip at the ]>hysician : the most sovereitn^

prescription in G^-.len is but empiricutic, and,
to this preservative, of no better report than a
horse-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was
Wont to conje home wounded.

Vir. O, no, no, no.

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for't

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much.

—

Brings a victory iu his pwcket ?—The wounds
become him.

Vol. Oa 's brows : Menenlus, he comes the

third time home with the oaken garland.

JMcn. lias he disciplined Aufidius soundly?
Vol. Titus Lartius writes,—they fought to-

gether, but Aufidius got off.

Lien. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant
him that : an he had stayed by him, I wou'd
r.'>t have been so fidiused for all the chests in

Corioli, and the gold that's in them. Is the

se:iate possessed of this ?

Vol. Good ladies, let 's go.—Yes, yes, yes

;

the senate has letters from the general, wherein
lie gives my son the whole name of the war

:

he hath in Ais action outdone his former deeds
doubly.

Val. In troth, there 's wondrous things spoke
of him.

I)Ien. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and
not without his tnie purchasing.

Vir. The gods grant them trae

!

Vol. True! pow, wow.
Men. True ! I 'U be sworn they are true.

—

Where is he wounded ?—[ To the Tribunes, "who
comeforward.^ God save your good \\orship3 i

J.Iarcius is coming home : he has more cause
to be proud.—Where is he wounded?

Vol. V the shoulder and i' the left arm:
there will be large cicatrices to show the peo])'e

v.hen he shall stand for his place. He received

in the repulse of Tarquin seven hurts i' the

body.
Alcn. One i' the neck and two i' the thigh,

—

there's nine that I know.
Vol. lie had, before this last expedition,

twenty-five wounds upon him.

Men. Now it 's twenty-seven : every gash
was an enemy's grave- \A iJioul andJiourish. ]
Hark ! the trumjx-ls.

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius : before
him [rears;

He carries noise, and behind him he leaves

Death, that dark spirit, in's ner\-y arm doth
lie

;

[die.

Which, being advanc'd, declines, and then men

A sennet. Tntrnpels sound. Enter CoMlNlus
and Titus Lartius ; bet-ween them, Corio-
LANUS, crowned with an oaken garland

;

with Captains, Soldiers, and a I ierald.

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius
did fight

Within Corioli gates: where he hath won,
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these

In honour follows Coriolanus :

—

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus !

\^Fl&nrish.

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Corio-
lanus ! [heart

;

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my
Pray now, no more.

Com. Look, sir, your mother !

Cor. O,
You have, I know, petition'd all the gods
For my prosperity

!

{^Kneels.

Vol. Nay, my good soldier, up;
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and
By deed-achieving honour newly naui'd,

—

\Vhat is it ?—Coriolanus must I call thee ?

But, O, thy wife !

Cor. My gracious silence, hail

!

Wouldst thou have laugh'd had I come ccfTiu'd

home.
That weep'st to see me triumph ? Ah, my dear,

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear,
/Vnd mothers that lack sons.

Mett. Now the gods crown thee

!

Cor. And live you yet ?—O my sweet lady,

pardon. [To Vali-:ria.

Vol. I know not where to turn.—O, welcome
home;

—

[all.

And welcome, general ;—and you are welcome
Alett. A hundred thousand welcomes.—

I

could weep [Welcome

:

And I could laugh; I am light and bea^^^'.

—

A curse begin at very root on 's heart

That is not glad to see thee !—You are three

That Rome should dote on: yet, by the faith

of men, [will not

We have some old crab trees here at home that

Be grafted to yourrclish, Yetwe!coaie,warnors:
We call a nettle but a nettle; and
The faults of fools but folly.
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Com. Ever right.

Cor. Menenius ever, ever.

Her. Give way there, and go on !

Cor. Your hand, and yours

:

f To his 'wife and mother.

Ere in our own house I do shade my head,

The good patricians must be visited;

From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings.

But with them change of honours.

Vol. I have lived

To see inherited my very wishes,

And the buildings of my fancy : only [but

T.iere 's one thing wanting, which I doubt not

Our Rome will cast upon l:;ee.

Cor. Know, good mother,

I had rather be their servant in ray way
Ti'ian sway with them in theirs.

Com. On, to the Capitol.

{^Flourish. Comets. Exeunl in Uale, as

before. The Tribun-js remain.

Bru. All tongues speak of liim, and the

bleared sights

Are spectacled to see him : your prattling nurse

Into a rapture lets her baby cry

Wliile she chats him : the kitchen malkin pins

Her richest lockram 'bout her reechy neck.

Clambering the walls to eye him ; stalls, bulks,

windows.
Are smolher'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd

With variable complexions; all agreeing

In earnestness to see him : scld-shown tlamens

Do press among the popular throngs, and puff

To win a vulgar station: our vcild dames
Commit t'.ie war of white and damask, in

Their nicely gawded cheeks, to l!ie wanton spoil

Of Phoebus' burning kisses: such a pother.

As if that whatsoever god who leads him
Were slily crept into liis human powers.

And gave him graceful posture.

Sic. On the sudden,

I warrant him consul.

Bru. Then our office may,
During his f)ower, go sleep. [honours

Sic. He cannot temperately transport hi,;

From where he should begin and end ; but will

Lose those that he halh won.
£ru. In that there 's comfort.

Sic. Doubt not the commoners, for whom we
stand.

But they, upon their ancient malice, will forget,

With llieleast cause,thesehisnewhonours; which
That he '11 give them make as little questiou

As he is proud to do 't.

Brn. I heard him sw&fr,
Vv'ere he to stand for consul, never would he
Appear i' the market-place, nor on laim put

1 he napless vesture of humility

;

Nor, showing, as the manner is, his wounds
To the people, beg their stinking breaths.

Sic. 'Tis right,

Bru. It was his word: O, he would miss it

rather [hiin.

Than carry it but by the suit of the gentry to

And the desire of the nobles.

Sic. I wish no better

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it

la execution.

Bni. 'Tis most like he will.

Sic. It shall be to him then, as our good wills,

A sure desLruclion.

Bni. So it must fall out

To him or our authorities. For an end,

We must suggest the people in what hatred

He still hath held them ; that to 's pt^wer h«
would [a!.d

Have made ihem mules, silenc'd tlieir pleaders^

Dispropertied their freedoms : holding them.

In human action and capacity,

Of no more soul nor fitness for the world

Than camels in their war ; who iiave their pro
vand

Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows
For sinking under them.

Sic. Tliis, as you say, suggested

At some time when his soaring insolence

Shall touch the people,—wliich time sliall not

want.
If it be put upon't ; and that 's as easy

As to set dogs on sheep,—will be his fire

To kindle their dry stubble; and their blaze

Shall darken him for ever.

Enter a Messenger.

Brzt. V/hat's the matter?

Mess. You are sent for to the Capiiol. 'Tia

thought

That Marcius shall be consul

:

[and

I have seen t.he dumb men throng to see him.

The blind to hear him speak : matrons fiung

gloves.

Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchers.

Upon him as he pass'd: the nobles bended

As to Jove's statue ; and the commons made
A shower and thunder with their capsandshoutSS

{ never saw the like.

Brti. Let 's to the Capitol

;

.\nd carry with us ears and eyes for the time.

But hearts lor the event.

Sii. Have with you. \_Exei{>it.

Scene II.—Rome. The Capitol.

Enter i-wo Officers, to lay cushions.

I 0^. Come, come; they are almost here.

How many stand for consulships ?
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2 Off. Three, they say : but 'tis thought of

every one Coriolanus will carry it.

1 Off. That 's a brave fellow ; but he 's

vengeance proud, and loves not the comrnon
people.

2 Off. Faith, there have been many great

r'.cn that have flattered the people, who ne'er

loved them ; and there be many that tliey have
loved, they know not wherefore: so that, if

they love they know not why, they hate upon
FiO better a ground : therefore, for Coriolanus

neither to care whether they love or hale him
riianifests the true knowledge he has in their

disposition ; and, out of his noble carelessness,

lets tliem plainly see 't.

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had
their love or no, he waved indifferently 'twixt

doing them neither good nor harm ; but he
seeks their hate with greater devotion than they
can render it him ; and leaves nothing undone
that may fully discover him their opposite.

Kow, to seem to affect the malice and dis-

pleasure of the people is as bad as that which
ne dislikes,—to flatter them for their love.

2 Off. He hath deserved worthily of his

country: and his ascent is not by such easy
degrees as those who, having been supple and
courteous to the people, bonnetted, without any
further deed to have them at all into their esti-

mation and report : but he hath so planted his

honours in their eyes, and his actions in their

hearts, that for their tongues to be silent, and
not confess so much, were a kind of ingraleful

injury; to report otherwise were a malice that,

giving itself the lie, would pluck reproof and
rebuke from every ear that heard it.

I Off. No more of him ; he is a w^orthy man :

make way, they are coming.

A Sennet. Enter, with Lictors before them.,

CoMiNius the Consul, Menenius, Corio-
lanus, Senators, SiciNius, and Brutus.
The Senators take their places ; Mij Tribunes
take theirs also by themselves.

Men. Having determin'd of the Volsces, and
To send for Titus Larlius, it remains.
As the main point of this our after-meeting.
To gratify his noble service that

Hath thus stood for his country: therefore

please you.
Most reverend and grave elders, to desire
The present consul, and last general
In our well-found successes, to report
A liltb of that worthy work perform'd
Ey Caius ^^arcius Coriolanus ; whom
^Ve meet 'lere, both to thank and to remember
,With honours like himself.

I Sen. Speak, good Cominius:
Leave nothing out for length, and make us

think

Rather our state 's defective for requital

Than we to stretch it out.—Masters o' the

people.

We do request your kindest ears ; and, after,

Vour loving motion toward the common body,
To yield what passes here.

Sic, We are convented
Upon a pleasing treaty; and have hearts

Inclinable to honour and advance
The theme of our assembly.

Brn. Which the rather

We shall be bless'd to do, if he remember
A kinder value of the people than

He hath hereto priz'd them at.

Men. That 's off, that 's off ;

I would you rather had been silent. Please

you
To hear Cominius speak ?

Bru. Most willingly:

But yet my caution was more pertinent

Than the rebuke you give it.

Alen. He lovas your people

;

But tie him not to be their bedlellow.— ,

Worthy Cominius, speak.

[Coriolanus rises, and offers to go away.
Kay, keep your place.

I Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to hear

What you have nobly done.

Cor. Your honours' pardon;
I had rather have my wounds to heal again

Than hear say how I got them.
Bru. Sir, I hope

My words disbench'd you not.

Cor. No, sir; yet oft.

When blows have made me stay, I fled from
words. [people.

You sooth'd not, therefore hurt not: but your
I love them as they weigh.

Men. Pray now, sit down.
Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head

i' the sun

WTien the alarum were struck, than idly sit

To hear my nothings raonster'd. \Exit.

J\fen. Masters o' the people.

Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter,

—

That's thousand to one good one,—when you
now see

lie had rather venture all his limbs for honour
Than one on 's ears to hear it?—Proceed,

Cominius. [lanus

Com. I shall lack voice : the deeds of Corio-

Should not be utter'd feebly.— It is held

That valour is the chiefest virtue, and
Most dignifie^ the haver : il it be.
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The man I speak of cannot in the world

Be singly counterpois'd. At sixteen years,

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought

Beyond tlie mark of others : our then dictator,

Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight.

When with his Amazonian chin he drove

The bristled lips before him: he bestrid

An o'erpress'd Roman, and i' the consul's view
Slew three opposers: Tarquin's self he met.

And struck him on his knee: in that day's feats,

When he might act the woman in the scene.

He prov'd best man i' the field, and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age
Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a sea;

And in the brunt of seventeen battles since

He lurch'd all swords of the garland. For this

last,

Before and in Corioli, let me say,

I cannot speak him home : he stopp'd the fliers

;

And by his rare example made the coward
Turn terror into sport : as weeds before

A vessel under sail, so men obey'd.

And fell below his stem : his sword,—death's

stamp,

—

\^^lere it did mark, it took ; from face to foot

He was a thing of blood, whose every motion
Was timed with dying cries: alone he enter'd

The mortal gate of the city, which he painted

With shunless destiny ; aidless came off,

And with a sudden re-enforcement struck

Corioli like a planet. Now all 's his

:

When, by and by, the din of war 'gan pierce

His ready sense; then straight his doubled spirit

Re-quicken'd what in flesh was fatigate.

And to the battle came he ; where he did

Run reeking o'er the lives of men as if

'Twere a perpetual spoil: and till we call'd

Both field and city ours he never stood

To ease his breast with panting.

Men, Worthy man !

I Sin. He cannot but with measure fit the

honours
Which we devise him.

Corn. Our spoils he kick'd at

;

And look'd upon things precious as they were
The common muck of the world : he covets less

Than misery itself would give; rewards
His deeds with doing them; and is content

To spend the time to end it.

Men. He 's right noble

:

^Let him be call'd for.

I Sen. Call Coriolanus.

Off. He doth appear.

Re-enter Coriolanus.

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd

To make thee consul.

Cor. I do owe them still

Nly life and services.

Men. It then remains
That you do speak to the people.

Cor. I do beseech you
Let me o'erleap that custom; for I cannot

Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them,

For my wounds' sake, to give their sufi'rage

;

please you
That I may pass this doing.

Sic. Sir, the people

Must have their voices; neither will they bate

One jot of ceremony.

Men. Put them not to 't :

—

Pray you, go fit you to the custom ; and
Take to you, as your predecessors have,

Your honour with your form.

Cor. It is a part

That I shall blush in acting, and might well

Be taken from the people.

Bru. Mark you that ?

Cor. To brag unto them,—thus I did, and
thus;— [hide

Show them the unaching scars which I should

As if I had received them for the hire

Of their breath only!

—

iMen. Do not stand upon 't.—

•

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people.

Our purpose to them ;—and to our noble consul

Wish we all joy and honour.

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour

!

[^Flourish. Exeunt all but Sic.

and Bru.
Bru. You see how he intends to use the

people.

Sic. May they perceive 's intent ! He will

requite them
As if he did contemn what he requested

Should be in them to give.

Bru. Come, we'll inform them

Of our proceedings here: on the market-place

I know they do attend us. \_£xeunt.

Scene III.

—

Rome. The Forum.

Enter several Citizens.

1 at. Once, if he do require our voices, we
ought not to deny him.

2 Cit. We may, sir, if we will.

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it,

but it is a power that we have no power to do:

for if he show us his wounds and tell us his

deeds, we are to put our tongues into those

wounds, and speak for them ; so, if he tell us

his noble deeds, we must also tell him our

noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon-

strous : and for the multitude to be ingrateful,

9- n
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were to make a monster of the multitude ; of

the which we, being members, should bring

ourselves to be monstrous members.

1 Cit. And to make us no belter thought of,

a little help will serve; for once we stood up
about the corn, he himself stuck not to call us

the many-headed multitude.

3 Cit. We have been called so of many; not

that our heads are some brown, some black,

some auburn, some bald, but that our wits are

so diversely coloured ; and truly I think, if all

our wits were to issue out of one skull, they

would fly east, west, north, south; and their

consent of one direct way should be at once to

all the points o' the compass.

2 Cit. Think you so ? Which way do you
judge my wit would fly ?

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as

another man's will,
—

'tis strongly wedged up in

a block-head ; but if it were at libarty, 'twould,

sure, southward.
2 Cit. Why that way?
3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog ; where being

three parts melted away with rotten dews, the

fourth would return, for conscience' sake, to

help to get thee a wife.

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks :

—

you may, you may.

3 Cit. Are you all resolved to give your

voices ? But that 's no matter, the greater part

carries it. I say, if he would incline to the

people, there was never a worthier man. Here
he comes, and in the gown of humility: mark
his behaviour. W'e are not to stay altogether,

but to come by him where he stands, by ones,

by twos, and by threes. He's to make his

requests by particulars ; wherein every one of us

has a single iionour, in giving him our own voices

with our own tongues: therefore follow me, and
I '11 direct you how you shall go by him.

All. Content, content. [Exeunt.

Enter Coriolanus and Menenius.

Jl/en. O sir, you are not right ; have you not

known
The worthiest men have done 't

!

Cor. WTiat must I say?

—

I pray, sir,—Plague upon't! I cannot bring

]\Iy tongue to such a pace.

—

Look, sir;—my
wounds ;

—
J got them in ?ny country's service, when
Some certain ofyour brethren roar'd, and ran
From the noise of our own drums.

Men. O me, the gods

!

You must not speak of that : you must desire

them
To think upon you.

Cor. Think upon me ! hang 'em!
I would they would forget me, like the virtues

Which our divines lose by 'em.

Men. You '11 mar all

:

I '11 leave you. Pray you, speak to 'em, I pray
you.

In wholesome manner.
Cor. Bid them wash their faces

And keep their teeth clean. [Exit Menenius.
So, here comes a brace :

Re-enler two Citizens.

You know the cause, sirs, of my standing here.

1 Cit. We do, sir ; tell us what hath brought
you to 't.

Cor. Lline own desert

2 Cit. Your own desert

!

Cor. Ay, not mine own desire.

I Cit. How ! not your own desire

!

Cor. No, sir, 'twas never my desire yet to

trouble the poor with begging.

I Cit. You must think, if we give you any-
thing, we hope to gain by you.

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o' the
consulship ?

1 Cit. The price is to ask it kindly.
' Cor. Kindly! sir, I praj', let meha't: I

have wounds to show you, which shall be
yours in private.—Your good voice, sir; what
say you ?

2 Cit. You shall ha' it, worthy sir.

Cor. A match, sir.—There is in all two
worthy voices begg'd.—I have your alms: adieu.

1 Cit. But this is something odd.
2 Cit. An 'twere to give again,—but 'tis no

matter. [Exeunt two Citizens.

He-enter other two Citizens.

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the

tune of your voices that I may be consul, I

have here the customary gown.

3 Cit. You have deserved nobly of your
country, and you have not deserved nobly.

Cor. Your enigma?
3 Cit. You have been a scourge to her

enemies, you have been a rod to her friends;

you have not, indeed, loved the common
people.

Cor. You should account me the more
virtuous, that I have not been common in my
love. I will, sir, flatter my sworn brother,

the people, to earn a dearer estimation of them ;

'tis a condition they account gentle : and since

the wisdom of their choice is rather to have my
hat than my heart, I will practise the insinuat-

ing nod, and be off to them most counterfeilly;

that is, sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment
of some popular man, and give it bountifully/
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to the desirers. Therefore, beseech you, I

may be consul.

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend; and

therefore give you our voices heartily.

3 Cit. You have received many wounds for

your country.

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with

showing them. I will make much of your

voices, and so trouble you no further.

Both Cit. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily!

[^Exeunt.

Cor. Most sweet voices !

—

Better it is to die, better to starve,

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve.

Why in this wolfish toge should I stand here.

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear,

Their needless vouches? Custom calls me to't:

—

What custom wills, in all things should we do't,

The dust on antique time would lie unswept,

And mountainous error be too highly heap'd

For truth to o'erpeer. Rather than fool it so.

Let the high office and the honour go

To one that would do thus.— I am half through;

The one part suffer'd, the other will I do.

Here come more voices.

Re-enter other three Citizens.

Your voices : for your voices I have fought

;

Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices bear

Of wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six

I have seen and heard of; for your voices have

Done many things, some less, some more: your

voices:

Indeed, I would be consul.

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go
without any honest man's v«ice.

6 Cit. Therefore let him be consul : the gods

give him joy, and make him good friend to the

people

!

All 3 Citizens. Amen, amen.—God save

thee, noble consul

!

[Exetcnt.

Cor. Worthy voices

!

Re-enter Menenius, with Brutus and
SiCINIUS.

Men. You have srtood your limitation; and
the tribunes

Endue you with the people's voice :—remains

That, in the official marks invested, you
Anon do meet the senate.

Cor, Is this done ?

Sic. The custom of request you have dis-

charg'd

:

The people do admit you ; and are summon'd
To meet anon, upon your approbation.

Cor. Where? at the senate-house?

Sic. There, Coriolanus.

Cor. May I change these garments ?

Sic. You may, sir.

Ccfr. That I '11 straight do ; and, knowing
myself again,

Repair to the senate-house. [along ?

Men. I'll keep you company.—Will you
Bru. We stay here for the people.

Sic. Fare you well.

[Exeunt Cor. and Men.
He has it now ; and by his looks methinks
'Tis warm at his heart. [weeds.

Bru. With a proud heart he wore his humble
Will you dismiss the people ?

Re-enter Citizens.

Sic. How now, my masters ! have you chose

this man ?

1 Cit. He has our voices, sir. [loves.

Brzi. We pray the gods he may deserve your

2 Cit. Amen, sir:—to my poor unworthy
notice.

He mocked us when he begg'd our voices.

3 Cit, Certainly,

He flouted us downright.

1 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of speech,—he did

not mock us.

2 Cit. Not one amongst us, save yourself,

but says

He us'd us scornfully: he should have show'd us

His marks of merit, wounds receiv"d for's

country.

Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure.

Citizens. No, no ; no man saw 'em.

3 Cit. He said he had wounds, which he

could show in private

;

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn,

/ would be consul, says he ; aged custom.

But by your voices, will not so per/nit me

;

Your voices therefore: when we granted that.

Here was, I thank youforyour voices,—thank

you,—
Your 7nost sweet voices:—now you liave left

your voices

I have no further with you:—was not this

mockery ?

Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to see 't?

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness

To yield your voices ?

Bru. Could you not have told him.

As you were lesson'd,—when he had no power.

But was a petty servant to the state.

He was your enemy ; ever spake against

Your liberties, and the charters that you bear

r the body of the weal : and now, arriving

A place of potency and sway o' the state,

If he should still malignantly remain

Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might

Be curses to yourselves? You should have said.
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That as his worthy deeds did claim no less

Than what he stood for, so his gracious nature
Would think upon you for your voices, and
Translate his malice towards you into love,

Standing your friendly lord.

Sic. Thus to have said,

As you were forc-advis'd, had touch'd his spirit

And tried his inclination; from him pluck'd

Either his gracious promise, which you might,

As cause had call'd you up, have held him to;

Or else it would have gall'd his surly nature,

Which easily endures n article

Tying him to aught ; so, putting him to rage,

Vou should have ta'en the advantage of his

choler.

And pass'd him unelected.

Bru. Did you perceive
He did solicit you in free contempt
When he did need your loves ; and do you think
l~hat liis contempt shall not be bruising to you
When he hath power to crush? Why, had

your bodies [cry

No heart among you ? Or had you tongues to

Against the rectorship of judgment ?

Sic. Have you
Ere now denied the asker? and now again.

On him that did not ask but mock, bestow
'\ our su'd-for tongues ? [him yet.

3 Cit. He's not confirm'd; we may deny
2 Cii. And will deny him

:

I '11 have five hundred voices of that sound.
I Cii. I twice five hundred, and their friends

to piece 'em. [friends

Bni. Get you hence instantly ; and tell those

They have chose a consul that will from them
take

Their liberties; make them of no more voice
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking
As therefore kept to do so.

Sic. Let them assemble

;

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke
Your ignorant election : enforce his pride
And his old hate unto you: besides, forget not
With what contempt he wore the humble weed

;

How in his suit he scorn'd you : but your loves,

Thinking upon his services, took from you
Tlie apprehension of his present portance,
Which, most gibingly, ungravely, he did fashion

After the inveterate hate he bears you.
£>u. Lay

A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we labour'd,

—

No impediment between,—but that you must
Cast your election on him.

Sic. Say you chose him
More after our commandment than as guided
By your own true affections; and that your

minds,

Pre-occupied with what you rather must do
Than what you should, made you against the

grain

To voice him consul. Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say we read lectures

to you.
How youngly he began to serve his country,
1 low long continued : and what stock he springs

of

—

[came
The noble house o' the Marcians ; from whence
That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's son.
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king;
Of the same house Publius and Quintus w^re,
That our best water brought by conduits

hither;

And Censorinus, darling of the people,
And nobly nam'd so, twice being censor.
Was his great ancestor.

Sic. One thus descended.
That hath beside well in his person wrought
To be set high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances : but you have found.
Scaling his present bearing with his past,

That he 's your fixed enemy, and revoke
Your sudden approbation.
Bru. Say you ne'er had done 't,—

Harp on that still,—but by our putting on:
And presently when you have drawn your

number.
Rep to the Capitol.

Citizens. We will so ; almost all

Repent in their election. {Exeunt.
Bru. Let them go on

;

This mutiny were better put in hazard
Than stay, past doubt, for greater

:

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage
With their refusal, both observe and answer
The vantage of his anger.

Sic. To the Capitol,

Come: we will be there before the stream o'

the people

;

And this shall seem, as partly 'tis, their own.
Which we have goaded onward. \_Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene L—Rome. A Street.

Corttets. Enter CORIOLANUS, ISIenenius,
COMINUS, Titus Lartius, Senators, and
Patricians.

Cor. Tullus Aufidius, then, had made new
head? [caus'd

Lart. He had, my lord ; and that it was which
Our swifter composition.

Cor. So then the Voisces stand but as at fivit;
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Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make
road

Upon 's again.

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so

That we shall hardly in our ages see

Their banners wave again.

Cor. Saw you Aufidius ?

Lart. On safeguard he came to me ; and did

curse

Against the Volsces, for they had so vilely

Yielded the town : he is retir'd to Antium.

Cor. Spoke he of me?
Lart. He did, my lord.

Cor. How? what?
Lart. How often he had met you, sword to

sword

;

That of all things upon the earth he hated

Your person most; that he would pawn his

fortunes

To hopeless restitution, so he might

Be call'd your vanquisher.

Cor. At Antium lives he ?

Lart. At Antium.
Cor. I wibh I had a cause to seek him there.

To oppose his hatred fully.—Welcome home.
\^To Lartius.

Enter SiClXIUS and Brutus.

Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people.

The tongues o' the common mouth. I do
despise them

;

For they do prank them in authority,

Against all noble sufferance.

Sic. Pass no further.

Cor. Ha ! what is that ?

Bnt. It will be dangerous to go on : no
further.

Cor. What makes this change ?

Men. The matter ? [commons ?

Com. Hath he not pass'd the nobles and the

Bru. Cominius, no.

Cor. Have I had children's voices ?

I Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the

market-place.

Bru. The people are incens'd against him.

Sic. Stop,

Or all will fall in broil.

Cor. Are these your herd ?

—

Must these have voices, that can yield them
now, [your offices ?

And straight disclaim their tongues?—What are

You being their mouths, why rule you not their

teetb ?

Have you not set them on ?

I\Ien. Be calm, be calm.

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot.

To curb the will of the nobility;

Suffer 't, and live with such as cannot rule.

Nor ever will be rul'd.

Bru. Call 't not a plot

:

The people cry you mock'd them ; and of late.

When corn was given them gMiiis, you repin'd;

Scandal'd the suppliants for tlic people,—call'd

them
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness.

Cor. Why, this was known before.

Bru. Isot to them all.

Cor. Have you inform'd them sithence ?

Bru. How! I inform them!
Cor. You are like to do such business.

Bru. Not unlike,

Each way, to better yours.

Cor. Why, then, should I be consul? By
yon clouds,

Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me
Your fellow tribune.

Sic. You show too much of that

For which the people stir : if you will pass

To where you are bound, you must inquire

your way,
\Miich you are out of, with a gentler spirit

;

Or never be so noble as a consul,

Nor yoke wilh him for tribune.

Men. Let 's be calm.

Com. The people are abus'd ; set en. This
palt'ring

Becomes not Rome ; nor has Coriolanus

Deserv'd this so dishonour'd rub, laid falsely

r the plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell me of corn !

This was my speech, and I will speak 't again,

^

Men, Not now, not now.
I Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now.
Cor. Now, as I live, I will.—My nobler

friends,

I crave their pardons :

For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them
Regard me as I do not flatter, and
Therein behold themselves: I say again.

In soothing them we nourish 'gainst our senate

The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition.

Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow'd,

and scatter'd.

By mingling themwith us, the honour'd number J

Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that

Which they have given to beggars.

Men. Well, no more.

I Sen. No more words, we beseech you.

Cor. How ! no more I

As for my country I have shed my blood.

Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs

Coin words till their decay against those measles

Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought^.

The very way to catch them.
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Brii. You speak o' the people
As if you were a god to punish, not

A man of their inlirmity.

Sic. 'Twere well

We let the people know 't

Men. What, what ? his choler ?

Cor. Choler!
Were I as patient as the midnight sleep,

By Jove, 'twould be my mind

!

Sic. It is a mind
That shall remain a poison where it is.

Not poison any further.

Cor. Shall remain !

—

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you
His absolute shall?

Com. 'Twas from the canon.
Cor. Shall!
good, but most unwise patricians ! why,

Vou grave, but reckless senators, have you thus

Given Hydra leave to choose an officer.

That with his peremptory shall, being but

The horn and noise o' the monster, wants not
spirit

To say he '11 turn your current in a ditch,

And make your channel his ? If he have power,
Then vail your ignorance : if none, awake
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learn'd

Be not as common fools ; if you are not.

Let them have cushions by you. You are

plebeians

If they be senators : and they are no less

When, both your voices blended, the great'st

taste [trate ;

Most palates theirs. They choose their magis-
And such a one as he, who puts his shall,

His popular shall, against a graver bench
Than ever frown'd in Greece. By Jove himself,
It makes the consuls base : and my soul aches
To know, when two authorities are up.
Neither supreme, how soon confusion
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take
The one by the other.

Com. Well, on to the market-place.
Cor. ^^^loeve^ gave that counsel, to give forth

The corn o' the storehouse gratis, as 'twas us'd
Sometime in Greece,

—

J^Ien. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor. Though there the people had more
absolute power,

—

1 say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed
The ruin of the state.

Bfit- Why, shall the people give
One that speaks thus their voice?

Cor. I '11 give my reasons.
More worthier than their voices. They know

the corn
Was not our recompense, resting well assur'd

They ne'er did service for 't : being press'd to

the war,

Even when the navel of the state was touch'd.

They would not thread the gates,—this kind
of service

Did not deserve corn gratis : being i' the war,
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show'd
Most valour, spoke not for them. The accusation
Which they have often made against the senate.

All cause unborn, could never be the motive
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then?
How shall this bisson multitude digest

The senate's courtesy? Let deeds express

What 's like to be their words :— We did reqtust

it;

IVe are the greafer poll, and in truefear
They gave us our dctnands:—thus we debase
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble

Call our cares fears: which will in time
Break ope the locks o' the senate, and bring in

The crows to peck the eagles.

—

Me?i. Come, enough.
Bru. Enough, with over-measure.

Cor. No, take more:
What may be sworn by, both divine and human.
Seal what I end withal !—This double worship,—
Where one part does disdain with cause, the

other [wisdom,
Insult without all reason ; where gentry, title.

Cannot conclude but by the yea and no
Of general ignorance,—it must omit
Real necessities, and give way the while
To unstable slightness: purpose so barr'd, it

follows, [you,

—

Nothing is done to purpose. Therefore, beseech
You that will be less fearful than discreet;

That love the fundamental part of state

More than you doubt the change oa't; thst
prefer

A noble life before a long, and wish
To vamp a body with a dangerous physic

That 's sure of death without it,—at once pluck
out

The multitudinous tongue ; let them not lick

The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour
Mangles tnie judgment, and bereaves the state

Of that integrity which should become 't

;

Not having the power to do the good it would,
For the ill which doth control 't.

Bru. Has said enough.
Sic. Has spoken like a traitor, and shall

answer
As traitors do.

Cor. Thou wretch despite o'erw'ielm thee !

—

W'hat should the people do with these bald

tribunes?

On whom depending, their obedience fails
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To the greater bench : in a rebellion, [law,

When what 's not meet, but what must be, was
Then were they chosen ; in a better hour
Let what is meet be said it must be meet.
And throw their power i' the dust.

Bnu Manifest treason.

Sic. This a consul? no.

Bru. The aediles, ho!—Let him be appre-

hended, [whose name myself
Sic. Go, call the people [£;<:// Brutus];—in

Attach thee as a traitorous innovator,

A foe to the public weal. Obey, I charge thee,

And follow to thine answer.

Cor. Hence, old goat

!

Sen. and Pat. We '11 surety him.

Com. Aged sir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing ! or I shall shake
thy bones

Out of thy garments.

Sic. Help, ye citizens

!

Re-enter Brutus, -Lvith the /Ediles and a
rabble (j/" Citizens.

Men. On both sides more respect.

Sic. Here's he that would take from you
all your power.

Bru. Seize him, Eediles.

Citizens. Down with him ! down with him !

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons

!

\_They all bustle about CORIOLANUS.
Tribunes, patricians, citizens !—what, ho S

—

Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens !

Citizens. Peace, peace, peace; stay, hold,

peace!
Men. What is about to be?—I am out of

breath

;

[bunes
Confusion 's near ; I cannot speak.—You tri-

To the people,—Coriolanus, patience :

—

Speak, good Sicinius.

Sic. Hear me, people ; peace

!

Citizens. Let's hear our tribune: peace!

—

Speak, speak, speak.

Sic, You are at point to lose your liberties

:

Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius,
Whom late you have nam'd for consul.

Men, Fie, fie, fie

!

^his is the way to kindle, not to quench.

I Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat.

Sic, What is the city but the people ?

Citizens. True,
The people are the city.

Bru. By the consent ofall, we were establish'd

Xhe people's magistrates.

Cit. You so remain.

Men. And so are like to do.

Cor. That 13 the way to lay the city flat

;

To bring the root to the foundation,

And bury all which yet distinctly ranges,

In heaps and piles of ruin.

Sic. This deserves death.

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority.

Or let us lose it.—We do here pronounce.
Upon the pact o' the people, in whose power
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy
Of present death.

Sic. Therefore lay hold of him

;

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from tlienca

Into destruction east him.

Bru. Ediles, seize hJm !

Citizens. Yield, Marcius, yield !

Men. Hear me one word

;

Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word.

^d. Peace, peace ! [friends.

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country's

And temperately proceed to what you would
Thus violently redress.

Bru. Sir, those cold ways,

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous

WTiere the disease is violenL—Lay hands upca
him.

And bear him to the rock.

Cor. No ; I '11 die here.

\Draws his sword.

There 's some among you have beheld me
fighting: [seen me.

Come, try upon yourselves what you have

Men. Down with that sword!—Tribunes,

withdraw awhile.

Brti. Lay hands upon him.

Men. Help Marcius, help.

You that be noble ; help him, young and old !

Citizens. Down with him, down with him

!

[/« this tnutiny the Tribunes, the Ediles,
and the People are beat in.

Men. Go, get you to your house ; be gone,
away

!

All will be naught else.

2 Sen. Get you gone.

Cor. Stand fast;

We have as many friends as enemies.

Men. Shall it be put to that ?

I Sen. The gods forbid 1

I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy house

;

Leave us to cure this cause.

Men. For 'tis a sore upon us.

You cannot tent yourself: be gone, beseech you.

Com. Come, sir, along with us. [are.

Cor. I would they were barbarians,—as they

Though in Rome litter'd,—not Romans,—as

they are not,

Though calv'd i' the porch o' the Capitol,

—

Men. Ei3 gone;

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue j

One time v^iil owe another.
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Cor. On fair ground
I could beat forty of them.

Men. I could myself

Take up a brace o' the best of them ; yea, the

two tribunes.

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic

;

And manhood is call'd foolery when it stands

Against a falling fabric.—Will you hence,

Before the tag return ? whose rage duth rend
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear

What they are used to bear.

Alen. Pray you, be gone

:

I '11 try whether my old wit be in request

With those that have but little : this must be
patch'd

With cloth of any colour.

Com. Nay, come away.
[Exeunt CoR., Com., and others.

1 Pat. This man has marr'd his fortune.

3Ien. His nature is too noble for the world

:

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident,

Or Jove for's power to thunder. His heart's

his mouth

:

What his breast forges, that his tongue must
vent

;

And, being angry, does forget that ever
He heard the name of death. [A noise within.

Here 's goodly work !

2 Pat. I would they were a-bed !

Men. I would they were in Tiber I What,
the vengeance.

Could he not speak 'em fair ?

Re-enter Brutus and Sicinius, -with the

rabble.

Sic. \Miere is this viper

That would depopulate the city and
Be every man himself?

Alen. You worthy tribunes,

—

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian
rock

With rigorous hands : he hath resisted law,
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial

Than the severity of the public power,
Which he so sets at naught.

I Cit. He shall well know
The noble tribunes are the people's mouths,
And we their hands.

Citizens. He shall, sure on 't.

Men. Sir, sir,

—

Sic. Peace

!

]\Ien. Do not cry havoc, where you should
but hunt

With modest warrant.

Sic. Sir, how comes 't that you
Have holp to make this rescue ?

Men. Hear me speak :

—

As I do know the consul's worthiness,
So can I name his faults,

—

Sic. Consul !—what consul ?

]\Ien. The consul Coriolanus.
Brii. He consul !

Citizens. No, no, no, no, no.

Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours,
good people,

I may be heard, I would crave a word or two;
The which shall turn you to no further harm
Than so much loss of time.

Sic. Speak briefly, then ;

For we are peremptory to despatch
This viperous traitor : to eject him hence
Were but one danger ; and to keep him here
Our certain death : therefore it is decreed
He dies to-night.

Men. Now the good gods forbid

That our renowned I\.ome, whose gratitude

Towards her deserved children is enroU'd
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own

!

Sic. He 's a disease that must be cut away.
Men. O, he 's a limb that has but a disease

;

Mortal, to cut it off ; to cure it, easy.

What has he done to Rome that 's worthy death ?

Killing our enemies, the blood he hath lost,

—

Which I dare vouch is more than that he haih
By many an ounce,—hedropt it for his country ;

And what is left, to lose it by his country
Were to us all, that do't and suff"er it,

A brand to the end o' the world.
Sic. This is clean kam.
Bni. Merely awry: when he did love uis

country,

It honour'd him.
Men. The service of the foot.

Being once gangren'd, is not then respected
For what before it was.
Bru. We '11 hear no more.

—

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence
;

Lest his infection, being of catching nature,

Spread further.

Men. One word more, one word.
This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find

The harm of unscann'd swiftness, will, too late,

Tie leaden pounds to 's heels. Proceed by
process

;

Lest parties,—as he is belov'd,—break out,

And sack great Rome with Romans.
Bni. If it were so,

—

Sic. What do you talk ?

Have we not had a taste of his obedience ?

Our acdiles smote? ourselves resisted ?—come,

—

Men. Consider this :—he has been bred i' the

wars
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd
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In boiled language ; meal and bran together

lie throws without distinction. Give me leave,

I "11 go to him, and undertake to bring hiia

Wheie he shall answer, by a lawful form,

In peace, to his utmost peril.

r Sat. Noble tribunes,

It is the humane way: the other course

^VlIl prove too bloody ; and the end of it

Unknown to the beginning.

Sic. Noble Menenius,

Be you then as the people's officer.

—

l\L\siers, lay down your weapons.

Bnc. Go not home.

Sic. Meet on the market-place. — We'll

atteryi you there

:

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed

In our first way.

M'dH. I '11 bring him to you.

—

[ To llie Senators. ] Let me desire your company

:

he must come,
Or what is worst will follow.

X Sen. Pray you, let's to him.

\Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Rome. A Room in Coriolanus's
House.

E)iter CORIOLANUS and Patricians.

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears

;

present me
Diath on the wheel, or at wild horses' heels;

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock,

That the precipitation might down stretch

Below the beam of sight; yet will I still

Be thus to them.

I Pat. You do the nobler.

Cor. I niuse my mother
Does not ajiprove me further, who was wont
To call the.n woollen vassals, things created

T' ) buy and sell with groats ; to show bare heads

In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder,

When one but of my ordinance stood up
To speak of peace or war.

Enter NQ\MMy.\K.

I talk of you : [ To VoLUMNlA.
Why did you wish me milder? Would you

have me
F.ilse to my nature? Uaiher say, I play

The man I am.
Vol. O, sir, sir, sir,

I would have had you put your power well on
Before you had worn it out.

Cor. Let go. [you are

Vol. You might have been enough the man
With striving less to be so : lesser had been
The thwartings of your disposiiions if

You had not show'd them how ye were dispos'd

Ere they lack'd power to cross you.

Cor. Let them hang.

Vol. Ay, and burn too.

Enter Menenius and Senators.

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough,

something too rough

;

You must return and mend it.

I Sen. There's no remedy;
L^nless, by not so doing, our good city

Cleave in the midst, and perish.

Vol. Pray, be counselTd.j

I have a heart as little apt as yours,

But yet a brain that leads my use of anger

To better vantage.

Men. Well said, noble woman !

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that

The violent fit o' the time craves it as physic

For the whole state, I would putminearmouron,
Which I can scarcely bear.

Cor. What must I do?
Men. Return to the tribunes.

Cor. Well, what then? what then?

M&n. Repent what you have spoke.

Cor. For them?— I cannot do it to the gods ;

Must I then do't to them?
I'ol. You are too absolute

;

Though therein you can never be too noble

But when extremities speak. I have heard

you say.

Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends,

r the war do grow together: grant that, and
tell me

In peace what each of them by th' other lose

That they combine not there.

Cor, Tush, tush

!

Itlen. A good demand.
Vol. If it be honour in your wars to seem

The same you are not,—which for your best ends
You adopt your policy,—how is it less or worse

That it shall hold companionship in peace

With honour as in war ; since that to both

It stands in like request?

Cor. Why force you this?

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak

To the people ; not by your own instruction.

Nor by the matter which yourheart prompts you,

But with such words that are but rooted in

Your tongue, though but bastards, and .syllables

Of no allowance, to your bosom's truth.

Now, this no more dishonours you at all

Than to take in a town with gentle words,

Which else would put you to your fortune and
The hazard of much blood.

I would dissemble with my nature where

My fortunes and my friends at stake rnjuir'd
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I should do so in honour : I am in this

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles;

And you will rather show our general louts

How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon
'em

For the inheritance of. their loves and safeguard

Of what that want might ruin.

Men. Noble lady !—
Come, go with us ; speak fair : you may salve so,

Not what is dangerous present, but the loss

Of what is past.

Vol. I pr'ythee now, my son.

Go to them with this bonnet in thy hand

;

And thus far having stretch'd it,—here be with
them,

—

[business

Thy knee bussing the stones,—for in such
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant

More learned than the ears,—waving thy head,
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart,

Now humble as the ripest mulberry
That will not hold the handling : or say to them
Thou art their soldier, and, being bred in

broils,

ITast not the soft way which, thou dost confess,

Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim,

In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far

As thou hast power and person.

Men. This but done,
Even as she speaks, W'hy, their hearts were

yours

:

For they have pardons, being ask'd, as free

As words to little purpose.

Vol. Pr'ythee now,
Go, and be rul'd : although I know thou had'st

rather

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf

Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius.

Enter Cominius.

Com. I have been i' the market-place ; and,
sir, 'tis fit

You make strong party, or defend yourself

By calmness or by absence: all's in anger.

Me7i. Only fair speech.

Com. I think 'twill serve, if he
Can thereto frame his spirit.

Vol. He must, and will.

—

Pr'ythee now, say you will, and go about it.

Cor. Must I go show them my unbarb'd
sconce? must I,

With my base tongue, give to my noble heart
A lie, that it must bear? Well, I will do't:
Yet, were there but this single plot to lose.

This mould of Marcius, they to dust should
grind it, [place:

—

And throw "l against the wind.—To the market-

You have put me now to such a part whicli

never

I shall discharge to the life.

Com. Come, come, we '11 prompt you.
Vol. I pr'ythee nosv, sweet son,—as thou

hast said

My praises made thee first a soldier, so.

To have my praise for this, perform a part

Thou hast not done before.

Cor. Well, I must do't:
Away, my disfwsition, and possess me
Some harlot's spirit 1 My throat of war be

turn'd.

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice

That babies lulls asleep ! the smiles of knaves
Tent in my cheeks; and school-boys' tears

take up
The glasses of my sight ! a beggar's tongue
Make motion through my lips; and my arm'd

knees.

Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like his

That hath receiv'd an alms !

—

^l will not do't;

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth.

And by my body's action teach ray mind
A most inherent baseness.

Vol. At thy choice, then

:

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin: let

Thy mother rather feel thy pride than fear

Thy dangerous stoutness; for I mock at death
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list.

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck'dst it

from me ;

But owe thy pride thyself.

Cor. Pray, be content

:

Mother, I am going to the market-place

;

Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their

loves, [belov"d

Cog their hearts from them, and come home
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going:

Commend me to my wife. I '11 return consul

;

Or never trust to what my tongue can do
I' the way of flattery furllier.

Vol. Do your will. [Exit.

Coin. Away! the tribunes do attend you:
arm yourself

To answer mildly ; for they are prepar'd

With accusations, as I hear, more strong

Than are upon you yet.

Cor. The word is, mildly.—Pray you, let us

go:
Let them accuse me by invention, I

W'ill answer in mine honour.

Men. Ay, but mildly.

Cor. Well, mildly be it then; mildly.

[Exetml^
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Scene III.

—

Rome. The Forum.

Enter SiciNius and Brutus.

Bru. In this point charge him home, that

he afL'cts

Tyrannical power : if he evade us there.

Enforce him with his envy to the people;
And that the spoil got on the Antiates

Was ne'er distributed.

Enter an .^dile.

What, will he come?
^d. lie's coming.
Bru. How accompanied ?

ALd. With old Menenius, and those senators

That always favour'd him.
Sic. Have you a catalogue

Of all the voices that we have procur'd,

Set down by the poll?

jEd. I have ; 'tis ready.

Sic. Have you collected tliem by tribes?

yEd. I have.

Sic. Assemble presently the people hither

:

And when they hear me say, // shall be so

r the right and strength 0' the commons, be it

either [them,
For death, for fine, or banishment, then let

If I say fine, cry Fine,—if death, cry Death;
Insisting on tiie old prerogative

And power i' the truth o' the cause.

yEd. I shall inform them.
Bru. And when such time they have begun

to cry,

Let them not cease, but with a din confus'd

Enforce the present execution

Of what we chance to sentence.

^.d. Very well.

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for

this hint.

When we shall hap to give 't them.
Bru. Go about it.

—

[Exit JEdWe.
Put him to choler straight : he hath been us'd

Ever to conquer, and to have his worth
Of contradiction : being once chaf'd, he cannot
Be rein'd again to temp)erance ; then he speaks
What 's in his heart ; and that is there which

looks

With us to break his neck.
Sic. Well, here he comes.

Enter CoRiOLANUS, Menenius, COMINIUS,
Senators, a/td Patricians.

Jlfen. Calmly, I do beseech you.
Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest

piece [honour'd gods
Will bear the knave by the volume.—The

Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice

Supplied with worthy men 1 plant love among 's!

Throng our large temples with the shows of
peace.

And not our streets with war I

I Sen. Amen, amen!
Men. A noble wish.

Re-enter .^dile, with Citizens.

Sic. Draw near, ye people. [I say

!

ALd. List to your tribunes ; audience : peace.
Cor. First, hear me speak.

Both Tri. Well, say.—Peace, ho!
Cor. Shall I be charg'd no further than this

present?

Must all determine here?
Sic. I do demand,

If you submit you to the people's voices,

Allow their officers, and are content

To suffer lawful censure for such faults

As shall be proved upon you?
Cor. I am content.

Men. Lo, citizens, he says he is content

:

The warlil-«e service he has done, consider;
think [like

Upon the wounds his body bears, which show
Graves i' the holy churchyard.

Cor. Scratches with briers.

Scars to move laughter only.

Men. Consider further.

That when he speaks not like a citizen,

You find him like a soldier: do not take

II is rougher accents for malicious sounds,
But, as I say, such as become a soldier.

Rather than envy you.

Com. Well, well, no more.
Cor. What is the matter.

That being pass'd for consul with full voice,

I am so dishonour'd that the very hour
You take it off again?

Sic. Answer to us.

Cor, Say then: 'tis true, I ought so.

Sic. We charge you that you have contriv'd

to take
From Rome all season'd office, and to wind
Yourself into a power tyrannical

;

For which you are a traitor to the people.

Cor. How ! traitor

!

Alcn. Nay, temperately ; your promise.

Cor. The fires i' the lowest hell fold in the

people

!

Call me their traitor !—Thou Injurious tribune I

Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths.

In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say,

Thou liest unto thee, with a voice as free

As I do pray the gods.
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S/c. Marie you this, people?

Citizens. To the rock, to the rock with him !

Sic. Peace!
We need not put new matter to his charge

:

What you have seen him do and heard him
speak,

Beating your officers, cursing yourselves,

Opposing laws wi'.h strokes, and here defying

Those whose great power must try him; even
this,

So criminal, and in such capital kind,

Deserves the extremcst death.

Bi-ii. But since he hath
Serv'd well for Rome,

—

Cor. What do you prate of service?

Bru. I talk of that, that know it.

Cor. You? [mother?
Lien. Is this the promise that you made your
Com. Know, I pray you,

—

Cor. I '11 know no further

;

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death,

Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger

But with a grain a day, I would not buy
Their mercy at the price of one fair word,
Kor check my courage for what they can give.

To have 't with saying Good-morrow.
Sic. For that he has,

—

As much as in him lies,—from lime to time
Envied against the people, seeking means
To pluck away their power ; as now at last

Given hostile strokes, and that not in the

presence
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers

That do distribute it;—in the name o' the people,

And in the power of us the tribunes, we.
Even from this instant, banish him our city

;

In peril of precipitation

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome gates : i' the people's name,
I say it shall be so.

Citizens. It shall be so, it shall be so; let

him away

:

He 's banished, and it shall be so.

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common
friends,

—

Sic. He 's sentenc'd ; no more hearing.

Com. Let me speak :

I have been consul, and can show for Rome
Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love
My country's good with a respect more tender,
]\Iore holy and profound, than mine own life,

^Ty dear wife's estimate, her womb's increase,

And treasure of my loins; then if I would
Speak that,

—

Sic. We know your drift. Speak what?
Brti. There 's no more to be said, but he is

banish'd.

As enemy to the people and his country

:

It shall be so.

Citizens. It shall be so, it shall be so.

Cor. You common cry of curs ! whose breath
I hate

As reck o' the rotten fens, whose loves I prize

As the dead carcasses of unburied men
That do corrupt my air,—I banish you

;

And here remain with your unccrtaitity

!

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts 1

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes,
Fan you into despair ! Have the power still

To banish your defenders ; till at length
Your ignorance,—which finds not till it feels,—
Making not reservation of yourselves,

—

Still your own foes,—deliver you, as most
Abated captives, to some nation

That won you without blows ! Despising,
For you, the city, thus I turn my back:
There is a world elsewhere.

\Exeunt Qov.., Com., Men., Senators,
and Patricians.

JEd. The people's enemy is gone, is gone

!

Citizens. Our enemy is banish'd ! he is gone I

Hoo! hoo!
\^Skouting, and throwing up their caps.

Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and follow
him.

As he hath foUow'd you, with all despite;

Give him deserv'd vexation. Let a guard
Attend us through the city. [gates ; come.

Citizens. Come, come, let us see him out at

The gods preserve our noble tribunes !—Come.
\_Exennl.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Rome. Before a Gate of the City.

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia,
Menenius, Cominius, and several young
Patricians.

Cor. Come, leave your tears; a brief fare-

well :—the beast

With manyheads butts me away.—Nay, mother.
Where is your ancient courage? you were us'd

To say extremity was the trier of spirits;

That common chances common men could bear

;

That when the sea was ca'.m all boats alike

Show'd mastership in floating; fortune's blows,

When most struck home, being gentle wounded,
craves

A noble cunning: you were us'd to load me
With precepts that would make invincible

The heart that conn'd them.
Vir. O heavens ! O heavens

!

Cor. ^iay, I pr'ylhee, woman,—

'
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Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades
- in Rome,
And occupations perish

!

Cor, What, what, what!
I shall be lov'd when I am lack'd. Nay, mother.
Resume that spirit when you were wont to say.

If you had been tlie wife of Hercules,

Six of his labours you 'd have done, and sav'd

Your husband so much sweat.—Cominius,
Droop not ; adieu.— Farewell, my wife,—my

mother :

I '11 do well yet.—Thou old and true Menenius,
Thy tears are Salter than a younger man's,
And venomous to thine eyes.—My sometime

general,

I have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld
lleart-hard'ning spectacles; tell these sad women
'Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes,

As 'tis to laugh at 'em.—My mother, you wot
well

My hazards still have been your solace; and
Believe 't not lightly,—though I go alone.

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen [your son
Makes fear'd and talk'd of more than seen,

—

Will or exceed the common or be caught
With cautelous baits and practice.

loJ. My first son,

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius
With thee awhile: determine on some course

More than a wild exposture to each chance
That starts i' the way before thee.

Cor. O the gods

!

Com. I'll follow thee a month, devise with
thee [of us,

Where thou shalt rest, that thou mayst hear
And we of thee: so, if the lime thrust forth

A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send

O'er the vast world to seek a single man ;

And lose advantage,«which doth ever cool

r the absence of the needer.

Cor. Fare ye well

:

Thou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too full

Of the wars' surfeits to go rove with one
That 's yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at gate.—
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and
My friends of noble touch ; when I am forth.

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come.
While I remain above the ground, you shall

Hear from me still ; and never of me aught

But what is like me formerly.

Men. That's worthily

As any ear can hear.—Come, let 's not weep.

—

If I could shake off but one seven years

From these old arms and legs, by the good gods,

I 'd with thee every foot.

Cor, Give me thy hand :

—

Scene II.

—

Rome. ^ Street near the Gate.

Enter SiclNius, Brutus, and an /Edile.

Sic. Bid them all home ; he 's gone, and
we'll no further.—

The nobility are vex'd, whom we see have sided

In his behalf.

Bni. Now we have shown our power,
Let us seem humbler after it is done
Than when it was a-doing.

Sic. Bid them home:
Say their great enemy is gone, and they

Stand in their ancient strength.

Bru. Dismiss them home.
\^Exit /Edile.

Here comes his mother.
Sic. Let 's not meet her.

Bru. Why?
Sic. They say she 's mad. [your way.
Bni. They have ta'en note of us : keep on

Efiter VoLUMNiA, ViRGiLiA, and Menenius.

Vol. O, you're well met: the hoarded plague
o' the gods

Requite your love

!

lilen. Peace, peace, be not so loud.

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you should

hear,

—

[gone.''

Nay, and you shall hear some.—Will you Ije

\To Brutus.
Vir. You shall stay too ^To SiCINIUS]: I

would I had the power
To say so to my husband.

Sic. Are you mankind ?

Vol. Ay, fool; is that a shame?—Note but
this fool.

—

Was not a man my father? Iladst thou foxship
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome
Than thou hast spoken words ?

—

Su. O blessed heavens!
\'ol. More noble blows than ever thou wi>e

words; [yet go ;

—

And for Rome's good.—I'll tell thee what;—
Nay, but thou shalt stay too :— I would my son
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before hiin,

His good sword in his hand.
Sic. What then ?

Vir. What then!

He 'd make an end of thy posterity.

Vol. Bastards and all.

—

[Rome!
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for

J\!en. Come, come, peace.

Sic. I would he had continu'd to his country

As he began, and not unknit himself

The noble knot he made.
Bru. I would he had.
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Vol. I would he had ! 'Twas you incens'd

the rabble;

—

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth

As I can of those mysteries which heavea

Will not have earth to know.
Bni. Pray, let us go.

Vol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone : [this,

—

Vou have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear

As far as doth the Capitol exceed

The meanest house in Rome, so far my son,

—

This lady's husband here ; this, do you see ?

—

Whom you have banish'd, does exceed you all.

Brn. Well, well, we'll leave you.

Sic. Why stay we to be baited

With one that wants her wits?

Vol. Take my prayer9 with you.

—

I would the gods had nothing else to dc
[Exetini Tribunes.

But to confirm my curses ! Could I meet 'em
But once a day, it would unclog my heart

Of what lies heavy to 't.

Men. You have told them home,
And, by my troth, you have cause. You '11 sup

with me?
Vol. Anger 's my meat ; I sup upon myself.

And so shall starve with feeding.—Come, let's

go:
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do.

In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come.

Men. Fie, fie, fie! [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Highway between Rome and
Aniiti/n.

Enter a Roman and a Volsce, meeting.

Rom. I know you well, sir ; and you know
me: your name, I think, is Adrian.

V^ols. It is so, sir: truly, I have forgot you.

Rom. I am a Roman; and my services are,

CIS you are, against 'em : know you me yet ?

Vols. Nicanor? no.

Rom, The same, sir.

Vols. You had more beard when I last saw
you; but 3'our favour is well approved by your

tongue. What 's the news in Rome ? I have a

note from the Volscian state, to find you out

there : you have well saved me a day's journey.

Ro7n. There halh been in Rome strange

insurrection; the people against the senators,

patricians, and nobles.

Vols. Hath been 1 is it ended, then ? Our
state tliinks not so ; they are in a most warlike

preparation, and hope to come upon them in

the lieat of their division.

Roiii. The main blaze of it is past, but a

small thing would make it flame again: for the

nobles receive so to heart the banishment of

that worthy Coriolanus that they are in a ripe

aptness to take all power from the people, and
to pluck from them their tribunes for ever.

This lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almost
mature for the violent breaking out.

Vols. Coriolanus banished

!

Rom. Banished, sir.

Vols. You will be welcome with this intelli-

gence, Nicanor.

Rom. The day serves well for them now. I

have heard it said the fittest lime to corrupt a
man's wile is when she's fallen out with her

husband. Your noble Tullus Aufidius wili

appear well in these wars, his great opposer,

Coriolanus, being now in no request of his

country.

Vols. He cannot choose. I am most for-

tunate thus accidentally to encounter you : you
have ended my business, and I will merrily

accompany you home.
Rom. I shall, between this and supper, tell

you most strange things from Rome ; all tending

to the good of their adversaries. Have you an
army ready, say you ?

Vols. A most royal one; the centurions and
their charges, distinctly billeted, already in the

entertainment, and to be on foot at an hour's

warning.

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readiness,

and am the man, I think, that shall set them
in present action. So, sir, heartily well met,

and most glad of your company.
Vols. You take my part from me, sir ; I have

the most cause to be glad of yours.

Rom, Well, let us go together. \_Exeunt,

Scene IV,

—

Axttum. Before Aufidius's
Flotcse,

Enter Coriolanus, in mean apparel, disguised

and muffled.

Cor. A goodly city is this Anlium.—City,

'Tis I that made thy widows: ninny an heir

Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars

Have I heard groan and drop: then know me
not, [stones

Lest that thy wives with spits and boys with

In puny battle slay me.

Enter a Citizen.

Save you, sir.

Cit. And you.

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will.

Where great Aufidius lies: is he in Aniium?
Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state

At his house this night.

Cor. Which is his house, beseech you?
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Cit. This, here, before you.
Cor. Thank you, sir: farewel'..

\^Exit Citizen.

world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast

sworn.
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart,

Whose house, whose bed, whose meal and
exercise

Are still together, who twin, as 'twere, in love
Unseparable, shall within this hour,
On a dissension of a doit, break out
To bitterest enmity ; so fellest foes, [sleep
"Whose passions and whose plots havebroketheir
To take the one the other, by some chance.
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear

friends,

And interjoin their issues. So with me:

—

I\Iy birthplace hate I, and my love's upon
This enemy town.— I '11 enter: if he slay me,
lie does fair justice ; if he give me way,
1 "11 do his country service. \_Exit.

Scene V.—Antium. A Hall in Aufidius's
House.

Music within. Enter a Servant.

1 Serv. Wine, wine, wine ! V»Tiat service is

here

!

I think our fellows are asleep. \^Exit.

Enter a second Servant.

2 Serv. ^\1lere 's Cotus ? my master calls for

him.—Cotus! \_Exit.

Enter CORIOLAKUS.

Cor. A goodly house: the feast smells well;
but I

Appear not like a guest.

Re-enter thefirst Servant.

1 Se:~v. \^Tiat would you have, friend ? whence
are you ? Here 's no place for you : pray, go to
the door.

Cor. I have deserv'd no better entertainment
In being Coriolanus.

Re-enter second Servant.

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has the porter
his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to

such companions? Pray, get you out.

Cor. Away!
2 Serv. Away ! Get you away.
Cor. Now thou art troublesome.
1 Serv. Are you so brave? I'll have you

talked with anon.

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him.

3 Serv. What fellow's this?

I Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on : I

cannot get him out o' the house : pr'ythee, call

my master to him.

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow?
Pray you, avoid the house.

Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not hurt your
hearth.

3 Serv. What are you?
Cor. A gentleman.

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one.
Cor. True, so I am.

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up
some other station ; here 's no place for you ;

piay you, avoid: come.
Cor. Follow your function, go.

And batten on cold bits. [Pushes him away.
3 Serv. What, you will not?—Pr'ythee, tell

my master what a strange guest he has here.

2 Serv. And I shall. \_Exit.

3 Serv. Wliere dwellest thou?
Cor. Under the canopy.

3 Sen'. Under the canopy

!

Cor. Ay.

3 Serv. Where 's that?

Cor. V the city of kites and crows.

3 Serv. V the city of kites and crows !—WTiat
an ass it is !—Then thou dwellest with daws too?

Cor. No, I serve not thy master.

3 Se>-v. How, sir ! Do you meddle with my
master?

Cor. Ay; 'tis an honester service than to

meddle with thy mistress:

Thou prat'st and prat'st ; serve with thy trencher,

hence ! [Beats him in.

Enter Aufidius and the second Servant.

Atif. WTiere is this fellow?

2 Serv. Here, sir : I'd have beaten him like

a dog, but for disturbing the lords within.

Auf. Whence comest thou? what wouldst
thou? thy name? [name?

Why speak'st not? speak, man: what's thy
Cor. If, Tullus, [Unmuffling.

Not yet thou know'st me, and, seeing me, dostl

not
Think me for the man I am, necessity

Commands me name myself.

Attf. What is thy name?
[Servants retire.

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians' ears.

And harsh in sound to thine.

Auf. Say, what's thy name?
Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face

Bears a command in 't ; though thy tackle 's torn.

Thou show'st a noble vessel : what 's thy name ?

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown:—know'st
thou me yet?

Auf. I know thee not:—thy name?
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Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath

done
To thee particularly, and to all the Volsces,

Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may
Wy surname, Coriolanus : the painful service.

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood

Shed for my thankless country, are requited

But with that surname ; a good memory.
And witness of the malice and displeasure

W'iiich thou shouldst bear me : only that name
remains;

The cruelty and envy of the people,

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who
Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest,

And suffer'd me by the voice of slaves to be
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity

Hath brought me to thy hearth : not out of hope,

Mistake me not, to save my life; for if

I had fear'd death, of all the men i' the world
I would have 'voided thee; but in mere spite,

To be full quit of those my banishers,

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those

maims [straight,

Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee

And make my misery serve thy turn : so use it

That my revengeful services may prove

As benefits to thee ; for I will fight

Against my canker'd country with the spleen

Of all the under fiends. But if so be
Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more

fortunes

Thou 'rt tir'd, then, in a word, I also am
Longer to live most weary, and present

I^Iy throat to thee and to thy ancient malice

;

Which not to cut would thee show but a fool.

Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate.

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast,

And cannot live but to thy shame, unless

It be to do thee service.

Aiif. O Marcius, Marcius

!

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from
my heart

A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter
Should from yond cloud speak divine things.

And say ^Tis true, I'd not believe them more
Than thee, all noble Marcius.—Let me twine
Mine arms about that body, where against

My grained ash an hundred times hath broke
And scar'd the moon with splinters : here I clip

The anvil of my sword, and do contest

As hotly and as nobly with thy love
As ever in ambitious strength I did
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first,

I lov'd the maid I married ; never man
Sighed truer breath ; but that I.see thee here,

Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart

Than when I first my wedded mistress saw
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars! I

tell thee,

We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose

Once more to hew thy tr-r-^ct from thy brawn,

Or lose mine arm for't: thou hast beat me out

Twelve several times, and I have nightly since

Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me ;

We have been down together in my sleep.

Unbuckling helms, fisting each other's throat,

And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy
Marcius,

Had we no other quarrel else to Rome, but that

Thou art thenre banish'd, we would muster all

From twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,
Like a bold flood o'erbear. O, come, go in.

And take our friendly senators by the hands

;

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me,
Who am prepar'd against your territories,

Though not for Rome itself.

Cor. You bless me, gods

!

Auf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou

wilt have
The leading of thine own revenges, take

The one half ofmy commission ; and set down,

—

As best thou art experience'd, since thou know'st

Thy country's strength and weakness,—thine

own ways

;

Whether to knock against the gates of Rome,
Or rudely visit them in parts remote.

To fright them, ere destroy. But come in

:

Let me commend thee first to those that shall

Say yea to thy desires. A thousand welcomes

!

And more a friend than e'er an enemy ;

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand

:

most welcome !

\Exeioit Q,C)^. and KvF.
1 Serv. [Advancing.'^ Here's a strange altera-

tion!

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have
strucken him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind
gave me his clothes made a false report of him.

1 Serv. What an arm he has! He turned

me about with his finger and his thumb, as one
would set up a top.

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there

was something in him : he had, sir, a kind of

face, methought,—I cannot tell how to term it.

1 Ser7i. He had so; looking as it were,

—

would I were hanged, but I thought there was

more in him than I could think.

2 Serv. So did I, I'll be sworn: he is simply

the rarest man i' the world.

I Soil I think he is: but a greater soldier

than he you wot on.
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2 Serv. Who, my master?
1 Serv. Nay, it 's no matter for that.

2 Serv. Worth six on him.
1 Serv. Nay, not so neither : but I take him

to he the greater soldier.

2 Serv. P'aith, look you, one cannot tell how
to say that : for the defence of a town our
general is excellent.

I Serv. Ay, and for an assault too.

Re-enter tJiird Servant.

3 Serv. O slaves, I can tell you news,—news,
you rascals

!

[talvc.

I and 2 Serv. What, what, what ? let 's par-

3 Serv. I would not be a Roman, of all

nations; I had as lieve be a condemned man.
I and 2 Serv. Wherefore ? wherefore ?

3 Serv. Why, here 's he that was wont to

.thwack our general,—Caius Marcius.

1 Serv. Why do you say, thwack our general?

3 Ser-v. I do not say, thwack our general

;

but he was always good enough for him.
2 Serv. Come, we are fellows and friends

:

he was ever too hard for him; I have heard
him say so himself.

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to

sny the troth on't: before Corioli he scotched
him and notched him like a carbonado.

2 Sci-v. An he had been cannibally given, he
might have broiled and eaten him to.

1 Serv. But more of thy news?
3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within

as if he were son and heir to Mars ; set at upper
end o' the table ; no question asked him by any
of the senators, but they stand bald before him

:

our general himself makes a mistress of him;
sanctifies himself with 's hand, and turns up
the white o' the eye to his discourse. But the
liuttom of the news is, our general is cut i' the

middle, and but one half of what he was yester-

day ; for the other has half, by the entreaty and
grant of the whole table. He'll go, he says,

and sow! the porter of Rome gates by the ears:

he will mow all down before him, and leave

his passage polled.

2 Serv. And he 's as like to do 't as any man
I can imagine.

'^ Serv. Do't! he will do 't; for, look you,
sir, he has as many friends as enemies; which
friends, sir, as it were, durst not, look you, sir,

show themselves, as we term it, his friends,

whilst he 's in dejectitude.

I Se>-v. Dejectitude! what's that?

3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest

up again, and the man in blood, they will out
of their burro\\s, like conies after rain, and
revel all with him.

1 Serv. But when goes this forward ?

3 Serv. To-morrow; to-day; presently; you
shall have the drum struck up this afternoon;
'tis as it were a parcel of their feast, and to be
executed ere they wipe their lips.

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring

world again. This peace is good for notliiiig

but to rust iron, increase tailors, and breed
ballad-makers.

1 Se>~v. Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds
peace as far as day does night ; it 's spritely,

waking, audible, and full of vent. Peace is a
very apoplexy, lethargy; mulled, deaf, sleepy,

insensible; a getter of more bastard children
than wars a destroyer of men.

2 Serv. 'Tis so : and as wars, in some sort,

may be said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be
denied but peace is a great maker of cuckolds.

I Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one
another.

3 Serv. Reason ; because they then less need
one another. The wars for my money. I hope
to see Romans as cheap as Volscians. They
are rising, they are rising.

All. In, in, in, in ! [Exeunt,

Scene VI.—Rome. A pnhUc Place,

Enter SiciNius and Brutus.

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we
fear him

;

His remedies are tame i' the present peace
And quietness of the people, which before

Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends

Blush that the world goes well ; who rather had.

Though they themselves did suffer by 't, behold

Dissentious numbers pestering streets tlian see

Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going

About their functions friendly.

Bru. We stood to 't in good time.— Is this

Menenius?
Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown most kind

Of late.

Enter Menenius.

Bni. Hail, sir

!

Men. Hail to you both !

Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miss'd

But with his friends: the commonweaUh dot'n

stand

;

And so would do, were he more angry at it.

Men. All 's well ; and might have been much
better if

He could have temporiz'd.

Sic. WTiere is he, hear you ?

Men. Nay, I hear nothing : his mother and

his wife

Hear nothing from him.
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Enter three orfour Citizens.

Ciir'zens. The gods preserve you both

!

Sic. God-den, our neighbours.

Jji-tc. God-den to you all, God-den to you all.

I Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on
our knees.

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sk. Live and thrive !

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours: sve wish'd

Coriolanus

Had lov'd you as we did.

Citizens. Kow the gods keep you !

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell.

\^Exeunt Citizens.

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time
Than when these fellows ran about the streets

Crying confusion.

Bru. Caius Marcius was
A worthy officer i' ihe war; but insolent,

O'ercomewith pride, ambitious past all thinking,

Self-loving,

—

Sic. And affecting one sole throne,

Without assistance.

Men. I think not so. [tion,

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamenla-
If he had gone forth consul, found it so.

Brti. T:ie gods have well prevented it, and
Rome

Sits safe and still without him.

Enter an .^dile.

^d. Worthy tribunes.

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison.

Reports,—the Volsces with two several powers
Are enter'd in the Roman territories;

And with the deepest malice of the war
Destroy what lies before 'em.

Men. 'Tis Aufidius,
Who, hearing of our Marcius' banishment.
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world

;

Which were inshell'd when Marcius stood for

Rome,
And durst not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk you
Of Marcius?
Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp'd.—It

cannot be
The Volsces dare break with us.

Men. Cannot be !

We have record that very well it can ;

And three examples of the like have been
Within my age. I'.ut reason with the fellow,
Before you punish him, where he licard this

;

Lest you shall chance to whip your information,
And beat the messenger who bids beware
Of what is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me

:

I know this cannot be.

Bru. Not possible.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The nobles in great earnestness are
going

All to the senate-house: some news is come
That turns their countenances.

Sic. 'Tis this slave,

—

Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes:—his rais-

ing;

Nothing but his report.

J\less. Yes, worthy sir.

The slave's report is seconded ; and more,
More fearful, is deliver'd.

Sic. WTiat more fearful?

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many mouths,

—

How probable I do not know,— that Marcius,

J oin'd with Au fidius, leads apower 'gainst Rome,
And vows revenge as spacious as between
The young'st and oldest thing.

Sic. This is most likely I

Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker sort may
wish

God Marcius home again.

Sic. The very trick on 't.

Alen. This is unlikely

:

lie and Aufidius can no more atone
Than violcnlest contrariety.

Enter a second Messenger.

2 I\Tess. You are sent for to the senate

:

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius
Associated wiih Aufidius, rages

Upon our territories; and have already [took

O'erborne their way, consum'd with fire, and
What lay before them.

Enter COMINIUS.

Com. O, j'ou have made good work

!

Mc7i. What news? what news?
CotH. You have holp to ravish your own

daughters, and
To melt the city leads upon your pates;

To see your wives dishoiiour'd to your noses,—
Men. What's the news? what 's the news?
Coin. Your temples burned in their cement;

and
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin'd

Into an auger's bore.

]\Ten. Pray now, your news ?

—

You have made fair work, I fear me.—Pray,

j'our news ?

If Marcius should be join'd with Volscians,

—

Com. If!

Tie is their god : he leads them ]il:e a thing

Made by some other deity than nature,
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That shapes man better ; and they follow him,
Against us brats, with no less confidence

Than boys pursuing summer butterflies,

Or butchers killing flies.

.. Men. You have made good work,
You and your apron men ; you that stood so

* much
Upon the voice of occupation and
The breath of garlic-eaters I

Com. He will shake
Your Rome about your ears.

Men. As Hercules
Did shake down mellow fruit.—You have made

fair work

!

Brn. But is this true, sir ?

Com. Ay ; and you Ml look pale

Before you find it other. All the regions

Do smiimgly revolt ; and who resist

Are only mock'd for valiant ignorance,

And parish constant fools. Who is 't can blame
him ?

Your enemies and his find something in him.
Men. We are all undone unless

The noble man have mercy.
Com. Who shall ask it ?

The tribunes cannot do 't for shame ; the people
Deserve such pity of him as the wolf [they

Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if

Should say. Be good to Rome, they charg'd him
even

As those should do that had deserv'd his hate,

And therein show'd like enemies.
Alen. 'Tis true

:

If he were putting to my house the brand
That should consume it, I have not the face

To say, Beseech you, cease.—You have made
fair hands,

You and your crafts 1 you have crafted fair !

Com. You have brought
A trembling upon Rome, such as was never
So incapable of help.

Both Tri. Say not, we brought it.

Men. How ! Was it we ? we lov'd him ;

but, like beasts, [clusters,

And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your
Who did hoot him out o' the city.

Com. But I fear

They '11 roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius,

The second name of men, obeys his points

As if he were his officer:—desperation

Is all the policy, strength, and defence,

That Rome can make against them.

Enter a troop ^Citizens.

Men. Here comes the clusters.

—

And is Aufidius with him?—You are they

That made the air unv/holesome, when you cast

Your stinking greasy caps in hooting at

Coriolanus' exile. Now he 's coming

;

And not a hair upon a soldier's head [combs
Which will not prove a whip : as many cox-
As you threw caps up will he tumble down.
And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter;
If he could burn us all into one coal,

We have deserv'd it.

Citizens. Faith, we hear fearful news.
1 Cit. For mine own part.

When I said banish Kim, I said 'twas pity.

2 Cit. And so did I.

3 Cit. And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so
did very many of us. That we did, we did for

the best ; and though we willingly consented to
iiis banishment, yet it was against our will.

Com. You are goodly things, you voices

!

Alen. You have made
Good work, you and your cry !—Shall 's to the

Capitol ?

Com. O, ay ; what else ?

\Exeunt Com. and Men.
Sic. Go, masters, get you home ; be not dis-

may'd

:

These are a side th..t would be glad to have
This true which they so seem to fear. Go home.
And show no sign of fear.

1 Cit. The gods be good to us !—Come,
masters, let's home. I ever said we were i'

the wrong when we banished him.
2 Cit. So did we all. Bui oine, let 's home.

{Exeunt Citizens.

Brii. I do not like this news.
Sic. Nor I. [wealth

Bru. Let's to the Capitol:—would half my
Would buy this lor a lie !

Sic. i"'ray, let us go. [Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

yi Camp af a small distance

fro7n Rome.

Enter Aufidius and his Lieutenant.

Atif. Do they still fly to the Roman ?

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in

him, but

Your soldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat,

Their talk at table, and their thanks at end;

And you are darken'd in this action, sir,

Even by your own.
Atif. I cannot help it now.

Unless, by using means, I lame the foot

Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier.

Even to my person, than I thought he would
When first I did embrace him : yet his nature

In that 's no changeling ; and I must excuse-

What cannot be amended.
Lieu. Yet I wish, sir,

—
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I mean, for your particular,—you had not

Join'd in commission with him ; but either

Had borne the action of yourself, or else

To him had left it solely. [sure,

^u/. I understand thee well ; and be thou

W'hen he shall come to his account, he knows not

What I can urge against him. Although it seems,

And so he thinks, and is no less apparent

To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly.

And showsgood husband ry for the Volscian state,

Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon

As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone
That which shall break his neck or hazard mine
Whene'er we come to our accounL [Rome?

/.ieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he'll carry

All/. All places yield to him ere hevsits down;
And the nobility of Rome are his:

The senators and patricians love him too:

The tribunes are no soldiers; and their people
Will be as rash in the repeal as hasty

To expel him thence. I think he'll be to Rome
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it

By sovereignty of nature. First he was
A noble servant to them; but he could not

Carry his honours even : whether 'twas pride,

Which out of daily fortune ever taints

The happy man; whether defect of judgment,
To fail in the disposing of those chances

Which he was lord of; or whether nature.

Not to be other than one thing, not moving
From the casque to the cushion, but command-

ing peace
Even with the same austerity and garb
As he controll'd the war ; but one of these,

—

As he hath spices of them all, not all.

For I dare so far free him,—made him fear'd.

So hated, and so banish'd : but he has a merit

To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues

Lie in the interpretation of the time :

And power, unto itself most commendable,
Hath not a tomb so evident as a cheer
To extol what it hath done.
One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail

;

Rights by rights falter, strengths by strengths

do fail.

Come, let's away. When, Caius, Rome is thine,

Thou art poor'st of ail ; then shortly art thou

mine. \_Exennt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—Rome. A public Place.

Enter Menenius, Cominius, SiciNlus,
Brutus, and others.

Men. No, I'll not go: you hear what he
hath said

Which was sometime his general; who lov'd

him
In a mosl dear particular. He call'd me father

:

But what o' that? Go, you that banish'd him j

A mile before his tent fall down, and knee,.

The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd

To hear Cominius speak, FU keep at home.
Covi. He would not seem to know me.
ATen. Do yon hear?
Com. Yet one lime he did call me by my

name

:

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops

That we have bled together. Coriolanus

He would not answer to: forbad all names;
He was a kind of nothing, titleless,

Till he had forg'd himself a name o' the fire

Of burning Rome.
I^Ien. Why, so,—you have made good worl

A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome,
To make coals cheap,—a noble memory

!

Com. I minded him how royal 'twas to pardoa
When it was less expected : he replied,

It was a bare petition of a state

To one whom they had punish'd.

Men. Very well:

Could he say less?

Com. I offer'd to awaken his regard

For 's private friends : his answer to me was,
He could not stay to pick them in a pile

Of noisome musty chaff: he said 'twas folly

For one poor grain or two to leave unburnt.

And still to nose the offence.

Men. For one poor grain

Or two ! I am one of those; his mother, wife.

His child, and this brave fellow too, we are the

grains

:

You are the musty chaff ; and you are smelt

Above the moon : we must be burnt for you.

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : if you refuse your

aid

In this so never-heeded help, yet do not

Upbraid 's with our distress. But, sure, if you
Would be your country's pleader, your good

tongue.

More than the instant army we can make,

Might stop our countryman.

Me7t. No; I '11 not meddle.

Sic. Pray you, go to him.

Men. WTiat should I do ?

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do
For Rome, towards Marcius.

l[[cn. Well, and say that Marcius

Return me, as Cominius is return'd,

Unheard ; what then ?

But as a discontented friend, grief-shot

With his unkindness ? Say 't be so i

Sic. Yet your good-will
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Must have that thanks from Rome, after the

measure
As you intended well.

RIen. I '11 undertake 't

;

I think he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip

And hum at good Cominius much unhearts me.
I le was not taken well: he had not din'd :

The veins unfiU'd, our blood is cold, and then
\\'q pout upon the morning, are unapt
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuff'd

These pipes and these conveyances of our blood
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls

Than in our priest-like fasts: therefore I'll

watch him
Tiil he be dieted to my request,

And then I '11 set upon him. [ness,

Brit. You know the very road into his kind-
And cannot lose your way.

J\Icn. - Good faith, I'll prove him,
Speed how it will. I shall ere long have

knowledge
Of my success. [£xiL

Com, He '11 never hear him.
Sic. Not ?

Com. I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye
Red as 'twould born Rome; and his injury

The gaoler to his pity. I kneel'd before him

;

' fwas very faintly he said Rise ; dismiss'd me
Thus, with his speechless hand : what he would

do, [not,

lie sent in writing after me; what he would
Hound with an oath to yield to his conditions

:

So that all hope is vain.

Unless in 's noble mother and his wife;

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him [hence,

l-'or mercy to his country. Therefore, let's

And with our fair entreaties haste them on.

.Scene II.

—

An advanced Post of the Volscian

Camp before Rome. The Guard at their stations.

Enter to them Menenius.

1 G. Stay : whence are you ?

2 G. Stand, and go back.
JMcn. You guard like men ; 'tis well ; but, by

your leave,

I am an officer of state, and come
To speak with Coriolanus.

I G. From whence ?

Men. From Rome.
1 G. You may not pass, you must return

:

our general
Will no more hear from thence. [before

2 G. You '11 see your Rome embrac'd with fire

You '11 speak with Coriolanus.

Men. Good my friends.

If you have heard your general talk of Rome,
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks
Myname hath touch'd your eais : it is Menenius.

I G. Be it soj go back: the virtue of your
name

Is not here passable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow,

Tliy general is my lover: I have been [read

The book of his good acts, whence men have
His fame unparallel'd, iiaply amplified;

For I have ever verified my friends,

—

Ofwhom he's chief,—with all the size that verity

Would without lapsing suflcr : nay, sometimes.
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground, [prais-e

I have tumbled past the throw: and in his

Have almost stamp'd the leasing: therefore,

fellow,

I must have leave to pass.

1 G. Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies

in his behalf as you have utter'd words in your
own, you should not pass here : no, though it

were as virtuous to lie as to live chastely.

Therefore, go back.

ISIen. Pr'ythce, fellow, remember my name
is Menenius, always factionary on the party of

your general.

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar,—as

you say you have,—I am one that, telling true

under him, must say, you cannot pass. There-
fore, go back.

Men. lias he dined, canst thou tell? for S
would not speak with him till after dinner.

I G. You are a Roman, are you?
Alen. I am as thy general is.

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as he does.

Can you, when you have pushed out your gates

the very defender of them, and, in a violent

popular ignorance, given your enemy your
shield, think to front his revenges with the easy

groans of old women, the virginal palms of your

daughters, or with the palsied intercession of such

a decayed dotant as you seem to be ? Can you
think to blow out the intended fire your city is

ready to flame in, with such weak breath as

this ? No, you are deceived ; therefore, back
to Rome, and prepare for your execution: you
are condemned ; our general has sworn you out

of reprieve and pardon.

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here

he would use me with estimation.

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not.

Men. I mean thy general.

I G. My general cares not for you. Back,

I say; go, lest I let forth your half pint of

blood;— back; that's the utmost of your
having :—back.

]\lcn. Kay, but, fellow, fellow,—
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Enter CORIOLANUS a«£/ AUFIDIUS.

Cor. What 's the matter ?

J\Ien. Now, you comp;iiiion, I '11 say an errand

for you ; you shall know now that I am in esti-

mation ; you shall perceive that a jack guardant

cannot office me from my son Coriolanus : guess

but by my entertainment with him if thou

standest not i' the slate of hanging, or of some
death more long in spectatorshipand crueller in

suffering ; behold now presently, and swoon for

what's to come upon thee.—The glorious gods
sit in hourly synod about thy particular pros-

perity, and love thee no worse than thy old

father Menenius does! O my son! my son! thou

art preparing fire for us ; look thee, here 's water

to quench it. I was hardly moved to come to

thee ; but being assured none but myself could

move thee, I have been blown out of your gates

V ith siglis ; and conjure thee to pardon Rome
arid thy petitionary countrymen. The good
gods assuage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of

it upon this varlet here; this, who, like a block,

hath denied my access to thee.

Cor. Away!
Men. How! away I [affairs

Cor. Wife, mother, child, 1 know not. My
Are servanted to others : though I owe
Lly revenge properly, my remission lies

In Volscian breasts. That we have been
familiar,

Ingrate forgetfulness shall poison, rather

Than pity note how much.—Therefore, be gone.

Mine ears against your suits are stronger than

Your gatesagainst my force. Yet, fori lov'd tliee,

Take this along ; I writ it for thy sake,

[ Gives a letter.

And would have sent it. nother word, Men-
enius,

I will not hear thee speak.—This man, Aufidius,

Was my beloved in Rome : yet thou behold'st

!

Auf. You keep a constant temper.

{Exeunt Cor. and Auf.
1 G. Now, sir, is your name Menenius ?

2 G. 'Tis a sj)cll, you see, of much power:
you know the way home again.

1 G. Do you hear how we are shent for keep-
ing your greatness back ?

2 G. Whatcause,doyouthink,I havetoswoon

?

Afen. I neither care for the world nor your
general: for such things as you, I can scarce

think there's any, ye 're so slight. He that

hath a will to die by himself fears it not from
another. Let your general do his worst. For
you, be that you are, long; and your misery
increase with your age ! I say to you, as I was
said to, away 1 [_Exit.

'i G. A noble fellow, I warrant him.

2 G. The worthy fellow is our general ; he is

the rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken.

\_Exeunt,

Scene III.

—

The Tent of Cokioi^anvs.

Enter CoiiWLAyvs, AUFIDIUS, and otheri

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-

morrow
Set down our host.—My partner in this action,

You must report to the Volscian lords how
plainly

I have borne this business.

Auf. Only their ends
^'ou have respected ; stopp'd your ears agaiost
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted
A private whisper, no, not with such friends

That thought them sure of you.

Cor. This last old man,
Whom with a crack'd heart I have sent to Rome,
Lov'd me above the measure of a father;

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge

Was to send him ; for whose old love I have,

—

Though I show'd sourly to him,—once more
offer'd

The first conditions, which they did refuse.

And cannot now accept, to grace him only.

That thought he could do more, a very little

I have yielded to: fresh embassies and suits,

Nor from the state nor private friends, hereafter

Will I lend ear to.—Ha ! what shout is this?

[SJiottt •u.nthin.

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow
In the same time 'tis made? I will not

Enter, in mourning habits, Virgilia, VoLL'xr-

NIA, leadingyoung'^\AVX:\\j%, VALERIA, and
Attendants.

My wife comes foremost; then the honour'd
mould

\Vherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, afiection

!

All bond and privilege of nature, break !

I>et it be virtuous to be obstinate,— [eyes,

What is that curt'sy worth? or those doves'

Which can make gods forsworn?—I melt, and
am not [bows,

Ol stronger earth than others.—My mother
As if Olympus to a molehill should
In supplication nod : and my young boy
Hath an aspect ot intercession which
Great nature cries. Deny not.—Let the Volsccc
Plough Rome and harrow Italy : I '11 never
Be such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand,

As if a man were author of himself.

And knew no other kin.
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Vir. My lord and husband !

Cor, These eyes are not the same I wore in

Rome.
Vzr.' The sorrow that delivers us thus chang'd

JJakes you think so.

Cor. Like a dull actor now,
I have forgot my part, and I am out,

Lven to a full disgrace. Best of ray flesh.

Forgive my tyranny; but do not say.

For that, Forgive our Romans.—O, a kiss

Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge

;

2-,'ow, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss

I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip

I lath virgin'd it e'er since.—You gods ! I prate,

/\.«d the most noble mother of the world
Leave unsaluted : sink, my knee, i' the earth

;

\_Kneels.

Of thy deep duty more impression show
Than that of common sons.

VoL O, stand up bless'd!

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint,

I kneel before thee; and unproperly

Show duty, as mistaken all this while

Between the child and parent. [A'neels.

Cor. Wliat is this?

Your knees to me? to your corrected son?
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach
!• iliip the stars; then let the mutinous wmds
Strike the proud cedars 'gainst the fiery sun;
Murdering impossibility, to make
\Vhat cannot be, slight work.

Vol. Thou art my warrior

;

I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady?

Cor. The noble sister of Publicola,

The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle

That's curded by the frost from purest snow.
And hangs on Dian's temple :^-dear Valeria!

VoL This is a poor epitome of yours,

Which, by the interpretation of full time,

r.Iay show like all yourself.

Cor. The god of soldiers,

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform
Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou mayst

prove
To shame unvulnerable, and stick i' the wars
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw,

And saving those that eye thee

!

Vol. Your knee, sirrah.

Cor. That 's my brave boy. [self,

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and my-
Are suitors to you.

Cor. I beseech you, peace

:

Or, if you'd ask, remember this before,

—

The things I have forsworn to grant may never
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me
Dismiss my sol iiers, or capitulate

Again with Rome's mechanics.—Tell me not

WTierein I seem unnatural: desire not

To allay my rages and revenges with
Your colder reasons.

VoL O, no more, no more !

You have said you wiU not grant us anything;
For we have nothing else to ask but that

Which you deny already : yet we will ask

;

That, if you fail in our request, the blame
May hang upon your hardness; therefore hear

us. [we'll

Cor. Aufidius, and you Volsces, mark: for

flear naught from Rome in private.—Your
request? [raiment

VoL Should we be silent and not speak, our
And state of bodies would bewray what life

We have led since thy exile. Think with th}'-

self,

How more unfortunate than all living women
Are we come hither: since that thy sij^ht,

which should [comforts.

Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear aiid

sorrow

;

Making the mother, wife, and child to see

The son, the husband, and the father tearing

His country's bowels ouL And to poor we,

Thine enmity's most capital : thou barr'st us

Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort

That all but we enjoy ; for how can we,
Alas, how can we for our country pray,

Whereto v.e are bound,—together with thy

victory.

Whereto we are bound? alack, or we must lose

The country, our dear nurse; or else thy person.

Our comfort in the country. We must find

An evident calamity, though we had [diou

Our wish, which side should win; for either

Must, as a foreign recreant, be led

With manacles thorough our streets, or else

Triumphantly tread on thy coantr}''s ruin,

And bear the palm for having bravely shed

Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, son,

I purpose not to wait on fortune till [tiice

These wars determine: if I cannot persuade

Rather to show a noble giace to both parts

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no .sooner

March to assault thy country than to tread,—

Trust to't, thou shalt not,—on thy mother'3

womb,
That brought thee to this world.

Vir. Ay, and mine.

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your

name
Living to time.

Boy. 'A shall not tread on me;
I 'U run away till I am bigger ; but then I '11

fisht.
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Cor. Not of a woman's tenderness to be,

Requires nor child nor woman's face to see.

I have sal too long. [Kisin;^.

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus.

If it were so that our request did tend

To save the Romans, thereby to destroy

The Volsces whom you serve, you might
condemn us.

As poisonous of your honour : no ; our suit

Is, that you reconcile them : while the Volsces

I.Icy say, This mercy we have shotv'd ; the

Romans,
This we receiv'd ; and each in either side

Give thee all-hail to thee, and cry. Be bless'd

For making up this peace! Thou know'st,

great son,

The end of war 's uncertain ; but this certain,

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit

Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name,
Whose repetition will be dogg'd with curses;

Whose chronicle thuswrit,

—

J'ke inanwas noble.

But with his last attempt he wifd it out

;

Destroy''d his country ; atid his name remains
To the ensuing age abhorr'd. Speak to me , son

:

Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour,

To imitate the graces of the gods.

To tear with tliunder the wide cheeks o' the air,

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt

That should but rive an oak. Why dost not

speak ?

Think'st thou it honourable for a noble man
Still to remember wrongs?—Daughter, speak

you

:

[t)oy •

He cares not for your weeping.—Speak thou,

Perhaps thy childishness will move him more
Than can our reasons.—There is no man in the

world [prate

More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me
Like one i' the stocks. Thou hast never in

thy life

Show'd thy dear mother any courtesy

;

When she,—poor hen,—fondof nosecondbrood.
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and safely home,
Loaden with honour. Say my request 's unjust,

And spurn me back: but if it be not so.

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague
thee.

That thou restrain'st from me the duty which
To a mother's part belongs.—He turns away :

Down, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees.

To his surname Coriolanus 'longs more pride

Than pity to our prayers. Down : an end

;

This is the last.—So we will home to Rome,
And die among our neighbours.—Nay, behold's:

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have,

But kneels and holds up hands for fellowship.

Dots reason our petition with moie strength

Than thou hast to deny 't.—Come, let us go:
This fellow had a Volscian to his mother

;

His wife is in Corioli, and his child

Like him by chance.—Yet give us our despatch

:

I am hush'd until our city be afire,

And then I '11 speak a little.

Cor. [J/ter holding- VOLUMNIA by the hands

in si/ence.'] O mother, mother!

What have you done? Behold, the heavens do
ope,

The gods look down, and this unnatural scene

They laugh at. O my mother, mother ! O

I

You have won a happy victory to Rome

;

But for your son,—believe it, O, believe it.

Most dangerously you have with him prevail'd,

If not most mortal to him. But let it come.

—

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars,

111 frameconvenient peace. Now,good Aufidius,

If you were in my stead, would you have heard

A mother less? or granted less, Aufidius?

^uf. I was mov'd withal.

Cor. I dare be sworn you were

:

And, sir, it is no little thing to make
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir,

VNhat peace you '11 make, advise me: for my part,

I 'U not to Rome, I '11 back with you; and, pray

you.

Stand to me in this cause.—O mother ! wife !

Juf. I am glad thou hast set thy mercy and
thy honour

At difference in thee: out of that I'll work
Myself a former fortune. [Aside.

[ The Ladies mahe signs to Coriolanus.
Cor. Ay, by and by

;

[71? VOLUM.NIA, ViRGILIA, iy'C.

But we'll diink together; and you shall bear

A better witness back than words, which we.

On like conditions, will have counter-seal'd.

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve

To have a temple built you : all the swords

In Italy, and her confederate arms.

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Rome. A public Place.

Enter Menenius a«(/SiciNius.

]\Ie7i. See you yond coigne o' the Capitol,

—

yond corner-stone?

Sic. Why, what of that?

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it

with your little finger, there is some hope tlie

ladies of Rome, especially his mother, may
prevail with him. But I say there is no hope
in't: our throats are sentenced, and stay upoa
execution.

Sic. Is't possible that so short a time can

alter the condition of a man?
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Men. There is differency between a grub and
a butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub.

This Marcius is grown from man to dragon : he

has wings ; he's more than a creeping thing.

Sic, He loved his mother dearly.

Men. So did he me: and he no more
remembers his mother now than an eight-year-

old horse- The tartness of his face sours ripe

grapes: when he walks, he moves like an

engine, and the ground shrinks before his

treading: he is able to pierce a corslet with his

eye; talks like a knell, and his hum is a

battery, lie sits in his state as a thing made
for Alexander. What he bids be done is

finished with his bidding. He wants nothing

of a god but eternity, and a heaven to throne in.

Si\-. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark
what mercy his mother shall bring from him

:

there is no more mercy in him than there is

milk in a male tiger; that shall our poor city

find: and all 'his is 'long of you.

Sic. The gods be good unto us

!

Men. Ko, in such a case the gods will not

be good unto us. When we banished him we
respected not them : and, he returning to break

our necks, they respect not us.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Sir, if you 'd save your life, fly to your
house

:

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune,

And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if

The I\oman ladies bring not comfort home,
They '11 give him death by inches.

Enter a second Messenger.

Sic. What 's the news?
2 Mess. Good news, good news;—the ladies

have prevail'd,

The Volscians are dislodg'd and Afarcius gone :

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome,
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins.

Sic, Friend,

Art thou certain this is true? is it most certain?

2 Mess. As certain as I know the sun is fire:

Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt
of it? [tide

Ne'er through an arch so hurried the blown
As the recomforted through the gates. Why,

hark you

!

[ Trumpets and hautboys sounded, drums
beaten, and sliouting witiiin.

The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes,

T,il lors and cymbals, and the shouting Romans,
Make the sun dance. Hark you !

\Sliouting again.

Men. This is good news.

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians,

A city full: of tribunes such as you, [to-day;

A sea and land full. You have pray'd well

This morning, for ten thousand of your throats

I 'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy I

\Shoiiting and music.

Sic, First, the gods bless you for your
tidings; next.

Accept my thankfulness.

2 Mess. Sir, we have all

Great cause to give great thanks.

Sic. They are near the city ?

Mess. Almost at point to enter.

Sic. We will meet them.
And help the joy. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Rome. A Street near the Gate,

Enter VoLUMNiA, ViRGiLiA, Valeria, b'c.,

accompanied by Senators, Patricians, and
Citizens.

I Sen. Beholdourpatroness, the life of Rome!
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods.

And make triumphant fires; strew flowers

before them

:

Unshout the noise that banish'd Marcius,

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother;
Cry, Welcome, ladies, ivelcome!—

All. Welcome, ladies,

Welcome

!

[.-/ flourish vjith drums and trumpets.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

Antium. A piddic Place,

Enter Tui.LUS AUFIDIUS, -with Attendants.

Auf, Go tell the lords of the city I am here %

Deliver them (his paper; having read it.

Bid them repair to the market-place: where I,

Even in theirs and in the commons' ears.

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse

The city ports l)y this hath enter'd, and
Intends to appear before the people, hoping
To purge himself v, ith words: despatch.

[Exeunt Attendants.

Enter three orfour Conspirators of AlJFIDIUs's

faction.

Most welcome

!

1 Con. How is it with our general?

Auf. Even so

As with a man by his own alms empoison'd.

And with his charity slain.

2 Con. Most noble sir,

If you do hold the same intent wherein

Vou wish'd us parties, we'll deliver you
Of your great dangera
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Auf. Sir, I cannot tell

:

We must proceed as we do find the people.

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain

whilst [either

'Twixt you there 's difference : but the fall of

Makes the survivor heir of all.

Auf. I know it

;

And my pretext to strike at him admits

A good construction. I rais'd him, and I

pawn'd [heighten'd,

T.Iine honour for his truth: who being so

lie water'd his new plants with dews of flattery,

Seducing so my friends ; and to this end
lie bow'd his nature, never known before

But to be rough, unswa^able, and free.

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness,

When he did stand for consul, which he lost

By lack of stooping,

—

Auf. That I would have spoke of:

Being banish'd for 't, he came unto my hearth

;

Pieseni;-d to my knife his throat: I took him;
Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way
In all his own desires; nay, let him choose

Out of my files, his projects to accomplish,

Ikly best and freshest men; serv'd his design-

ments
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame
Which he made all his ; and took some pride

To do myself this wrong : till, at the last,

I seem'd his follower, not partner; and
lie wag'd me with his countenance as if

I had been mercenary.
I Con. So he did, my lord

:

The army marvell'd at it ; and, in the last,

When he had carried Rome, and that we look'd

For no less spoil than glory,

—

Auf. There was it ;

—

For which my sinews shall be stretch'd upon
him.

At a few drops of women's rheum, which are

As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour

Of our great action : therefore shall he die.

And I 'II renew me in his fall. But, hark !

[Drums and trumpets sotmd, with great

shouts of the people.

1 Coti. Your native town you enter'd like a

post,

And had no welcomes home ; but he returns

Splitting the air with noise.

2 Con. And patient fools,

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats

tear

With giving him glory.

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage,

Ere he express himself, or move the people
W'ith what he would say, let him feel your sword,

Which we will second. When he lies along.

After your way his tale pronounc'd shall bury
His reasons with his body.

Auf. Say no more

:

Here come the lords.

Enter the Lords of the City.

Lords. You are most welcome home.
Auf. I have not deserv'd it.

But, w^orthy lords, have you with heed perus'd

What I have written to you?
Lords. We have.

I Lord. And grieve to hear 't.

What faults he made before the last, I think

Might have found easy fines: but there to end
Where he was to begin, and give away
The benefit of our levies, answering us

With our own charge: making a treaty where
There was a yielding.—This admits no excuse.

Auf. He approaches: you shall hear him.

Enter Coriolanus, with drums and colours

;

a crowd of C,\\Aztns with him.

Cor. Hail, lords ! I am return'd your soldier

;

No more infected with my countr)''s love

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting

Under your great command. You are to know
That prosperously I have attempted, and
With bloody passage led your wars even to

The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have
brought home

Do more than counterpoise a full third part

The charges of the action. We have made peace

With no less honour to the Antiates

Than shame to the Romans: and we here

deliver.

Subscribed by the consuls and patricians.

Together with the seal o' the senate, what
We have compounded on.

Auf. Read it not, noble lords

;

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree

He hath abus'd your powers.

Cor. Traitor !—How now

!

Auf. Ay, traitor, ^larcius.

Cor. Marcius!

Auf. Ay, RfarciuSj Caius Marcius- Dost
thou think

I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol'n

name
Coriolanus in Corioli ?

—

You lords and heads o' the state, perfidiously

He has betray'd your business, and given up,

For certain drops of salt, your city Rome,

—

I say your city,—to his wife and mother;
Breaking his oath and resolution, like

A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting

Counsel o' the war ; but at his nurse's tears

He whin'd and roar'd away your victory;
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That pages blush'd at him, and men of heart

Look'd wondering each at other.

Cor. H ear's! thou, Mars?
Anf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears,

—

Cor. Ha

!

Aiif. No more.
Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my

heart [slave !

—

Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O
Pardon me, lords, 'tis the first time that ever

I was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my
grave lords,

ATust give this cur the lie : and his own notion,

—

Who wears my stripes impress'd upon him;
that must bear

]\Iy beating to his grave,—shall join to thrust

The lie unto him.

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak.

Cor. Cut me to pieces,Volsces ; men and lads,

Stain all your edges on me.—Boy! False hound !

If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there.

That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I

Flutter'd your Volscians in Corioli:

Alone I did it.—Boy !

Auf. Why, noble lords,

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune,

Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart,

'Fore your own eyes and ears?

Conspirators. Let him die for 't.

Citizens. Tear him to pieces, do it presently:

—

he killed my son ;—my daughter ;—he killed my
cousin Marcus ;—he killed my father,

—

2 Lord. Peace, ho !—no outrage ;—peace

!

The man is noble, and his fame folds in

This orb o' the earth. His last offences to us

Shall have judicious hearing.—Stand, Aufidius,

And trouble not the peace.

Cur, O that I had him.

With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe,

To use my lawful sword

!

Auf. Insolent villain

!

Conspirators. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him!'
[AUF. and the Conspirators draw, and kill

Cor., whofalls: Auf. stands on him.
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold t

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak,

1 Lord. O Tullus,—
2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat

valour will weep. [quiet

«

3 Lord. Tread not upon him.—Masters all, be
Put up your swords. [this rage,

Aiif, My lords, when you shall know,—as in

Provok'd by him, you cannot,—the great danger
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice

That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours
To call me to your senate, I 'II deliver

Myself your loyal servant, or endure
Your heaviest censure.

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body.
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded

As the most noble corse that ever herald

Did follow to his urn.

2 Lord. His own impatience
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame.
Let 's make the best of it.

Atif. My rage is gone?
And I am struck with sorrow.—Take him up:

—

Help, three o' the chiefest soldiers ; I '11 be one.—

•

Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully:

Trail your steel pikes. Though in this city he
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one»

Which to this hour bewail the injury.

Yet he shall have a noble memoiy.—
Assist.

\Exeunt^ bearing the body ij/CORIOLAKUS.
A dead march iotended:
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Scene,—During a great part of the Play at Rome ; afterwards at Sardis, and near Philippi.

ACT L Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ?

2 Cit. Truly, sir, all that I live by is with
Scene L—Rome. A Street. the awl : I meddle with no tradesman's matters,

nor women's matters, but with awl. I am,
indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes; when they

are in great danger, I re-cover them. As
proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather

have gone upon my handiwork.
Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-

day?
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets?

2 Cit. Triily, sir, to wear out their shoes, to

get myself into more work. But, indeed, sir,

we make holiday to see Cresar, and to rejoice

in his triumph.

Mar. Wherefore rejoice? What conquest

brings he home?
What tributaries follow him to Rome,
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels?

You blocks, you stones, you worse than sense-

less things

!

O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,
Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements,

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops.

Your infants in your arms, and there have sat

The live-long day, with patient expectation.

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome

:

And when you saw his chariot but appear,

Have you not made an universal shout,

That Tiber trembled underneath her banks,

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and a rabble of
Citizens.

Flav. Hence ! home, you idle creatures, get

you home:
Is this a holiday? What ! know you not.

Being mechanical, you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day without the sign

Of your profession?—Speak,what trade art thou?

1 Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. [rule ?

Alar. Where is thy leather apron and thy

What dost thou with thy best apparel on?

—

You, sir, what trade are you? [man,

2 Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine vvork-

I am but, as you would say, a cobbler.

Mar. But what trade art thou? answer me
directly.

2 Cit. A trade, sir, that I hope I may use

with a safe conscience ; which is indeed, sir, a
mender of bad soles.

Mar. What trade, thou knave, thou naughty
knave, what trade?

2 Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out

with me: yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend
you.

Mar. What meanest thou by Uiat? mend me,
thou saucy fellow

!

2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you.
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To hear the repHcation of your sounds
Mads in her concave shores?
And do you now put on your best attire?

And do you now cull out a holiday?
And do you now strew flowers in his way
That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood?
Ik' gone

!

P Ml to your houses, fall upon your knees,
I'l ty to the gods to intermit the plague
Tiiat needs must light on this ingratitude.

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for

this fault

Assemble all the poor men of your sort;

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears

Into the cJiannel, till the lowest stream
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.

\Exeu»t Citizens.

See, whe'r their basest metal be not mov'd

;

They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

Go you down that way towards the Capitol

:

This way will I : disrobe the images
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies.
Mar. May we do so?

You know it is the feast of Lupercal.

Flav. It is no matter ; let no images
lie hung with Caesar's trophies. I '11 about,

And drive away the vulgar from the streets:

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

These growing feathers pluck'd from Caesar's

wing
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch;

Who else would soar above the view of men,
And keep us all in servile fearfulness.

\Exennt.

Scene II.—Rome. A public Place.

Enter, in procession, with music, C.-Ksar ;

Antony, for the course; Calphurnia,
Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Cassius,
and Casca ; a great crowdfollowing: among
them a Soothsayer.

des. Calphurnia,

—

Casca. Peace, ho ! Coesar speaks.

[ Music ceases.

Cces. Calphurnia,

—

Cal. Here, my lord.

Cies. Stand you directly in Antonius' way
When he doth run his course.—Antonius.
Ant. Cresar, my lord.

ClSs, Forget not, in your speed, Antonius,
To touch Calphurnia; for our elders say,

The barren, touched in this holy chase,

Shake off their sterile curse.

Ant. I shall remember:
When Cnesar says, Do this, it is perform'd.

Cces. Set on; and leave no ceremony out.

\_i^Iusic.

Sooth. Caesar !

Ctcs. Ha! who calls?

Casca. Bid every noise be still.—Peace yet
again. [Afusic ceases.

CiFS. Who is it in the press that calls on ine?

I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music.

Cry, CiEsar. Speak ; C^rsar is turn'd to hear.

Sooth. Beware the ides of March.
Ces. What man is that?

Bne. A soothsayer bids you beware the ides

of March.
Ces. Set him before me ; let me see his face.

Cas. Fellow, come from the throng; look

upon Ccesar.

Cces. Wliat say'st thou to me now? speak
once again.

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. [Pass.

Cts. He is a dreamer; let us leave him.—

•

[Sennet. Exeunt all hut Bru, and Cas.
Cas. Will you go see the order of the course?
Bru. Not I.

Cas. I pray you do. [p-irt

Brti. I am not gamesome : I do lack some
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires;

I '11 leave you.

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of latej

I have not from your eyes that gentleness

And show of love as I was wont to have:

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.

Bru. Cassius,

Be not deceiv'd : if I have vail'd my look,

I turn the trouble of my countenance
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am
Of late with passions of some difference.

Conceptions only proper to myself, [haviours;

Which gives some soil, perhaps, to my be-

But let not thereforemygood friends begriev'd,

—

Among which number, Cassius, be you one,—

•

Xor construe any further my neglect

Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war,

Forgets the shows of love to other men.
Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook

your passion

;

By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face?

Bru. No, Cassius ; for the eye sees not itself

But by reflection, by some other things.

Cas. 'Tis just

:

.'Vnd it is very much lamented, Brutus,

That you have no such mirrors as will turn

\'our hidden worthiness into your eye,

That you might see your shadow. I have heard.

Where many of tlie best respect in Rome,

—

Except liiiiiioriai Ca.-oar,—speakint; oi Lruius,
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And groaning underneath this age's yoke,

Have wish'd that noble Brutus had his eyes.

JBrM. Into what dangers would you lead me,
Cassius,

That you would have me seek into myself
For that which is not in me ? [hear

:

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to

And, since you know you cannot see yourself

So well as by reflection, I, your glass.

Will modestly discover to yourself

That of yourself which you yet know not of.

And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus:

Were I a common laugher, or did use

To stale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new protester ; if you know
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard,

And after scandal them ; or if you know
That I profess myself in banqueting
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

\Flotirish and shotit.

Bru. WTiat means this shouting ? I do fear

the people
Choose Caesar for their king.

Cas. Ay, do you fear it ?

Then must I think you would not have it so.

Bru. I would not, Cassius; yet I love him
well.—

Put wherefore do you hold me here so long?
What is it that you would impart to me?
If it be aught toward the general good,
Set honour in one eye and death i' the other.

And I will look on both indifferently

;

For, let the gods so speed me as I love
The name of honour more than I fear death.

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,
As well as I do know your outward favour.

Well, honour is \}fJt subject of my story.

—

I cannot tell what you and other men
Think of this life ; but, for my single self,

I had as lief not be as live to be
In awe of such a thing as I myself.
I was born free as Cajsar ; so ^^-ere you

:

We both have fed as well ; and we can both
Endure the winter's cold as well as he.
For once, upon a raw and gusty day.
The troHbled Tiber chafing with her shores,
Ctesar said to me, Dar'sf i/iou, Cassius, norv
Leap hi -with me into this angry Jlood,

And stvim to yonderfoint ?—Upon the word.
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in,

And bade him follow: so indeed he did.

The torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside
And stemming it with hearts of controversy:
But ere we could arrive the point propos'd,
Cccsar cried, Jle/p me, Cassi7es, or I sink!
1, as iEneas, our great ancestor,

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder

The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of

Tiber
Did I the tired Caesar: and this man
Is now become a god ; and Cassius is

A wretched creature, and must bend his body
If Ca.'sar carelessly but nod on him.
He had a fever when he was in Spain,
And, when the fit was on him, I did mark
How he did shake : 'tis true, this god did shake

:

His coward lips did from their colour fly;

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the

world.

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan

:

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books,

Alas ! it cried. Give ?>ie some drink, Titinius,

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me,
A man of such a feeble temper should

So get the start of the majestic world,

And bear the palm alone, [Shout : Jlourisk.

Bru. Another general shout

!

I do believe that these applauses are

For some new honours that are heap'd on Caesar.

Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow
world

Like a Colossus ; and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves.

Men at some time are masters of their fates:

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars,

But in ourselves, that we are underlings.

Brutus and Csesar: what should be in that

Caesar? [yours?
Why should that name be sounded more than
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ;

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well

;

Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with 'em,

Brutus will starta spirit as soon as Caesar. [Shout.

Now, in the names of all the gods at once,

Upon what meat doth this our Ccesar feed,

That he has grown so great? Age, thou art

sham"d

!

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods!

When went tlierc byan age, since the great flood.

But it was fam'd with more than with one man ?

When could they say, till now, that talk'd of

Rome,
That her wide walls enccmpass'd but one man?
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough.
When there is in it but one only man.
O ! you and I have heard our fathers say.

There wasaBrutusonce that would have Lrook'd
The eternal ''evil to keep his state in Rome
As easilj -<5 a king. ' [jealous;

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing)

\^'hat yiiu would work me to, I have some aiui -.^



SCENE II.] JULIUS C^SAR. 863

How I have thought of this, and of these times,

I shall recount hereafter ; for this present,

I would not, so with love I might entreat you,

Be any further mov'd. What you have said

I will consider ; what you have to say

I will with patience hear : and find a time
Both meet to hear and answer such high things.

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this;

Brutus had rather be a villager

Tlian to repute himself a son of Rome
Under these hard conditions as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

Cas. I am glad that my weak words
Have struck but thus much show of fire from

Brutus.

Bni, The games are done, and Caesar is re-

turning.

Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the

sleeve

;

And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you
What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.

Re-enter C^SAR arid his Train,

Bru. I will do so.—But, look you, Cassius,

The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow,
And all the rest look like a chidden train:

Calphurnia's cheek is pale; and Cicero
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes
As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross'd in conference by some senators.

Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is.

Ca:s. Antonius.
Ant. Caesar?

CcEs. Let me have men about me that are fat

;

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights:

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look

;

He thinks too much : such men are dangerous.
Ant. Fear him not, Cx'sar, he 's not danger-

ous;
He is a noble Roman, and well given.

Cas. Would he v^ere fatter !—But I fear him
not:

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I should a oid

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ;

rie is a great observer, and he looks
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no

plays.

As thou dost, Antony; he hears no music:
Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort

As if he mock'd himself, and scorn'd his spirit

That could be mov'd to smile at anything.

Such men as he be never at heart's ease
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves;
And therefore are they very dangerous.
I rr.ther tell thee what is to be fear'd

Than what I fear,—for always I am Csesar.

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf.

And tell me truly what thou think'st of him.
\Exeimt C/ESAR and his Train. Casca

stays behind.

Casca. You puU'd me by the cloak ; would
you speak with me? [to-day,

Bru. Ay, Casca; tell us what hath chanc d
That Caesar looks so sad? [not?

Casca. Why, you were with him, were you
Bru. I should not then ask Casca what had

chanc'd.

Casca. Why, there was a crown offered liim:

and being offered him, he put it by with the
Irnck of Iris hand, thus; and then the people
fell a-shouting.

Bru. What was the second noise for?

Casca. Why, for that too. [cry for?

Cas. They shouted thrice : what was the hiit

Casca. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the crown offer'd him thrice?

Casca. Ay, marry, was 't, and he put it by
thrice, every time gentler than other; and at

every putting by mine honest neighbours
shouted.

Cas. Who offered him the crown?
Casca. Wliy, Antony.
Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.
Casca. I can as well be hanged as tell the

manner of it: it was mere foolery; I did not

mark it. I saw Mark Antonyofferhimacrown ;

—yet 'twas not a crown neither, 'twas one of
these coronets;—and, as I told you, he put it

by once : but, for all that, to my thinking, he
would fain have had it. Then he offered it to

him again; then he put it by again: but, to

my thinking, he was very loth to lay his fingers

offiL And then he offered it the third time;

he put it the third time by : and still, as he
refused it, the rabblement hooted, and clapped
their chapped hands, and threw up their sweaty
night-caps, and uttered such a deal of stinking

breath because Caesar refused the crown, that

it had almost choked Caesar; for he swooned,
and fell down at it: and for mine own part I

durst not laugh, for fear of opening my lips

and receiving the bad air.

Cas. But, soft, I pray you: what, did C^sar
swoon?

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and
foamed at mouth, and was speechless.

Bru. 'Tis very hke,—he hath the falling

sickness.

Cas. No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I,

And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness.

Casca. I know not what you mean by that

;

but I am sure Gesar fell down. If the tag-ra»

people did not clap him and hiss him, accoidiiig'
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as he pleased and displeased them, as they use

to do the players in the theatre, I am no true

man. [self?

Bni. Wliatsaid he when he came unto him-

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he

perceived tlie common herd was glad he refused

the crown, he plucked me ope his doublet, and

offered them his throat to cut.—An I had been

a man of any occupation, if I would not have

taken him at a word, I would I might go to hell

among the rogues. And so he fell. When he

came to himself again, he said. If he had done
or said anything amiss, he desired their worships

to think it was his infirmity. Three or four

wenches, where I stood, cried, Alas, good soul!

—and forgave him with all their hearts: but

there 's no heed to he taken of them ; if Coesar

had stabbed their mothers they would have done
no less.

Bru, And after that he came, thus sad, away?
Casca. Ay.
Cas. Did Cicero say anything?
Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek.
Cas. To what etfect?

Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, I '11 ne'er

look you i' the face again : but those that

understood him smiled at one another, and shook
theirheads; but, for mine own part, itwasGreek
tome, I could tell you more news too: Mar-
ullus and Flavius, for pulling scarfs off Caesar's

images, are put to silence. Fare you well.

There was more foolery yet, if I could re-

member it.

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca?
Casca. No, I am promised forth.

Cas. Will )oa dine with me to-morrow?
Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold,

and your dinner worth the eating.

Cas. Good ; I will expect you.

Casca. Do so : farewell, both. \Exit.

Brtt. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be

!

,IIe was quick mettle when he went to school.

Cas. So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise.

However he puts on this tardy form.

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit,

Which gives men stomach to digest his words
With better a]3petite. [you :

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave

To-morrow, if you please to speak with me,
I will come home to you ; or, if you will,

tCome home to me, and I will wait for you.

Cas. I will do so : till then, think of the

world. [Exit Brutus.
Well, Brutus, thou art noble

; yet, I see,

iThy honouralile metal may be wrought
Fiom that it is dispos'd : therefore it is meet

That noble minds keep ever with their likes;

For who so firm that cannot be seduc'd?

Caesar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus;

If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius,

He should not humour me. I will this night,

In several hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from sever-al citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Kome holds of his name; wherein ob-
scurely

Caesar's ambition shall be glanced at

:

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ;

For we will shake him, or worse days endure.

[Exil.

Scene III.—Rome. A Street.

Thunder and Lightning. Enter,from opposite

sides, Casca, with his sword drawn, and
Cicero.

Cic. Good-even, Casca : brought you Csesar

home?
Why are you breathless? and why stare you so?

Casca. Are not you mov'd, when all the sway
of earth

Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero,

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds
Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I have seen

The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam,

To be exalted with the threatening clouds:

But never till to-night, never till now,
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire.

Either there is a civil strife in heaven

;

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods.

Incenses them to send destruction.

Cic. Why, saw you anything more wonderful ?

Casca, A common slave,—youknow him well

by sight,

—

Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn

Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand,

Not sensible of fire, remain'd unscorch'd.

Besides,—I ha' not since put up my sword,—
Against the Capitol I met a lion.

Who glar'd upon me, and went surly by.

Without annoying me: and there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women.
Transformed with their fear ; who swore they

saw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets.

And yesterday the bird of night did sit.

Even at noon-day, upon the market-place,

Hooting and shrieking. WTien these prodigies

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say.

These are their reasons,—they are natural;

For I believe they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed times)
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But men may construe things after their fasliion,

Clean from the purpose of the things themselves.

Comes Cccsar to the Capitol to-moirow?
Casca. lie doth ; for he did Lid Antonius

Send word to you he would be there to-morrow.

Cic. Good-night, then, Casca: this disturbed

sky
Is not to walk :n.

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. \^Exit Cicero.

Enter Cassius.

Ca:. Who's there?

Casca. A Roman.
Cas. Ca.'icr., by your voire.

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassiu/,, what
night is this

!

Ccs. A very pleasing night to honest men.
Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace

so? [of faults.

Cas. Those that have l;nown the earth so full

For my part, I have walk'd about the streets,

Submitting me unto the perilous night;
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see.

Have bar"d my bosom to the thunder-stone:
And when the cross-blue lightning seem'd to

open
The breast of heaven, I did present myself
Even in the aim and very flash oi it.

Casca. PiUt v.herefore did you so much tempt
the heavens?

It is the part of men to fear and tremble
W'r.en t'ae most mighty gods, by tokens, send
£iich dreadful heralds to astonish us.

Cas. Vou are dull, Casca; and those si):irks

of life

That should be in a Roman you do want.
Or else you use not. You look pale, and gaze,

And put on fear, and cast ^ourr^lf in wonder.
To see the strange i.npatieacc of the heavens:
riiit if you would consider the true cause
AVhy all these fires, v.-hy all these gliding ghosts,

'\Vhy birds and beasts, from quality and kind
;

"I'.'hy old men fools, and children cakndaie
;

Why all tliese things change, from their ordin-
ance.

Their natures, and pre-formed faculties,

To monstrous quality;—why, you shall find
Tiiat lieaven hath infus'd them wiih these spirits,

To make them instruments of fear and warning
ITJnto some monstrous state.

I\'ov/ could I, Casca, name to thee a man
Most like this dreadful night
Ttiat thunders, liglitens, opens graves, and roars

As doth the lion in the Capitol,

—

.•\ p.ian no mightier than thyself or me
in personal action

; yet prodigious grov.n.

And fearlul, as these strange eruptions are.

Casca. "Tis Crosar tliat }ijii nican ; is it not,

Cassius?

Cas. Let it be v.ho it is : for Romans now
Have thews and limlis li];e to their ancestors;

But, woe the while ! our fathers' minds 2.x dead,
And we are govern'd with our mothers' sniri::;;

Our yoke and sufferance show us womatilsh.

Casca. Indeed they say ihesenatorsto-niijrio.V

Mean to establish Cxsar as a king;

And he shall wear his crown liy sea and land,

In every place, save here in Italy.

Cas. I Icnow where I will wear tlii^ <l:igger

then

;

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassiv.s:

Therein, ye gods, you make ihe weidc nio;"..

strong ;

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat:

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass.

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron,

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ;

But life, being weary of these worldly bars,

Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If I know this, know all the world besides,

That part of tyranny that I do bear,

I can shake off at pleasure. \^7huader still.

Casca. So can I

:

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

Cas. AndwhyshouldCsesarbca tyrant, tlien?

Poor man ! I know he would not be a wolf,

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep:
lie w'ere no l?un, were not Romans hinds.

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire

Begin it with weak straws : what trash is Rome,
What rublMsh, and what ofial, when it serves

For the base mailer to illuminate

So vile a thing as Cwsar ! But, O grief.

Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak this

Before a willing bondman; then I know
My answer must be made: but I am arm'd.

And dangers are to me indilferent. [man
Casca. You speak to Casca ; and to such a

That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hand:
Be factious for redress of all these griefs

;

And I will set this foot of mine as far

As who goes farthest.

Cas. There 's a bargain made.
Now know you, Casca, I have mov'd already

Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans
To undergo with me an enterprise

Of honourable-dangerous conse(jucncc

;

And I do know by this they stay for me
la Pompey's porch: for now, tliis fearful fiight.

There is no stir or walking in the streets

;

And the complexion of the element
In favour's like the work we have in hand.
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.
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Casca. Stand close awhile, for here comes

one in haste.

Cas. 'Tis Cinna,—I do know him by his gait

;

lie is a friend.

Enter CiNNA.

Cinna, where haste you so?

Cin. To find out you. Who's that?

Melellus Cimber?
Cas. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not stay'd for, Cinna ?

Cin. I am glad on 't. What a fearful night

is this

!

[sights.

There's two or three of us have seen strange

Cas. Am I not stay'd for? Tell me.

Cin. Yes, you are.

O Cassius, if you could

Hut win the noble Brutus to our party,

—

Cas. Be you content: good Cinna, take this

paper.

And look you lay it in the prnetor's chair,

\Vhere Brutus may but find it ; and throw this

In at his window ; set this up with wax
Upon old Brutus' statue: all this done, [us.

Repair to Pompey's porch, where you shall find

Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there?

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber ; and he 's gone

To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie.

And so bestow these papers as you bade me.

Cas. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre.

[Exit Cinna.
Come, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day,

See Brutus at his house: three parts of him

Is ours already; and the man entire.

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.

Casca. O, he sits high in all the people's

hearts

:

And that which would appear ofTence in us.

His countenance, like richest alchemy.

Will change to virtue and to worthiness.

Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need

of him.

You have right well conceited. Let us go.

For it is after midnight ; and ere day

We will awake him, and be sure of him.
\_Exeunt.

ACT IL

Scene I.

—

Romu. Brutus's Orchard.

Enter Brutus.

Bru. \Mnat, Lucius, ho!

—

I cannot, by the progress of the stars,

Ciive guess how near to day.—Lucius, I say!

—

I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.

—

V/hen, Liicius, when? awake, I say! what,

Lucius I

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Call'd you, my lord?

Bni. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius:

When it is lighted, come and call me here.

Lnc. I will, my lord. [Exit.

Bru. It must be by his death: and, for my
part,

I know no personal cause to spurn at him,

But for the general. He would be crown'd:

How that might change his nature, there's the

question

:

It is the bright day that brings forth the adder;

And that craves wary walking. Crown him ?

—

that

—

And then, I grant, we put a sting in him.

That at his will he may do danger with.

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins

Remorse from power : and, to speak truth of

Cxsar,

I have not known when his affections sway'd

More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof

That lowliness is young ambition's ladder.

Whereto the climber-upward turns his fac:^;

But when he once attains the utmost rounJ,

He then unto the ladder turns his back.

Looks in the clouds, scorning tlie base degrees

By which he did ascend. So Csesar may

;

Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the

quarrel

Will bear no colour for the thing he is.

Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented,

Would run to these and these extremities

:

And therefore think him as a serpent's e^g.

Which, hatch'd, would as his kind grow mis-

chievous ;

And kill him in the shell.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. The taper bumeth in your closet, sir.

Searching the window for a flint, I found
[Giving him a letter.

This paper, thus seal'd up ; and I am sure

It did not lie there when I went to bed.

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day.

Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March?

Luc. I know not, sir. [word.

Bru. Look in the calender, and bring^ me
Luc. I will, sir. [tixtt.

Bru-. The exhalations, whizzing in the air,

Give so much light that I may read by them.

[Opens the letter and reads,

Brutus, thou sleefst: awake, and see thyself.

Shall Rome, dr'c. Speak, strike, redress!

Brutus, thou sleepsst: awake.—
Such instigations have been often dropp'd ;

Where I have took them up.
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Shall Rome, is^c. Thus must I piece it out,

—

Shall Rome stand under one man's awe ? What,
Rome?

IMy ancestors did from the streets of Rome
1'lie Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king.

Speak, strike, redress!—Am I entreated then
To speak and strilce ! O Rome ! I make thee

promise,

If tlie redress will follow, thou rcceivest

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus

!

Re-enter Lucius.

Ltic. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.

{^Knocking ivithin.

Bnt. 'Tis good. Go to the gate ; somebody
knocks. [Exit Lucius.

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar,

I have not slept.

ISctv.een the acting of a dreadful thing
And the first motion, all the interim is

Like a pliantasma or a hideous dream

:

The genius and the mortal instruments
Are then in council ; and the slate of man,
Like to a little kingdom, sutlers then
The nature of an insurrection.

Re-enter Lucius.

Ltic. Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door
Who doth desire to see you.

Br^. Is he alone ?

Luc. No, sir, there are more with him.
Bru. Do )'ou know them?
Luc. No, sir; their hats are pluck'd about

their ears,

And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

1 hat by no means I may discover them
By any mark of favour.

B>u. Let 'em enter.

[Exit Lucius.
They are the faction. O conspiracy, [night,

Sham'st thou to sh.ow thy dangerous brow by
When evils are most free? O, then, by day
Vi, here v.ilt thou find a cavern dark enough
To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none,

conspiracy

;

Hide it in smiles and affability:

For if thou hath thy native semblance on,

Kot Erebus itself were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

Eater Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna,
RIetellus CiMBER, afft/ Trebonius.

Cas. I think we are too bold upon j^our rest

:

Good-morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you?
B'ti. I have been up tliis hour ; awake all

night.

Know I these men that come along with you ?

Cas. Yes, every man of them ; and no man
here

But honours you ; and every one doth wish
You had but that opinion of yourself
Which every noble Roman bears of you.
This is Trebonius.

Bra. lie is welcome hither.

Cas. This, Decius Brat us.

Bni. He is welcome too.

Cas. This, Casca; this, Cinna;
And this, Metellus Cunber.

Brtt. They are all welcome.
What watchful cares do interpose themselves
Betwixt your eyes and night?

Cas. Shall I entreat a word ?

[Brutus and Cassius ivhisper.

Dec. Here lies the east ; doth not the day
break here?

Casca. No.
Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth; and yon grey

lines

That fret the clouds are messengers of day.
Casca. You shall confess that you are both

deceiv'd.

ITere, as I point my sword, the sun arises;

Which is a great way growing on the soiith,

Vv'eighing the youthful season of the year.

Some two months hence up higher tov.ard the
north

He first presents his fire; and the high east

Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by
one.

Cas. And let us swear our resolution.

Brti. No, not an oath : if not the face ofmen.
The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse,—

•

If these be motives weak, break oft betimes.
And every man hence to his idle bed ;

So let high-sighted t3'ranny range on.
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these.

As I ani sure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards, and to steel v/ith valour
The melting spirits of women ; then, country-

men,
WTiat need we any spur, but our own cause.
To prick us to redress? what other bond
Than secret Romans, that have sf-oke the word
And will not palter? and what other oath
Than honesty to honesty engag'd
That this shall be, or we will i'all for it?

Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelons,

Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls

That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear
Such creatures as men doubt : but do not stain

Thc! even virtue of our enterprise.

Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits,

To think that or car cause or our penormance
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Did need an oalh ; when every drop of hiood

That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,

Is guilty of a several bastardy

If he do break the smallest particle

Of any promise that hath pass'd from him.

Cas. But what of Cicero? shall we soilnd

him.?

I think he will stand very strong with us.

Casca. Let us not leave him out.

Cin. No, by no means.

A/ef. O, let us have him; for his silver hairs

Will purchase us a good opinion,

And buy men's voices to commend our deeds:

It shall be said his judgment rul'd our hands;
Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear,

Uut all be buried in his gravity.

Bru. O, name him not: let us not break
with him

;

For he will never follovir anything

That other men begin.

Cas. Then leave him out.

Casca. Indeed he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no man else be touch'd but only

C.^sar?

Cas. Decius, well urg'd.— I tliink it is not

meet
Mark Antony, so well belov'd of Caesar,

Should outlive Caesar : we shall find of him
A shrewd contriver ; and, you know, his means,
If he improve them, may well stretch so far

As to annoy us all : which to prevent,

Let Antony and Cassar LM together.

Bfii. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius
Cassius,

To cut the head off and then hack the limbs,

—

Like wrath in death and envy afterwards;

For Antony is but a limb of Cgesar:

Let's be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius.

We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar;

And in the spirit of men there is no blood:

O that we, then, could come by Csesar's spirit,

And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas,

Caesar muat bleed for it ! And, gentle friends,

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully;

Let 's carve him as a dish fit for the gods,

Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds

:

And let our hearts, as sulHle masters do,

Stir up their servants to an act of rage,

And after seem to chide 'em. This shall make
Our purpose necessary, and not envious:
Which so appearing to the common eyes,

We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers.
And for Mark Antony, think not of him;
For he can do no more than Caesar's arm
WTien Cxsar's head is off.

Cas. Vet I fear him

;

For in the engrafted love he bears to Caesar,

—

Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think ofhim

:

If he love Cxsar, all that he can do
Is to himself,—take thought and die for Czesar

:

.\nd that were much he sliould; for he is given
To sports, to wilchicss, and much company.

Ireif. There is no fear in him; let him not
die;

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

IC/aci strikes.

Brtt. Peace, count the clock.

Cas. The clock hath stricken three,

Treb. 'Tis time to part.

Cas. But it is doubtful yet

Whether Caesar will come forth to-day or no:

For he is superstitious grown of late;

Quite from the main opinion he held once
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies:

It may be these a[,parent prodigies,

The unaccustomed terror of this night,

And the persuasion of his augurers,

May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

Dec. Never fear that : if he be so resolv'd

I can o'ersway him ; for he loves to hear

That unicorns may 6e betray'd wita trees,

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes,

Lions with toil<^, and men with flatterers;

But when I tell him he hates flatterers,

He says he does,—being then most flatter'd.

Let me work

;

For I can give his humour the true bent.

And I will bring him to the Capitol.

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch

him. [mosi ^

Brit. By the eighth hour: is that the uitci-

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.

Mel. Caius Ligarius doih bear Caesar hard,

Viho rated him fur speaking well of Pompey

:

I wonder none of you have thought of him.
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him:

lie loves me well, and I have given him reasons

;

Se.id him but hither, and I'll fashion him.
Cm. The morning comes upon 's : we '11 leave

you, Brutus: [member
d, friends, disperse yourselves: but all re-

.at you have said, and show yourselves true

Komans.
Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily;

Let not our looks put on our purposes;
But bear it as our Roman actors do,
With untir'd spirits and formal constancy;
And so, good-morrow to you every one.

[Exeuit-t all but Brutus.
Boy 1 Lucius !—Fast asleep? it is no matter

;

Enjoy the hca\'y honey-dew of slumber

:

Thou hast no figures nor no fantasies

Which busy care draws in the brains of men,*

Therefore thou sleep'st so sound.
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Er.Ur P'^r.TIA.

Por. Brutus, my lord !

Bru. Porlia., Vvlial mean you? whereioru lise

you now?
I; IS not for your health thus to commit
Your wedc condition to the raw cold morning.

For: Nor for yours neither. You have un-

geiuly, Lrutus,

btolefrom my bed: and yesternight, atsupp'^r,

\'ou suddenly arose, and waik'd about,

-Musing and sighing, with your arms acros.;;

And when I ask'd you what the matter was,

Yon starM upon me with ungentle looks:

I urg'd you further; then you scratch'd your

head,

.\nd too impatienily stamp'd with your foot:

Yet I insisted, yet you ansv.-er'd not

;

But with an angiy wafture of j'our liand

Gave sign for me to leave you : so I did

;

I'earing to strengthen that impatience

V\'hich seem'd too much enkindled ; and withal

Hoping it was but an effect of humour,
V\"hich sometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep;

And, could it work so much upon your .shape

As it hath much prevail'd on your condition,

i should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,

?*Iake me acquainted with your cause of grief.

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all.

For. Brutus is wise, and were he not in

health,

lie would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru. \Vhy, so I do.—Good Portia, go to bed.

For. Is Brutus sick? and is it physical

To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours
'Jl the dank morning? \Yhat, is Brutus sick,

—

.\nd will he steal out of liis wholesome bed,

'I'o dare the vile contagion of the night,

And tempt the rheumy and unpurg'd air

1 j add unto his sickness? Ko, my Brutus;

You have some sick ofience within your r.iiud.

Which by the right and virtue of my pi.ice

I ought to know of: ar.d up^on my knc.-s

I charm you, by my once-commended l)eauty,

I;y all your vows of love, and that great vow
"'"'I'hich did incorporate and make us one,

That you unfold to me, yourself, your half,

\\\\^ you are heavy ; and what men to-night

iL;vs had resort to you,—for here have been
Snrae six or seven, who did hide their faces

liven from darkness.

Ih-ti, Kneel not, rontle T'urtia.

For. I .should not need if you were gentle

Brutus.
V'ithin the bond of marriage, tell me, Btulus,
I3 it excepted I should know no secrets

That appertain to you? Am I youisclf

But as it were in sort or iimitation,

—

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bod,

And talk to you sometimes? Dwell i but in

the suburbs

Of your good pleasure? If it Le no racrj,

Porlia i"- Brutus' harlot, not his wife.

Bru. You are my true and honourable v.i.'e;

As dear to me as are the ruddy drops

I'hat visit my sad heart.

For. If th'is were true, then should I know
this .secret.

I grant I am a woman \ but v.'ithal

.\ woman that Lord Brutus took to wife:

I grant I am a woman ; but withal

A woman weil-reputed,—Cato's daughter.

Think you I am no stronger than ni)- sex,

Being so father'd and so husl>anded?

Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose 'em:

I have made strong proof of my constancy,

I

('living myself a voluntary wound
Here in the thigh : can I Ijcar that with patience,

And not my husband's secrets?

Bru. O ye gods,

Render me worthy of this noble w ife !

{^Kvockiug ivith 'r.

Hark, liark ! one knocks: Portia, go in av.!/..-

;

And by and by thy bosom shall partake

The secrets of my herat;

All my engagements I wiil construe to ihec.

All the characiery of my sad brows.

Leave me with haste. YExit Poktia.
Lucius, who's that knocks?

Enter Lucius ivith Ligarius.

Liic. Here is a sick man that would speak

with you.

Bnt. CaiusLigarius,that Metellusspakccf.

—

Boy, stand aside.—Caius Ligarius,—how!
Lig. Vouchsafe good-morrow from a feeble

tongue.

Bru. O, what a time have you chose out,

brave Caius,

To wear a kerchief! Would you were not .=i<:k J

Lig. I am not sick if Brutus have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bru. Such an exploit have I in liand, Ligarius,

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

Lig. By all the gods tha'' Romans bow before,

I here discard my sickness . Soul of Rome!
Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins!

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur'd up
My mortified spirit. Now bid me run,

And I will strive with things impossible;

Yea, get the better of them. Wl at's to do?
Bru. A piece of work that will make sici:

men whole.
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Lig. But are not some whole that we must
make sick? [Caius,

Bnt. That must we also. What it is, my
1 shall unfold to ihee, as we are going
I'o whom it must be done.

I.ig. Set on your foot

;

And with a heart new fir'd I follow you
To do I know not what : but it sufiicelh

That Brulus leads me on.

JJru. Follow me, then.

\^Exeunt.

SCEXE II.

—

Rome. A Room in C/T.sar's

Palace.

Thunder and lightning. Enter C/ESAR in his

night-gown.

Ccts. Nor heaven nor earth have been at

peace to-night:

Thrice hath Caljihurnia in her sleep cried out,

Help, ho! They murder Ccesar!—^^M^o 's

within?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord ?

CtEs. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice,

And bring me their opinions of success.

6erv. I will, my lord. \_Exic.

Enter Calphurnia.

CaL What mean you, Caesar? Tliink you
to walk forth?

You shall not stir out of your house to-day.

Cas. Cxsar shall forth : the things that

threaten'd me [see

Ne'er look'd but on my back; when they shall

The face of Caesar they are vanished.

Cal. Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies.

Yet now they fright me. There is one within,

Iksides the things that we have heard and seen.

Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch.
A lioness hath whelped in the streets;

And graves have yav.-n'd and yielded up their

dead;
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,

In ranks and squadrons and right form of war.
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol

;

The noise of battle hurtled in the air.

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan

;

And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the

streets.

O Caesar, these things are beyond all use,

And I do fear them

!

Cas. Wliat can be avoided,
Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods?
Yet Caesar shall go forth; for these predictions

Are to the world in general as to Ccesar.

Cal. When beggars die there are no comets
seen

;

[of princes.

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death
C(Es. Cowards die many times before their

deaths;

The valiant never taste of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard.

It seems to me most strange that men should
fear;

Seeing that death, a necessary end,

Will come when it will co.mc.

Re-etiter Ser\-ant.

What say the augi'.rcrc?

Serv. They would not have you to stir lorui

to-day.

Plucking the entrails of an offering forth.

They could not find a heart within the beast.

CcBS. The gods do this in shame of cowardice:

Caesar should be a beast without a heart

If he should stay at home to-day for fear.

No, Giesar shall not: danger knows full v>'e!i

That CKsar is more dangerous than he

;

We are two lions liiler'd in one day.

And I the elder and more terrible :

—

And C-esar shall go forth.

Cal. Alas, my lord.

Your wisdom is consum'd in confidence.

Do not go forth to-day : call it my fear

That keeps you in the house, and not your own.
We'll send Alark Antony to the senate-house;

And he shall say you are not well to-day:

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

CcFS. Mark Antony shall say I a:-:i not well

;

And for chy humour I will slay at home.

Enter Decius.

Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so.

Dec. Ccesar, all hail ! Good-morrow, worthy
Ccesar

:

I come to fetch you to the senate-house.

Cas. And you are come in very happy time,

To bear my greeting to the senators.

And tell them that I will not come to-day:

Cannot, is fiilse; and that I dare not, falser:

I will not come to-day,—tell them so, Decius.

Cal. Say he is sick.

Cas. Shall Caesar send a lie ?

Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far.

To be afeard to tell graybeards the truth?

Decius, go tell them Cx'sar will not come.

Dec, Alost mighty Ca;sar, let me know some
cause.

Lest I be laugh'd at when I tell them so.

Cces. The cause is in my will,—I will not

come

;

That is enough to satisfy the senate.
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But for your private satisfaciion,

Because I love you, I will let you know,

—

Calphurnia here, my wife, slays me at home

:

She dreamt to-night she saw my statua,

Which, like a fountain with a hundred spouts,

Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans
Came smiling and did bathe their hands in it

:

And these does she apply for warnings and
portents,

And evils imminent ; and on her knee
liaih begg'd that I will slay at liome to-day.

Dec. Tliis dream is all amiss interpreted.

It was a vision fair and fortunate:

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes,

In which so many smiling Romans balh'd,

Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck
Reviving blood; and that great men shall press

For tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance.
This by Calphurnia"s dream is signified. [it.

Cas. And this way have you well e.\pounded
Dec. I have, v^hen you have heard what I

can say:

And know it now,—the senate have concluded
To give this day a crown to mighty Cresar.

li you shall send them word you will not come,
Their minds may change. Besides, it were a

mock.
Apt to be render'd, for some one to say,

Break tip the senate till another time,

JVlicii Ccesai's zvifeshall meetwith bctterclreatns.

It" Caesar hide himself, shall tliey not whisper,
Zc, Ccesar is afraid ?

Pardon me, Ccesar ; for my dear dear love
To your proceeding bids me tell you this;

And reason to my love is liable.

Cces. How foolish do your fears seem now,
Calphurnia!

I am. ashamed I did yield to them.

—

Give me my robe for I will go

:

Enter PuBLius, Brutus, LiGATmrs, Me-
TELLUS, CaSCA, TreBONIUS, and CiNNA.

And look w-here Publius is come to fetch me.
Pub. Good-morrow, Coesar.

C:zs. Welcome, Publius.

—

Wiiat, Brutus, are you stirred so early too?

—

Good-morrow, Casca.—Caius Ligarius,
Cresar was ne'er so mudi your enemy
Av, that same ague which hath made yo
Wliat is't O'clock?
Bru. Caesar, 'lis strucken eight.
Ci£s. I thank you for your pains and courtesy

Enter Antony.

See ! Antony, that revels long o' nights
Is notwithstanding up,

—

Good-morrow, Antony.

I you lean.-

Ant. So to most noble Caesar.

Cixs. Bid them prepare within.

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

—

Nov/ Cinna ;—now Metellus :—what, Tre-
bonius

!

I have an hour's talk in store for you

;

Remember that you call on me lo-day:

Be near me, that I may remember you.
Trcb. Cjesar, I will:—and so near will I

be, \Aside.

That your best friends shall wish I had been
further.

Cas. Good friends, go in and taste some
wine with me

;

And we, like friends, will straightway go lo-

gether.

Bru. That every like is not the same, O
Csesar,

The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon !

\Exeiint.

Scene III.

—

Rome. A Street tiear tiie

Capitol.

Enter Artemidorus reading a paper.

Art. Ccrsar, beware of Brutus ; take heed of
Cassiiis ; come not near Casca; have an ere to

Cinna; trust not Treboniits ; markivellMetellus
Cimbcr; Dccius Brutus loves thee not ; thou
hast wronged Caius Ligarius. There is but
one mind in all these men, and it is bent
against Ccesar. If thou beest not tjnmortal,

look aboutyou : security gives way to conspii acy,

Tlie tilighty gods defend thee t Thy lover,

Artemidorus.
Here will I stand till Csesar pass along.

And as a suitor will I give him tliis.

My heart laments that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, O Csesar, thou mayst live;

If not, the fates witii iraitois do contrive.

[Exit.

Scene IV.—r^OME. Another part of the

sa:;ie Street^ before the House i^i^BRUTUS.

Enter Portia arui Lucius.

For. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the senate-

house ;

Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone:
Why dost thou stay?

Luc. To know my errand, mridam.
I'or. I would have had thee there and here

again
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do

there.

—
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constancy, be strong upon my side!

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and
tongue

!

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might.

How hard it is for women to keep counsel !

—

Art thou here yet?

Luc. Madam, what should I do?
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else?

And so return to you, and nothing else?

For. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord

look well.

For he went sickly forth: and take good note
What Csesar doih, what suitors press to him.
Hark, boy ! what noise is that?

Luc. I hear none, madam.
For. Pr'ythee, listen well

:

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray.

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

Lue. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

En'er Artkmidorus.

For. Come hither, fellow:

Which way hast thou been?
Art. At mine own house, good lady.

For. What is 't o'clock ?

A7-t. About the ninth hour, lady.

Por. Is Cse.sar yet gone to the Capitol?
Art. Madam, not yet : I go to take my stand,

To see him pass on to the Capitol.

Por. Thou ha.st some suit to Caesar, hast

thou not?

Art. That I have, lady: if it will pleasL-

Caesar

To be so good to Caesar as to hear me,
I shall beseech him to befriend himself.

For. Why, know'st thou any harm's in-

tended towards him?
Art. None that I know will be, much that

I fear may chance.

Good-morrow to you. Here the street is

narrow :

The throng that follows Ccesar at the heels

Of senators, of praetors, common suitors.

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death

:

I'll get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Ccesar as he comes along.

\Exit.
For. I must go in.—Ah me! how weak a

thing

The heart of woman is ! O Brutus,
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise !

—

Sure the boy heard me.—Brutus hath a suit

That Caesar will not grant.—O, I grow faint.

—

Run, Lucius, and connnend me to my lord;
Say I am merry : come to me again,
And bring me word what he doth say to thee.

\ExeuKt severally.

ACT III.

Scene I.—Rome. The Capitol; the Senate
sitting.

A crowd of People in the street leading to the

Capitol ; among them Artemidorus and
the Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter C.ts.AR,
Brutus, C.\ss!us, Casca, Decius, Me-
TKLLUS, TreBOXIUS, CiNNA, A.NTONY,
LepidU-S, Poi'ILIUS, Publius, and others.

Cas. The ides of March are come.
Sooth. Ay, Cossar ; but not gone.
Art. Ilail, Caesar ! Read this schedule.
Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er read,

At your best leisure, this his humble suit.

Art. O C.'esar, read mine tlrsl; for mine's
a suit [Caesar.

That touches Caesar nearer: read it, grL.t
Cas. What touches us ourself shall be kiat

scrv'd.

Art. Delay not, Cresar ; read it instantly.

Ccrs. What, is the fellow mad?
Fud. Sirrah, give place.

Cas. What, urge you your petitions in tlie

street?

Come to the Capitol.

C.^iSAR enters the Capitol, the rest following.
All the Senators rise.

Fop. I wish your enterprise to-daymay thrive.

Cis. What enterprise, Popilius?

Fop. Fare you well.

[Advances to C^sar.
Bru. WTiat said Popilius Lena?
Cas. He wi.sh'd to-day our enterprise might

thrive.

I fear our purpose is discovered.

Bni. Look how he makes to Caesar: mark
him. [lion.

—

Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear preven-
Brutus, what shall be done? If this be known,
("i-i.^ius or C^sar never shall turn back,
i'or I will slay myself.

Bru. Cassius, be constant:
Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes;
For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change.

Cas. Trebonius knows his timo ; for, look
you, Brutus,

He draw.^ Mark Antony out of the way.
[Exeunt Ant. atui Treb. C.KSAR and

the Senators take their scats.

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him go,

And presently prefer his suit to Caesar.

Brn. lie isaddress'd: press near and second
him.
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Cin. Cascn, you are the first that rears your
hand.

Casca. y\.re we all ready?
Cus. What is now amiss

That Cresar and his senate must redress?

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most
puissant Cassar,

Melellus Cimber throws before thy seat

An humble heart,

—

[Kneeling.
Cas. I must prevent thee, Cimber.

These couching? and these lowly courtesies

Might fire the blood of ordinary men,
And turn pre-ordinance and first decree
Into the law of children. Be not fond
To think iliut Ca'sar bears such rebel blood
That will be tliaw'd from the true quality

With that wliich melteth fools; I mean, sweet
words.

Low crooked curl'sies, and base spaniel fawning.
Thy brother by decree is banished :

If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way.
Know, Qtsar doth not wrong; nor without

cause

Will he be satisfied.

Rfet. Is there no voice more wortb.y than my
ow n

,

To sound more sweetly in great Csesar's ear

I'or the repealing of my banish'd brother?
Lhu. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery,

Cxsar,
i)esiiing thee that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Cies. What, Brutus

!

Cas. Pardon, Caesar ; Cresar, pardon

:

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall.

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber.
Cirs. I could be well mov'd if I were as you

;

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me:
But I am constant as the northern star,

Of whose true-fix'd and resting quality

There is no fellow in the firmament.
The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks,

—

They are all fire, and every one doth shine;
But there's but one in all doth hold his place:

So in the world,—'tis furnish'd well with men.
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ;

Vet in the number I do know but one
Tliat unassailable holds on h.is rank,

Unshak'd of motion : and that I am he.

Let me a little show it even in this,

—

'i'hat I was constant Cimber should be banish'd.

And constant do remain to keep him so.

C/n. O Ca;sar,

—

Ccrs. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus?
Dec. Great C:v.ar,

—

Cees. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel?

Casca. Speak, hands, fur me !

[Casca siabs C/ESAR 2/1 ihe neck. C^sar
catches hold of his arm. He is then
stabbed by several other Conspirators^
and at hist by Marcus Brutus.

Css. Et tit, Bnite'i—Then fall, Ccesar!
[Dies. The Senators and People retire in

confusion.

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead !—
r^un hence, proclaim, cry it alDout the streets.

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and cry

out.

Liberty
, freedom, and enfranchiscnient

I

Brii. People and senators ! be not affrighted ;

Fly not; stand still: ambition's debt is paid.

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus.
Dec. And Cassius too.

Bru. Where 's Publius? [mutiny.
Cin. Here, quite confounded with tliis

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of
Caesar's

Should chance,

—

[cheer;
Brit. Talk not of standing.— Publius, good

There is no harm intended to your person.
Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius.

Cas. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the

people,

Kushingon us, should do your age somemischief.
Bru. Do Sf) : and let no man abide this deed,

But we the doers.

/Ce-enter Tkebonius.

Cas. Where is Antony?
7're. Fled to his house amaz'd:

^^en, wives, and children stare, cry out, and run,
.\s it were doomsday.

Bru. Fates! we w ill know your pleasures.

—

That we shall die, we know ; 'tis but the time,

And drawing days out, that men stand upon.
Cas. Win', he that cuts off twenty years of

lile.

Cuts oft so many years of fearing death.

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit:
.So are we C:vsar's friends, that have abridg'd
His time of fearing death.—Stoop, Romans,

stoop.

And let us bathe our hands in Cwsar's blood
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords:
Then walk we forth even to the market-place,
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads,
Let's all cry. Peace/ freedom! and liberty

!

Cas. Stoop then, and wash.—How many
ages hence

.Shall this our lofty scene be acted over,

In states unborn and accents yet unknown

!

Bru. IIo\v many times shall C."sar bleed in

sport,

2 &2
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That now on Pompcy's basis lies along

No worthier than llie diist

!

Cas, So oft as that shall be,

So often shall the knot of us be call'd

The men that gave their counlry liberty.

Dec. What, shall we forth?

Cas. Ay, every man away

:

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels

With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.
Bru. Soft, who comes here?

Enter a Servant.

A friend of Antony's.

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me
kneel

;

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down

;

And, being prostrate, thus he bade nie say :

—

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest

;

Cresar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving:

Say I lov'd Brutus, and I honour him; [him.

Say I fear'd Cresar, honour'd him, and lov'd

If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony
May safely come to him, and be resolv'd

How Caesar hath deserv'd to lie in death,

Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead
So well as Brutus living; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus

Through the hazards of this untrod state

With all true faith. So says my master Antony.
Bru. Thymaster isawiseandvaliantRoman

:

I never thought him worse.

Tell him, so please him c<}nie vmto this place.

He siiall be satisfied; and, by my honour,
Depart untouch'd.

Scrv. I '11 fetch him presently. \Exit.

Bru. I know that we shall have him well to

friend.

Cas. I wish we may : but yet have I a mind
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still

Falls shrewdly to the purpose.
lira. But here comes Antony.

Re-en!cr Antony.

Welcome, Mark Antony.
Ant. O mighty Caesar ! dost thou lie so low?

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumplis, spoils.

Shrunk tothislittlemeasure?—Fare thee well.

—

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend.
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank

:

If I myself, there is no hour so fit

As Cassar's death's hour; nor no instnuncnt
Of half that worth as those your swords, made

rich

With the most noble blood of all this world.
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard,
Kow, whilst )'our purpled hands do reek and

gmokef

Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,

I shall not find myself so apt to die

:

No place will please me so, no moan of death
As here by Crcsar, and by you cut off.

The choice and master spirits of this age.

Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of us.

Tiiough now we must appear bloody and cruel.

As by our hands and this our present act

Vou sec we do; yet see you but our hands,
And this the bleeding business they have done

:

Our hearts you see not,—they are pitiful

;

And pity to the general wrong of Rome,

—

As fire drives out fire, so pity pity,

—

Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part.

To yuu our swords have leaden points, Mark
Antony

:

Our arms no strength of malice, and our hearts,

Of brothers' temper, do receive ycu in

With ail kind love, good thoughts, and rever-

ence, [marrs
Cas. Your voice sliall be as strong as any

In the disposing of new dignities.

Brti. Only be patient tiil we have appeas'd
The multitude, beside themselves with fear.

And then we will deliver you the cause
Why I, that did love Caesar when I sti"uck him,
Have thus proceeded.
Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom.

Let each man render me liis bloody hand

:

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you ;

—

Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ;

—

Now, Decius Brutus, yours;—now yours, Me-
tellus;

—

Yours, Cinna ;—and, my valiant Casca, yours;

—

Though last, not least in love, yours, good
Trebonius.

Gentlemen all,— alas, what shall I say?
My credit now stands on such slippery ground
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me.
Either a coward or a flatterer.

—

That I did love thee, Csesar, O, 'tis true:

If tlien, thy spirit look upon us now.
Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death
To see thy Antony making his peace.

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,

Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse?

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds.
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood,

It would become me better tlian to close

In terms of friendship with tliine enemies.

Pardon me, Julius!—Here wast thou bay'd,

brave hart

;

Here didst thou fall; and here thy hunters

stand,

Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy Lethe.—
O world, thou wast the forest to this hart

;

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.—
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How like a deer strucken by many princes

Dost thou here lie

!

Cas. Mark Antony,

—

A7zi. Pardon me, Caius Cassius

:

The enemies of Cxsar shall say this

;

Then in a friend it is cold modesty.
Cas. I blame you not for praising Caesar so

;

Eut what compact mean you to have with us?
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends;

Or shall we on, and not depend on you?
Ant. Therefore I took your hands ; but was,

indeed,

Sway'd from the point bylookingdownon Caesar.

Friends am I with you all, and love you all;

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons
V< hy and wherein Csesar v/as dangerous.

B>-2t. Or else were this a savage spectacle :

Our reasons are so full of good regard
That were you, Antony, the son of Ccesar,

Vou should be satisfied.

A)it. That 'sail I seek:
And am moreover suitor that I may
Produce his body to the market-place;
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend,

Speak in the order of his funeral.

Bill. You shall, Mark Antony.
Cas. Brutus, a word with you.

—

You know not what you do : do not consent
That Antony speak in his funeral

:

Know you how much the people may be mov'd
By that which he will utter?

{Aside to Brutus.
Bnt. By your pardon ;

—

I will myself into the pulpit first,

And show the reason of our Caesar's death

:

What Antony shall speak, I will protest

He speaks by leave and by permission;
And that we are contented Caesar shall

1 lave all true rites and lawful ceremonies.
It shall advantage more than do us wrong.

Cas. I know not what may fall ; I like it not.

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar's

body.
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us,

Eut speak all good you can devise of Caesar;
And say you do 't by our permission ;

Else shall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral: and you shall speak
In the same pulpit whereto I am going,

Alter my speech is ended.
A!2t. Be it so;

1 do desire no more.
B/u. Prepare the body then, and follow us.

\_Exeunt all but Antony.
Ant. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of

earih,

Tiiat I am meek and gentle with these butchers

!

Thou art the ruins of the noblest man
That ever lived in tlie tide of times.

Woe to the hand that shed this cosily blood

!

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,

—

Which like dumb mouths do ope their ruby lips,

To beg tiie voice and utterance of my tongue,

—

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men

;

Domestic fury and fierce civil strife

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy;

Blood and deslruclion shall be so in use,

And dreadful objects so familiar.

That mothers shall but smile when they behold
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of wai

;

All pity chok'd with custom of fell deeds:
And Cjesar's spirit, ranging for revenge,

\Vith Ate by his side come hot from hell.

Shall in these confines with a monarch's voice
Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war

;

That this foul deed shall smell above the earth
With carrion men, groanhig for buiial.

Enter a Servant.

Vou serve Octavius Cassar, do you not?
Scrv. I do, Mark Antony.
Ant. C.^sar did write for him to come to

Rome. [ing

;

Se^-v. He did receive his letters, and is com-
And bid me say to you by word of mouth,

—

Caesar !

—

{Seciitg the body.

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart anJ
weep.

Passion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes.

Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine,

Began to water. Is thy master coming?
Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues

of Rome.
Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him

what hath chanc'd

:

1 lere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No Rome of safely for Octavius yet

;

Hie hence and tell him so. Yet, stay awhile

;

Thou shall not back till I have borne this corse

Into the market-place: there shall I try.

In my oration, how the people take
The cruel issue of these bloody men

;

According to the which thou shall discourse

To young Octavius of the state of things.

Lend me your hand.

\Exeiint with C/^iSAR's body.

Scene II.

—

Rome. The Forum.

Enter Brutus attd Cassius, and a throng of
Citizens.

Citizens. We will be satisaed; let us be
satisfied. [friends.—

Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience,
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Cassius, go you into the other street,

And part the numbers.

—

Those that will hear me speak, let 'em stay here

;

Those that will follow Cassius, go with him;
And public reasons shall be rendered
Of Ciesar's death.

1 Cit. I will hear Brutus speak.

2 Cit. I will hear Cassius ; and compare their

reasons,

When severally we hear them rendered.
\_Exil Cassius, with some of the Citizens.

Brutus ^(?« into the Rostrum.

3 Cit. The noble Brutus is :iscended: silence!

Bru. Be patient till the 'ast.

Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for

my cause; and be silent, that you may hear:
believe me for mine honour; and have respect

to mine honour, that you may believe : censure
me in your wisdom ; and awake your senses,

that you may the better judge. If there beany
in this assembly, any dear friend of Caesar's, to

him I say that Brutus' love to Caesar was no
less than his. If, tlien, that friend demand
why Brutus rose against Ccesar, this is my
answer,—Not that I loved Cxsar less, but that

I loved Rome more. Had you rather Csesar

v/ere living, and die all slaves, than that Coesar

v/ere dead, to live all free men? As Cassar

loved me, I weep for him; as he was fortunate,

I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour him :

but, as he was ambitious, I slew hims there ij

tears for his love; joy for his fortune; honour
for his valour; and death for his ambition.
^Vho is here so base that would be a bondman ?

If any, speak : for him have I offended. V/ho
is here so rude that would not be a Roman ?

If any, speak; for him have I offended. Who
is here so vile that will not love his country?
If any, speak; for him have I offended. I

pause for a reply.

Citizens. None, Brutus, none.
Bru. Then none have I offended. I have

done no more to Ccesar than you shall do to

BiUtus. The question of his death is enrolled
in the Capitol; his glory not extenuated,
v/herein he was worthy; nor his offences en-

forced, for which he suffered death. Here
comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony

:

Enter Antony and others with C/ESAr's body,

who, though ha had no hand in his death,
shall receive the benefit of his dying,—a place
in the commonwealth; as which of you shall

not? With this I depart,—that, as I slew my
best lover for the good of Rome, I have the

same dagger for mysel f, when it shall please my
country to need my death.

Citizens. Live, Brutus! live, live!

1 Cit. Bring him with triumph home unto
his house.

2 Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors.

3 Cit. Let him be Caesar.

4 Cit. Caesar's better parts

Shall be crown'd in Brutus.

1 Cit. We'll bring him to his house with
shouts and clamours.

Bru. My countrymen,

—

2 Cit. Peace, silence ! Brutus speaks.

I Cit. Peace, ho !

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone.

And for my sake stay here with Antony:
Do grace to Ccssar's corse, and grace his speech
Tending to Cjesar's glories; which Mark

Antony,
By our permission, is allov/'d to make.
I do entreat you, not a man depart,

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. \Exit.

I Cit. Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark
Antony.

3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chair;

We'll hear him.—Noble Antony, go up.

Ant. For Brutus' sake I am beholden to you.

[Goes up.

4 Cit. What does he say of Brutus?

3 Cit. He sa)s, for Brutus' sake
He finds himself beholden to us all.

4 Cit. 'Twere best he speak no harm of
Brutus l-.ere.

1 Cit. This Ca:sar was a tyrant.

3 Cit. Nay, that's certain:

We are bless'd that Rome is rid of him.
2 Cit. Pcice! let us hear what Antony can

s?.y.

Ant. You gentle Romans,

—

Cit. Peace, ho! let us hear him.
Ar4. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend

me your ears;

I come to bury Czesar, not to praise him.
The evil that men do lives after them

;

The good is oft interred with their bones;

So let it be with Cossar. The noble Brutus

Hath told you Ccesar was ambitious:

If it were. so, it was a grievous fault

;

And grievously hath Ccesar answer"d it.

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest,—

•

For Brutus is an honourable man;
So are they all, all honourable men,

—

Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and just to me:
But Brutus says he was ambitious

;

And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home toRomi^
Whose ransoms did the general coilers fill:*

Did tliis in Ccesar seem ambitious?
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When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath
wept

:

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff-

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;
And Brutu:; 13 an honourable man.
You all did see that on the Lupercal
I thrice presented him a kingly crown,
Which lie did thrice refuse : was this ambition?
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious

;

And, sure, he is an honourable man.
I speak not to disprove wliat Brutus spoke,
But here I am to speak what I do know.
You all did love himoace,—not without cause:
What cause withholds you, then, to mourn for

him?
judgment, tliou art fled to brutish beasts,

And men have lost their reason !—Bear with
me

;

I\iy heart h in the coffin there with Coesar,

Ar.d 1 must pause till it come back to me.
1 Ci't, Melhinks there is much reason in his

sayings.

2 C//. If thou considerrightly of the matter,
Cxsar has had great wrong.

3 Ci/. Has he, masters?
1 I'ear there will a worse come in his place.

4 C7/. Rlark'ci ye his word3? He would not
take the crown

;

Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious.

1 Czi. If it be found so, some will dear abide
it. (weeping.

2 C//. Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with

3 C/i. There 's not a nobler man in Rome
than Antony. [speak.

4 (T//. Now mark him, he begins again to
.4/!/. But yesterday the word of Ci;sar might

Have stood against the world : now lies he there,
And none co poor to do him reverence.

masters, if I were dispos'd to stir

\"our hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 sliould do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong,
Y'ho, you all knov/, are honourable •.nen:

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose
i o wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you,
Than I will wrong such honourable men.
I'-.it here 's a parchment with the seal of C.<;sar,

—

! found it in his closet,
—

'tis his will:
I-i-t but the commons hear this testament,

—

^^'hich, pardon me. I do not mean to read,^
And they v/ould go and kiss dead Qvsar's

wounds,
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood ;

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory.
And, dying, mention it withi;-; their wills.

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy
Unto their issue. [Antony.
4 C{.\ V/e '11 hear the will : read it, Mark

j

Citizens. The will, the will! we will hear
Cesar's will.

An'. Have patience, gentle friends, I must
not read it

;

It is not meet you know hov; Cassar lov'd you.
\'l'U arenot wood, you are not .atones, but mea;
And, beuiiJ men, hearing the will of Cwcsar,

It will intianieyou,—it will make you mad:
'Tis '^ood you knov; not ihatyou are his heirs;

For, if you should, O, w.iat would come of it !

4 Cit. Read the will; we'll hear it, Antony;
You sliall read us the will,—Cxsar's will.

Ant. Will you be patient? will you stay

awhile?
I have o'ershot myself to tell you of it:

I fear I w-rong the honouraiile men
Whose daggers have stabb'd Ccesar ; I do fear it.

4 Cit. They were traitors: honourable men 1

Citizens. The will the testament

!

2 Cit. They were villains, murderers: the
will! read the will! [will?

Ant. You will compel me, then, to read the
Then malce a ring about the corse of Cx'sar,

And let me show you him that made the will.

Shall I descend? and will you give me leave?
Citizens. Come down.
2 Cit. Descend. [Antoxy comes down.
3 Cit. You sliall have leave.

4 Cit. A ring ; stand round. [body.
1 Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the

2 Cit. Room for Antony,—most noble
Ant(;ny

!

[oil.

Ant. Nay, press not so upon me; stand far

Ci:izcns. Stand back; room; bear back !

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them
now.

You all do know this mantle: I remember
The fust time ever C:esar put it on ;

'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent,

T'.iat day he overcame the Nervii:

—

L< Hjj; ! in this ;)lace ran Cassius' dagger through:
See what a rent the envious Casca made

:

Through this the well-be!oved Brutus stabb'd;
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away,
Mark hovj the blood of Cresar follow'd it,

,*\s lushing out of doors, to be resolv'd

If Lrf.tus so r.nkindly knock'd or no;
F r Brutus, as you know, was Cxsar's angel:
[udge, Oyougods, lunv dearly Caesar loved him!
This was the most unkindest cut of all;

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab.

Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms,
(Juite vanquish'd him: then burst his mightj

heart

;

And, in his '.nantle muffling up his f.icc.

Even a', tlie base of Pompey's statua,

\V inch aii the while ran blood, great Cisesui fell.
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O, what a fall was there, riy countrymen !

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,
Whilst bloody lrea;on fiourish'd over us.

O, now you weep- and I perceive you feel

The dint of pity: these are gracious drops.

I\ind souls, what, weep you v. hen you but be-

hold

Our Csesar's vesture wounded? Look you here,

Here is himself, inarr'd, as you see, with traitors.

1 Cil. O piteous spectacle

!

2 Cil. O noble Qiesar

!

3 Cit. O woeful day

!

4 Cit. O traitors, villains!

1 Cit. O most bloody sight!

2 Cit, We will be revenged : revenge,

—

about,— seek,—burn,— L.e,— kill,—slay,—let

not a traitor live !

Ant. Slay, countrjinen.

1 Cit. Peace I" .ere ! hear the noble Antony.
2 Cit. We'll hear him, we'll follow him,

we'll die with him.
Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me

not stir you up
Tn such a sudden flood of mutiny.
They that have done tliis deed arehonourable ;

—

^Vhat private griefs they have, alas, I know not.

That made them do it;—they are wise and
honourable,

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts

:

I am no orator, as Brutus is

;

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
That love my friend ; and that they know full

well

That gave me public leave to speak of him :

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth.
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech,

To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ;

I tell you that which you yourselves (io know;
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor poor

dumb mouths,
And bid them speak for me : but were I Brutus,

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
AVouId rufrle up your spirits, and put a tongue
In every wound of Caesar, that should move
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.

Citizens. We'll mutiny.

I Cit. We'll burn the house of Brutus.

1 Cit. Away, then! come seek the con-
spirators.

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen
; yet hear

me speak.

Citizens. Peace, ho! hear Antony, most
noble Antony.

Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know-
not what

:

Wherein hath Cxsar thus deserv'd your loves?

Alas, )'ou know not,—I must tell you, then.

—

Vou have forgot the will I told you of.

Citizens. Most tnie;—the will:—let's stay

and hear the will.

Ant. Here is the will and under Oesar's .~e:r!

To every Roman citizen he gives.

To every several man, seveniy-five drachmas.
2 Cit. Most noble Caesar !—we'll revenge

I'.is death.

3 Cil. O royal Cccsar

!

Ani. lit -.r me with patience.

Citizens. Peace, ho

!

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks.

His private arbours, and new-planted orchard.^

On this side Tiber; he hath left them you,

And to your heirs for ever,—common pleasures.

To walk abroad and recreate yourselves.

Here was a Cesar! v/hen comes such another?

1 Cil. Never, never.—Come av. ay, away !

We'll burn his body in the holy place.

And with the brands fire the traitors' houses.

Take up the body.

2 Cit. Go, fetch fire.

3 Cit. Pluck down benches.

4 Cit. Pluckdown forms, windows, anything,

\E.reiint Citizens 'ivith the boJy.

Ant. Now let it work : mischief, thou arc

afoot.

Take thou what course thoii wilt

!

Enter a Servant.

Wovi now, fellow!

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome.
Ant. Where is he?
Sei-v. Pie and Lepidus are at Cesar's house.

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him :

He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry,
And in this mood will give us anything.

Serv. I heard him say Brutus and Cassius
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome.

Ant. Belike they had some notice of the

people,

How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Octavius.

\_Exeu7it,

Scene III.—Rome. A Street.

Enter CiNNA the Poet.

Cin, I dreamt to-night that I did feast with

Caesar,

And things unlucky charge my fantasy:

I have no will to wander forth of d(.>ors.

Vet something leads me forth.

Enter Citizens.

1 Cit. \Mint is your name?
2 Cit. Whither are you going?
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3 Cit. Where do you dwell?

4 Cif. Are you a married man or a bachelor?

2 Cit. Answer ever}' man directly.

1 Cit. Ay, and briefly.

4 Cit. Ay, and wisely.

3 Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best.

Cin. What is my name ? Whither am I

going? Where do I dwell? Am I a married

man or a baciielor? Then to answer every

man directly and briefly, wisely and truly.

—

Wisely, I say I am a bachelor.

2 Cit. That 's as much as to say they are

fools that marry : j'ou 'II bear me a bang for

that, I fear. Proceed; directly.

Ciii. Directly, I am going to Caesar's funeral.

1 Cit. As a friend or an enemy?
Cin. As a friend.

2 Cit. That matter is answered directly,

4 Cit. For your dwelling,—briefly.

Cin. Briefly I dwell by the CapitoL

3 Cit, Your name, sir, truly.

Cin. Truly my name is Cinna.

I Cit. Tear him to pieces; he's a conspirator.

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the

poet.

4 Cit. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him
for his bad verses.

Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator.

4 Cit. It is no matter, his name "s Cinna

;

pluck but his name out of his heart, and turn

him going.

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him ! Come, brands,

ho! fire-brands: to Brutus', to Cassius'; burn
all : Some to Decius' house, and some to

Casca's; some to Ligarius' : away, go!
\_Exetint.

ACT lY.

Scene I.

—

Rome. A room in Antony's
House.

Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus,
seated at a table.

Ant.

Oct,

Lep.

Oct.

These many, then, shall die; their

names are prick'd.

Your brother too must die ; consent

30U, Lepidus?
I do consent.

Prick him down, Antony.
Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live,

WTio ijyour sister's son, Mark Antony.
A7it, He shall not live; look, with a spot I

damn him.
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house

;

Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine
How to cut oft' some charge in legacies.

Lep. What, shall I find you here?
Oct. Or here or at the Capitol.

\Exit LEPinus.

"

Ant. This is a slight unmeritable man,
Meet to be sent on errands: is it fit.

The threefold world divided, he should stand
One of the three to share it?

Oct. So you thought him ;

And took his voice who should be prick'd to

die,

In our black sentence and proscription, [you :

A>it. Octavius, I have seen more days than
And though we lay these honours on this man,
"Yo ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads,

lie shall but bear them as the ass bears gold.
To groan and sweat under the business.

Either led or driven as we point the way;
And having brought our treasure where we will.

Then take we down his load, and turn him oft.

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears

And graze in commons.
Oct. You may do your will:

But he's a tried and valiant soldier.

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius ; and for that

I do appoint him store of provender:
It is a creature that I teach lo fight.

To wind, to stop, to nm directly on,

—

His corporal motion govern'd by my spirit.

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so

;

He must be taught, and tiain'd, and bid go
forth;

—

A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds

On abject orts and imitations.

Which, out of use and stal'd by other men,
Begin his fashion : do not talk of him
But as a property. And now, Octavius,

Listen great things.—Brutus and Cassuis

Are levjing powers: we must straight maka
head

:

Therefore let our alliance be combin'd.

Our best friends made, our means stretch'd;

And let us presently go sit in council.

How covert matters may be best disclos'd,

And open perils surest answered.

Oct. Let us do so : for we are at the stake.

And bay'd about with many enemies; [fear.

And some that smile have in their hearts, I

Millions of mischiefs. \Exeunt.

Scene II,

—

Before Brutus's 7>«/, in the

Camp near Sardis.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Ldcilius, Lucius,
and Soldiers ; Titinius and Pindarus
7necting them.

Bnt. Stand, ho

!

Liicil. Give the word, ho ! and stand.
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Brti What now, Lucilius ! is Cassius near?
LukH. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come

To do you salutation from liis master.

[Pin. gives a letter to Bru.
Brti. He greets me well.—Your master,^

Pindarus,

In his own change, or by ill ofliccrs,

Hath given me •^v.wq wortiiy cause to wish
Things done undone : but it' he be at hand
I shall be satisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt
But that my noble master will appear
Such as he is, full of regard and honour.
Bru. He i^ not doubled.— .-\ word, Lucilius

;

How he rcceiv'd you let me be resolv'd.

Lncil. With covu'tesy and with respect

enough

;

But not with such familiar instances,

Nor with such free and friendly conference
As he hath us'd of old.

Bru. Thou hast describ'd

A hot friend cooling: ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to sicken and decay.

It useth an enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith:

I'jt hollow men, like horses hot at hand,
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle ;

B.;t when they should endure the bloody spur,

They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades,

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on?
Liuil. They mean this night in Sardis to be

quarter'd

;

The greater part, the horse in general,

Are come with Cassius. {^March within.
Bru, Hark ! he is arriv'd:

^larch gently on to meet him.

Enter Cassius a>id Soldiers.

Cas. Stand, ho!
Brit, Stand, ho! sjicak the word along.

iVithin. Stand!
Within, Stand!
V/ithin. Stand

!

[wrong.
Cas. Most noble brother, you iiave done in-:

Bru. Judge me, you gods! wrong I i linc

enemies?
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother?

Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides

wrongs;
Anf'^ when you do them,

—

Bnt, Cassius, be content

:

Speak yourgriefs softly,—I do know you wt:;i :

—

£cfcre the eyes of both our armies here,

Wiiich should perceive nothing but love from us,

Let us not wrangle: bid them move away;
Tiien in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs,

iliiU 1 will give you audience.

Cas. Pindarus,

Bid our commanders lead their charges oh
.\ little from this ground. [man

Bru. Lucilius, do you the like; and let no
Come to our tent till we have done our con-

ference.

Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door.

\_Ejcetmt.

ScKNii \\\.— Within the Tent 0/ r.:iiJTVS.

Enter Erutus and Cassius.

Cas. That you have wrong'd me doth appear
in this,

—

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella

I-'or taking bribes here of the Sardians;
Wherein my letters, praying on his side,

Because I knew the man, were slighted off.

Bru. You wrong'd yourself, to write in such
a case.

Cas. In such a l!me as this it is not meet
That every nice offence should bear his com-

ment.
Bru. Let mete 1 you, Cassius, you yourself

Are much condcrrn'cl to have an itch'ng palm;
To sell and martyour offices for gold
To undeservers.

Cas. I an itching palm !

You know that you are Bruius that speak this,

Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last.

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this cor-

ruption.

And chastisement doth therefore hide his head.
Cas. Chastisement

!

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March
remember

!

Did not great Julius bleed lor justice' sake?
Uvhat viil.iin touch'd his body, that did stub,

And not for justice? What, shall one of us,

That struck the foremost man of all this world
But for sup;:orliiig robbers, shall we now
Contaminate our lingers wi"h base bribes,

And sell the mighty space of our large honours
I'or so mucii trash as may be grasped th usj

—

I had rathcy be a dog, and bay the moon,
Than such a P.oman.

Cas. Brutus, bay not me,

—

I '11 not endure it: you forget yourself

Jo hedge me in ; I am a sol lier, I,

Older in practice, abler than yourself

To make conditions.

Bru. Go to; yon are not, Cassius^

Cas. I am.
Bru. I say you are not.

Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget rr.vse' '\

Have mind upon your heaiih, tempt me iO
further.
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Bru, Away, slight man !

Cas. Is't possil)le?

Brit. Hear me, for I will speak.

Must I give way and room to your rash clioler?

Shall I be frighted when a madman stares?

Cas, O ye gods, ye g(jds ! must I endure all

this?

Bru. All this! ay, more: fret till your proud
heart break

;

Go, show your slaves how choleric you are,

And make your bondmen tremble. ilust I

budge?
Must I observe you? Must I stand and croucli

Under your testy humour? Ly the gods,

You shall digest the venom of your spleen

Though it do split you; for from tliis day forth

I '11 use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,

When you are waspish.

Cas. Is it come to this?

Brii. You say you are a better soldier:

Let it appear so; make your vaunting true,

And it shall please mc well : for mine o\\ n part,

I shall be glad to learn of noble men.
Cas. You wrong me everyway; you wrong

me, Brutus;

I said an elder soldier, not a better;

Did I say better?

Bni. If you did, I care not.

Cas. \Mien Cffisar liv'd, he durst not thus

have mov'd me.
Peace, peace! you durst not so have
tempted him.

I durst not

!

No.
Cas. What, durst not tempt l.iin !

Bru. For your life you durst not.

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love

;

I may do that I shall be sorry for. [for.

Bru. You have done t'lat you should be sorry

There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats;

For I am arm'd so strong in honesty

That they pass by me as the idle wind.
Which I respect not. I did send to you
For certain sums of gold, which you denied

me:

—

For I can raise no money by vile means:
}:.• heaven. I had rather coin my heart.

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
1 rom the hard hands of peasants their vile trash

Fy any indirection ;—I did send
To you for gold to pay my legions, [Cassius ?

"^Miich you denied me : was that done like

F!:ould I have ansv.'er'd Caius Cassius so?
\Vhen Ivlarcus Bnitus grows so covetous,

I'o lock such rascal counters from his friends,

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts,

Diih him to pieces !

Br

Cas.

Bru.

Cas. I denied you not.
Bru. You did.

Cas. I did not : he was but a fool that brought
My answer back.—Brutus hath riv'd mylieai:

:

A friend should bear his friend's infirmities.

But Erv.tus makes mine greater than they are.
Bru. I do not, till yo:: practise them on me.
Cas. You love me not.

Brti, I do not like your faults.

Cas. A friendly eye could never see cuch
faults. [appear

Bru. A flatterer's would not, thougli they do
As huge as high Olympus. [come,

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius,
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,
For Cassius is aweary c^f the v.orkl

;

Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ;

Check'd like a bondman : ail his faults obser\'d
Set in a notebook, learn'd, and cor.n'd by rule.

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep
My spirit from mine eyes !—There is my dngger,
And here my naked breast ; within, a'heait
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gi Id :

If that thou be'st a R^)man, take it foi ih ;

I, that denied thee gold, will give my licart:

Strike, as thon didst at Cx'sar ; fur I kii.iw.

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dsD
him better

Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius.

Bru. Sheathe your dagger s

Be angiy when you will, it shall have scope ;

Do what you will, dislionour shall be humour.
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb,
Tliat carries anger as the flint bears fire

;

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark..

And straight is cold again.

Cas. Hath Cassius liv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,
When grief and blood ill-tempcr'd ve.xeth liim ?

Bru. When I spoke that I was ill-temper'd

too. [hand.
Cas. Do you confess so mucii? Give rne your
Bru. And my heart too.

Cas. O Bruins,

—

Bru. ^^'hat J the matter ?

Cas. Have not you loveenouah to bear \\ith

me, [me
Wlien that rash himrour which ny mother gnve
Makes me forgetful ?

Bru. Yes, Cassius ; and from henceforth.
When you are over-earnest with your Bnitus,

He'll think your mother chides, and leave you
so. \A''oise iz-iihtn.

Poet. \^lVithi>!.'\ Let me go in to see the

generals ;

There is some grudge between 'em ; 'tlsnct n.cot

They be alone.
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Lucil. [ Witkm.\ You sliall not come to them.

Foct\_\Vithiit.'\ Not'.'-^ but death shall stay

me.

E-icr ?oci, Joilowed by LuciLius and
TinM us.

Cas. How now! what 's the matter?

Foei. For shame, you generals ! what do you
mean ? [be

;

Love, and be friends, as two such men should

For I have seen more years, I 'm sure, than ye.

Cas. Ha, ha ! how vilely doth this cynic

rhyme

!

[hence

!

D7-U, Get you hence, sirrah ; saucy fellow,

Cas. Bear with him, Brutus; 'tis his fashion.

Bnt. I'll know his humour when he knows
his time

:

[fools?

What should the wars do with these jigging

Companion hence !

Cas. Away, away, be gone

!

[Exil Poet.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the com-
manders

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.

Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Messala
with you

Immediately to us.

[Exeunl Lucil.. and TiT.
Bni. Lucius, a bowl of wine !

Cas. I did not think you could have been so
angry.

Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs.

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use

If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears sorrow belter.—Portia is

dead.
Cas. Ha ! Portia !

Brit. She is dead.

Cas. How scap'd I killing when I cross'd

you so?

—

O insupportable and touching loss !—
Upon what sickness ?

Bru. Impatient of my absence,
Andgrief that young Octaviuswiih Mark Antony
Have made the...selves so strong ; for with her

death
That tidings came;—with this she fell distract,

And, her attendants absent, swallow'd lire.

Cas. And died so?
Bnt. Even so.

Cas. O ye immortal gods.

Enter Lucius wi/h 7vine and tapers.

Bru. Speak no more of her.—Give me a
bowl of wine.

—

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius.

\_Drinks.

Cas. thirsty for that nobleMy heart

pledge.—
Fill, Luciu , till the wine o'crswcll the cup;
I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love.

[Drin/:s.

Bru. Come in, Titinius!

He-enter Uni'Hivs, with MicssALA.
\

Welcome, good Messala !

—

Now sit we close about this taper here.

And call in question our necessities.

Cas. Portia, art thou gone ?

Bru. No more, I pray you.

—

Messala, I have here received letters,

That young Octavius and Mark Antony
Come down upon us with a mighty power.
Bending their expedition toward Philippi.

Ales. Myself have letters of the self-same

tenor.

Bru. With what addition ?

J\lcs. That, by proscription and bills of out-

lawry,

Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus
Have put to death an hundred senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree

;

Mine speak of seventy senators that died
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.

Cas. Cicero one !

Mes, Cicero is dead.
And by that order of proscription.

—

Had you your letters from your wuc, my lord ?

Bru. No, Messala.

IJes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
Bru. Nothing, Messala.
Ales. That, methinks, is strange.

Bru. Why ask you ? hear you aught of her

in yours ?

Mes. No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.

Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell

:

For certain she is dead, and by strange manner.
£m. Why, farewell, Portia.—We must die,

Messala

:

With meditating that she must die once,

I have the patience to endure it now.
Mes. Even so great men great losses should

endure.

Cas. I have as much of this in art as you,

But yet my nature could not bear it so.

Bru. Well, to our work aUve. What do you
think

Of marching to Philippi presently?

Cas. I do not think it good.

Bru. Your reason?
Cas. This it is S

'Tis better that the enemy seek us :

So shall he waste his means, wear)' his soldiers.
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Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying siill,

Are full of re^t, defence, and nimbleness.
Bm. Good reasons must, of force, give pln.ce

to better.

The people 'twixt Philippi and this ground
Do stand but in a forc"d affection

;

For they have gradg'd us contribution :

The enemy, marching along by them,
Ey them shall make a fuller number up.
Come on refresh'd, nev^-aided, and encourag'd

;

From v/hich advantage shall we cut him off

If at Philippi we do face him there,

These people at our back.
Cas. Hear me, good brother.

Brtt. Under your pardon.—You must note
beside,

Tliat we have tried the utmost of our friends,

Our legions are briirrTul, our cause is ripe :

The enemy increaseth every day

;

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;
Omitted, all the voyage of their life

Is bound in shallows and in miseries.

On such a full sea are we now afloat

;

And we must take the current when it serves.

Or lose our ventures.

Ccii. Then, with your will, go on :

We 'II along ourselves, and meet them at

Philippi. [talk,

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our
And nature must obey necessity ;

Vvl:ich we v.fill niggard with a little rest.

There is no more to say ?

Cas. No more. Good-night

:

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence.
Bru. Li'.cii'.s, my gown. \Exit Lucius.]

Farewell good Messala :

—

Good-night, Titinius;—noble, noble Cassius,
Gcod-night, and good repose.

Cas. O my dear brother !

This v/as an ill beginning of the night

:

Never come such division 'tween our souls

!

Let it not, Brutus.

Bru. Everj'thing is well.

Cas. Good-night, my lord.

Bru. Good-night, good brother.

Tit. and Mes. Good-night, Lord Brutus.

Bru. Farev/ell, every one.

[Exetcnt Cas., Tit., ia;.';^MEs.

Re-enter Lucius wllh ike gown.

Give me the gown. VvTiere is thy instrument?
Luc. Here in the tent.

Bru. What, thou speak'st drowsily !

Poor knave, I Vilame thee not ; thou art o'er-

watch'd.

Call Claudius and some other of my nien ;

I '11 have them sleep on cushions in niy teut,

Luc. Varro and Claudius!

Enter Varro «w^ Claudius.

Var. Calls my lord? [sleep;
Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent and

It may be I shall raise you by and by
On business to my brother Cassius.

Var. So please you we will stand and watch
your pleasure. [sirs

;

Bru. I will not have it so: lie down, good
It may be I shall otherwise bethink me.

—

Look, Lucius, here's the book I sought for so;
I put it in the pocket of my gown.

[Var. and Claud. He dozvn.

Luc. I was sure your lordship did not give

it me. [forgetful,

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes av.hile.

And touch thy instrum.ent a strain or two?
Luc. Ay, my lord, an 't please you.
Bru. It does, my boy:

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willins^.

Luc. It is my duty, sir. [might

5

Br7i. I should not urge thy duty past thy
I know young bloods look for a time of rest.

L-.ZK. I have slept, my lord, already.

Bru, It was well done; and thou shalij

sleep again

;

I will not hold thee long : if I do live

I will be good to thee. [JJ/«i/c and a Song.
This is a sleepy tune.—O murderous slumber,

Lay'st thou thy leaden mace upon m.y boy
That plays the music?—Gentle knave, good-

night ;

I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee:

If thou dost nod, thou break's! thy instrument

;

I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, good-
night.

—

Let me see, let me see;— is not the leaf turn'd

dov/n

Where I left reading? Here it is, 1 thnik.

'iSiti down.

Enter the Ghost ofQ^SKK.

IIow ill tb.is taper burns!—Ha! who comes
here?

I think it is the weakness of mine eyes

That shapes this monstrous apparition.

It comes upon me.—Art thou anything?

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil,

That mak'st my blood cold and my hair ,^to

stare?

Speak to me what thou art.

Ghost. Thy evil spiri::, Bruttis.

Bra. Why com'st thou?
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Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at

Philippi.

Brii. Well;"

Then I shall see thee again?

Ghost. Ay, at i'hiiippi.

Bni. Why, I will see thee at I'hiiippi,

then.— [£xzt Ghost.

Now I have taken heart thou vanishes!

:

111 spirit, I -.vould hold more talk with thee.

—

Boy Lucius !—Varro! Claudius !—sirs.awake !

—

Claudius

!

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false.

/>;«. He thinks he still is at his instrument.

—

Lucius, awake !

Liic. My lord?

Bnt. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou

so criedst out?

:/c. My lord, I do not know that I did cry.

Bru. Ves, that thou didst: didst thou see

anything?
Ltic. Nothing, my lord.

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius.—Sirrah,Claudius !

Fellow, thou, awake

!

Var. My lord?

C/au. My lord?

Bru. Why did you cry so out, sirs, in your

sleep?

/ ar. and Clan. Did we, my lord ?

Brti. Ay : saw you anything ?

/ 'ar. No, :ny lord, I saw nothing.

Clan. Nor I, my lord.

Bin. Go and commend me to my brother

Cassius

;

Bid him set on his powers betimes before.

And we will follow.

Var. and Clau. li. shall be done, my lord.

\_Exeunt.

ACT V.

bciiNE I.— The Plains of I'hiiippi.

Enter OcTAViv^, Antony, and their Anuy.

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered :

You said the enemy wouJd not come down.
But k -cp the hills and upper regions ;

It proves not r,o : their battles are at hand
They mean to warn us at Philippi here.

Answering before wc do demand of them.
Afi/. Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know

Wlierofore they do it : they could be content

To visit other places ; and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face

To fasten in our thoughts that they have
courage

;

Eut 'tis not so.

I'nter a Messenger.

RIcss. Prepare you, generals :

The enemy comes on in gallant show ;

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out,

And something to be done immediately.
Ant. Octavius, lead your battle softly on.

Upon the left hand of the even field.

Oct. Upon the right hand I; keep thou
the left.

Ajit. Why do j-ou cross me in this exigent ?

Oct. I do not cross you ; but I will do so.

\_March.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their

Army ; LuciLius, TiTiNlUS, Messala,
and others.

Bru. They stand, and would have parley.

Gas. Stand fast, Titinius : we must out and
talk. [battle?

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of

Ant. No, CiEsar, we will answer on their

charge. [words.

Make forth ; the generals would have some
Oct. Stir not until the signal. [men?
Brit.. Words before blows: is it so, country-

Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do.

Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes,

Octavius.

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brulus, you give

good words

:

Witness the hole you made in Caesar's heart,

Cr}'ing, Long live! hail, CcEsar!

Gas. Antony,
The posture of your blows are yet unknown

;

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,

.A.nd leave them honeyless.

.4nt. Not stingless too.

Bru. O yes, and sormdiess too;

For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony,
And very wisely threat before you sling.

Ant. Villains, you did not so when your
vile daggers

llack'd one another in the sides of Caesar:

Vou show'd your teeth like apes, and fawn"J

like hounds.
And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Ccesar's feet

;

Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind.

Struck C.iesar on the neck. O you flatterers I

Cos. Flatterers !—Now, Brutus, thank your-

self:

This tongue had not offended so to-day

If Cassius might have rul'd.

Oct. Come, come, the cause: if arguing

make us sweat,

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Look,

—
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1 draw a sword against conspirators ;

V.'hen think you that the sword goes up again ?

—

Never till Cesar's ihree-and-thirty wounds
Ee well avcng'd ; or till another Qrsar
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors.

Bni. Civsar, thou canst not die by traitors'

liands,

Unless thou bring'st them with thee.

Oct. So I hope;
I was not born to die on Brutus' sword.
Bni. O, if thou wert the noblest of lliy strain,

Young man, thou couldst not die morehonour-
aljle.

Cas. A peevish school-boy, worthless of

such honour,

Join'd with a masker and a reveller !

Ant. Old Cassius still

!

O't. Come, Antony ; away !

—

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth:

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ;

If not, wlien you have stomachs.
[E.xc'uitt Oct., Ant., and their Kxvlv,-.

Cas. Why, now, blow wind, swell billow,

and swim bark !

The storm is up, and all is on the liazard.

Bni. IIo, Lucilius ! hark, a word with you.

Ltuil. I\Iy lord.

[PiRtJ. and LuciL. converse apart.

Cas. Messala,

—

J^Ies. Wliat says my general ?

Cas. ilessala,

This is my birth-day; as this very day
Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand Messala :

Be thou my witness that, against my will,

As Pompey was, am I compelTd to set

Upon one battle all our liberties.

You know that I held Epicurus strong,

And liis opinion : now I change my mind,
And partly credit things that do presage.

Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they perch'd,

Gorging and feeding from our soldiers' hands ;

VnTio to Philippi here consorted us :

This morning are they fled away and gone ;

And in their steads do ravens, crows, and kites

Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on us.

As we were sickly prey : their shadows seem
A canopy most fatal, under which
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost.

I^Ics. Believe not so.

Cas. I but believe it partly ;

For I am fresh of spirit ; and resolv'd

To meet all perils very constantly.

Bru. Even so, Lucilius.

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus,

The gods to-day stand friendly, that we may.
Lovers of peace, lead on our days to age !

But, since the affairs of men rest still incertain,

Let 's reason with the v.orst that may befall.

If we do lose this battle, tVien is this

The very last time we shall speak together :

What are you, then, delermiiieil to do?
Brit. Even by the rule of that philosophy

By which I did blame Cato for the death
Which he did give himself.— I know not how.
But I do find it cowardly and vile.

For fear of v\ hat might fall, so to prevent

The time of life :—arming myself with patience

To stay the providence of some high powers
That govern us below.

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle,

You are contented to be led in triumph
Through the streets of Rome? [Roman,
Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou nolle

That ever Brutus wdll go bound to Rome ;

lie bears too great a mind. But this same day
Must end that work the ides of March began ;

And whether we shall meet again I know not.

Therefore our everlasting farev,ell take :

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius

!

If we do meet again, why, we shall snile ;

If not, why, then, this parting v.-as well iv.zdc.

Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus!

If we do meet again we'll smile iiideed;

If not, 'tis true this parting was well made.
Bru. Why, then, lead on.—O that a man

n;ight know
The end of this day's business ere it come !

But it sufhceth that the day will end.

And then the end is known.—Come, ho !

away ! \^Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

The Pl.mns of I'hilippi. Tin
1-icld of Battle.

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Mess.m.A.

Bru. Ride, ride, INIessala, ride, and give

these bills

Unto the legions on the other side :

[Loud alarum.

Let them set on at once ; for I perceive

But cold demeanour in Octavius' wing,

And sudden push gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Messala : let them all come down.
[Exeunt.

Scene III.—The Plains of Philippi.

Another pa7-t oj the Field.

Alarum. Enter Cassius and TiTiMUS.

Cas. O look, Tiiinius, look, the villains fly !

M)'self have to mine own turn'd enemy :

This ensign here of mine was turning back ;

I slew the cov/ard, and did take it from him.
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Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too

early ;

Who, having some advantage on Octavius,

Took it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to spoil

:

"Whilst we by Antony are all enclos'd.

Enter PiNDARUS.

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further ofT;

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord !

Ply, therefore, noble Cassius ! fly far off.

Cas. This hill is far enough.—Look, look,

Titinius ;

Are those my tcnls where I perceive the Are?

Tit. They arc, my lord,

Cai. Tiiinius, if thou lov'st me,
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him,

Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops

And here again, that I may rest assur'd

Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.
Tit. I will be here again even with a thought.

iExit.

Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill

;

My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius,

And tell me what thou not'st about ti ; field.

—

[Exit Pindarus.
This day I Ijreathed first : time is come round.

And where I did begin there shall I end ;

My life is run his compass.—Sirrah, what news ?

Tin. [Aho7>e. ] O my lord !

Cas. What news?
Pin. Titinius is enclosed round about

With horsemen, that make to him on the spur;

—

Yet he spurs on.—Now they are almost on
him ;

—

Now, Titinius!—now some 'light:—0,he 'lights

too :

—

lie 's ta'en ;—and, hark ! they shout for joy.

[Snout.

Cas. Come down, behold no more.

O, coward that I am, to live so long,

To see my best friend ta'ea before my face 1

Enter PiNDARUS.

Come hither, sirrah :

In Partliia did 1 take thee prisoner;
AvA then I swore ihee, saving of thy life,

That whatsoever I did bid thee do
Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep

thine oalh !

Kow be a freeman ; and with this good sword,
That ran through Oesar's bowels, search this

bosom.
Stand not to answer : here, take thou the hilts ;

And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now,
Guide thou the sword.—Caesar, thou art re-

veng'd,

i^ven with the sword that kill'd thee. [Dies.

Pin. So, I aia free ; yet would not so have
been,

Durst I have done my will. O Cassius !

Far from this country Pindaais shall run.

Where never Roman shall take note of him,

[Exit.

Re-enter Titinios, -with Messala.

Afc's. It is but change, Titinius ; for Oct^avius

Is overthrown by noble Brutus' power,

As Cassius' legions are by Antony.

Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius.

MiS. Where did you leave hini ?

Tit. All disconsolate,

With Pindarus, his bondman, on this hill.

Mes. Is not that he that lies upon the ground?

'Tit. lie lies not like the living. O my heart!

Mes. Is not that he ?

Tit. No, this was he, Messala,

But Cassius is no more.—O setting sun.

As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night.

So in his red blood Cassius' day is set,

—

The sun of Rome is set ! Our day is gone

;

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds

are done

!

Mistrust of my success hath done this deed.

liles. Mistrust of eood success hath done this

deed.

O hateful error, melancholy's child,

Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not? O error, soon conceiv'd,

Thou never com'st unto a happy birth.

But kill'st the mother that engender'd thee !

Tit. What, Pindanis! where art thou, Pin-

darus?

Ales. Seek him, Titinius : whilst I go to meet
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report

Into his ears: I may say, thrusting it;

For piercing steel and darts envenomed
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus

As tidings of this sight.

Tit. Hie you, Messala,
[Exit Messala.

And I will seek for Pindams the while.

Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius?

Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they

Put on my brows this wreath of victory.

And bid me giv 't thee? Didst thou not hear

their shouts?

Alas, thou hast misconstru'd everything.

But, hold thee, take this garland on thy broW)

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

Will do his bidding.—Brutus, come apace.

And see how I regarded Cains Cassius.

—

By your leave, gods.—Th': is a Roman's part:

Come, Cassias' sword, and find Titinius' hcirt.

IDici.
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Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus,
Young -Cato, Strato, Volumnius, and
LUCILIUS.

Bru. \¥here. where, Messala, doth his body

he?
Mes. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it.

Bru. Titinius' face is upward.

Cato. He is slain.

Brti. O Julius CKsar, thou art mighty yet

!

Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords

In our own proper entrails. \_Lo-m alarums.

Cato. Brave Titinius !

Look, whe'r he have not crown'd dead Cassius!

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such as

these ?—
The last of all the Romans, fare thee w ell

!

It is impossible that ever Rome [tears

Should breed thy fellow.— Frie. .s, I owe more
To this dead man than you shall see me pay.

—

I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time.

—

Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body :

His funerals shall not be in our camp,
Lest it discomfort us.—Lucilius, come;

—

And come, young Cato; let us to the field.

—

Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on :

—

'Tis three o'clock; and, Romans, yet ere night

We shall try fortune in a second fight.

\Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Another part of the Field.

Alarnin. Eater, fighting. Soldiers of both

Armies ; then Brutus, Young Cato, Lu-
cilius, and others.

Bru. Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your

heads ! [with me?
Cato. What bastard doth not ? Who will go

I v.ill proclaim my name about the field:

—

I am the son of ^Iarcus Cato, ho

!

A foe to tyrants, and my countiy's friend

;

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho !

\_Chargcs the enemy.

Bnt. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I

;

Brutus, my country's friend ; know me for

Erutus !

\^Exit, charging the enemy. Ycung Cato
is overpowered, andfalls.

Lucil. O young and noble Cato, art thou

down ?

WTiy, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ;

And mayst be honour'd, being Cato's son.

I Sold. Yield, or thou diest.

Lncil. Only I yield todie?

There is so much that thou wilt kill me straiglit

;

[ Offering money.

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death.

1 Sold. We must not.—A noble prisoner!

2 Sold. Room, ho ! Tell Antony Erutus is

ta'en. [general.

—

I Sold. I'll tell the news.—Here comes the

Enter Antony.

Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord.

Ant. Wlaere is he?
Lucil. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough:

I dare assure thee that no enemy
Sb.all ever take alive the noble Brutus

:

The gods defend him from so great a sh:mie

!

When you do find him, or alive or dead,

He will be found like Brutus, like himself.

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I assure

you,

A prize no less in worth: keep this man safe.

Give him all kindness : I had rather have
Such men my friends than enemies. Go on,

And see whe'r Brutus be alive or dead ;

And bring us word unto Octavius' tent

How everything is chanc'd. [Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A-nother part of the Field.

^w/t;r Brutus, Dardanius,Clitus, Stuato,
cwia? Volumnius.

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on
this rock.

Cli. Statilius show'd the torch-light ; but,

my lord.

He came not back : he is or ta'en or slain.

Brtt. Sit thee down, Clitus : slaying is the

word ;

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus.

[ Wliispering him.

Cli. What, I, my lord? No, not for all the

world.

Bnt. Peace, then, no words.

Cli. I '11 rather kill myself.

Bi-u. Hark thee, Dardanius !

[ JVhispers him.

Bar. Shall I do such a deed ?

Cli. O Dardanius !

Bar. O Clitus !

Cli. What ill request did Brutusmaketo thee?

Dar. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he medi-

tates.

Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief,

That it runs over even at his eyes. [word.

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius ; Vivi a

Vol. Vfhat says m.y lord ?

Bru. W'hy, this, Volumnius :

The ghost of Csesar hath appear'd to me
Two several times by night,—at Sardis once,

And this last night here in Philippi fields :

I kno\v my hour is come.
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Vol. Not 30, my lord.

Bric. Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius.

Thou seest ihe world, Volumnius, hov/ it goes;

Our enemies liave beat us to the pit

:

[Loz:/ alarums.

It is more worthy to leap in ourselves

Than tarry till ihey push us. (]ood Volumnius,

Thou know'st that we two vent to school to-

gether ;

Even for that our love of old, I pray thee.

Hold thou my sword-hilts whils. I run on it.

Vol. That 's not an office fjr a friend, my lord.

[Alarum siill.

Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying

here. [Volumnius.

—

Brit. Farewell to you ;—and you ;—and you,

Strato, thou hast been all this v/hile asleep ;

Farewell to ihee too, Strato.—Countrymen,
My heart doth joy ihr.t yet, in all my life,

I found no m.;n but he was true to me.

I shall have glory by this losing day

More than Octavius and Mark Antony
By this vile conquest shall attain unto.

So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus' tongue

Hath almost ended his life's history :

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would
rest,

That have but labour'd to attain this hour.

[Alarttm. Cry within, " Fly, fly, fly "

CJi. Fly, my lord, fly.

Bra. Hence ! I will follow.

\E.xeiint C-Li., Dar., andVoi..
I pr'ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord :

Thou art a fellow of a ;ood respect ;

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it:

Hold, then, my sword, and turn away thy face.

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato?

Stra. Give me your hand first : fare you well,

my lord.

Bru. Farewell, good Strato.—C.^sar, now
be still :

I kill'd not thee with half so good a will.

\_He rtats on his sword, and dies.

Alarum. Retreat. Enter OcTAVius, An-
tony, and Army ; Messala and LuciLius,
prisoners.

Oct. What man is that ?

McS. My master's man.—Strato, where io

thy uiaster ? [Messala :

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in.

The conquerors can but make a fire of him ;

For ' utus oi !y overcame himself.

And no man els- hath honour by his death.

Lucil. So Brutus should be found.— I than!:

thee, Brutus,

That thou hast prov'd Lucilius' saying true.

Oct. All that serv'd Brutus I will entertain

them.

Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me?
Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you.

Oct. Do so, good Messala.

Mcs. How died my master, Strato ?

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it.

/JA-. Octavius, then take him to follow thee,

That ^id the latest service to my master.

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them
all:

All the conspirators, save only he,

Did that they did in envy of great Ccesar ;

lie only, in a general honest thought.

And common good to all, made one of them.

Ills life was gentle ; and the elements

So mix'd in him that Nature might stand up
And say to all the world, This xvas a man I

Oct. According to his virtue, let us use him
With all respect and rites of burial.

Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie,

Most like a soldier, order'd honourably.

—

So, call the field to rest : and let's away.

To part the glories of this happy day.

\^Excunt.
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Scene,—Dispersed; in several parts of tlie Roman Empire.

ACT I.

CcENE I.

—

Alexandria. A Room in Cleg-
pa fka's Palace.

Enter Demktrit's ajul PiiiLO.

Phi. Nay, Imt this dotage of our general's

O'erllows the measure: those his goodiy eyes.

That o'er the liles and imisters ol ihe war
Have gIti'A-'d like plated Mars, nuvv bend,

now turn

The office :ind devotion of their view
Upon a tawny front: his captain's heart,

W'hich in the scuffles of great lights liaih burst

The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper,

And is become the bellows and t!ie fan

Tu cool a gipsy's lust. ^Flourish ivithin.\

Look where they come

:

Take but good note, and you shall see in him
The triple pillar of the world transform'd

Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see

!

linter Antony and Cleopatra, with their

Trains ; Eunuchs ya«;.';V'^>' her.

C'eo. [fit be love, indeed, tell me how much.
Aj!t. T'lcre's beggaiy in the love that can

be leckOn'J,

C/eo. I "11 M-i a bourn how far to he belov'd.

Ant. Then must ihou needs find out nev/

heaven, new earth.

Enter an Attendant.

Atl. News, my good lord, from Rome.
Ant. Grates nie:—the sum.

Cieo. Nay, hear tliem, Antony:
Fulvia perchance is angry; or, who knows
U the scarce-bearded Ca;sar have not sent

His powerful mandate to you, Do this or this ;

I al;e in that kingdom and enfranchise that

;

J'erfonnU, or else ire damn thee.

Ant. How, my love !

Cleo. Perchance ! nay, and most like:

—

Vou must not stay here longer,—your dismission

I-comefrom Casar ; therelore hearit, Antony.—
Where's Fulvia's process?—Ca.-sar's I would

say?—both?

—

[queen.

Call in the messengers.—As I am Egypt's

Thou blushest, Antony; and that blood ol iliine

Is Csesar'b-homager: else so thy cheek pays

shame [sengti !

When shrill-tongu'd Fulvia scolds.—The mes-

Ani. Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the

v\ ide arch

Of the raiig'd empire fall ! Here is my space.
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Kingdoms are clay: our dungy earth alike

Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life

Is to do thus ; when such a mutual pair

\^Emhracing.

And such a twain can do't, in which I bind,

On pain of punishment, the world to weet ,

Vv'^e stand up peerless.

Cleo, Excellent falsehood !

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ?

—

I '11 seem the fool I am not J Antony
Wiil be himself.

Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra.

—

Now, for the love of Love and her soft hours,

Let 's not confound the time with conference

harsh :

There 's not a minute of our lives should stretch

Without some pleasure now :—what sport to-

night ?

Cleo. Hjar the ambassadors.
Ant. Fie, wrangling queen !

Whom everything becomes,—to chide, to laugh,

To w,>.-p ; whose every passion fully strives

To m.iice itself in thee fair and admir'd !

No messenger ; but thine, and ail alone.
To-night we'll wander through the streets and

note
The qualities of people. Come, my queen

;

Last night you did desire it :—speak not to us.

\_Exeiint Ant. and Cleo., with their Train.
De/ii. Is Cx'sar with Antonius priz'd so

slight?

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony,
He comes too short of that great property
Which still should go with Antony.
Dem. I am full sorry

Tliat he approves the common liar, who
T r.is speaks of him at Rome : Ixit I will hope
Oi belter deeds to-morrow. Rest you hapj)y !

\_Exetml.

ScEXE IT.

—

Alexandria. Another Room in

Cleopatra's Palace.

Enter Charm IAN, Iras, Alexas, and a
Sootlisayer.

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most
anything Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas,
Where's the soothsayer that you praised so to

the queen ? O that I knew this husband,
which you say must charge his horns with
garlands !

Alex. Soothsayer,

—

Ssoth. Your will ?

Char. Is this the man?—Is't you, sir, that

know things?
Sooth. In nature's infinite book of secrecy

A little I can read.

Alex. Show him your hand.

Enter E.XOBARBUS.

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine
enough

Cleopatra's liealth to drink.

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune.

Sooth. I make not, but foresee.

Char. Pray, then, forsee me one.

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than ycu are.

Char, He means in flesh.

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old.

Char. Vv'rinkles fur'oid

!

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attenti\-e.

Char. Hush

!

Sooth. You shall be more beloving than

beloved. [drinking.

Char. I had rather heat my hver with

Alex. Nay, hear him.
Char. Good now, some excellent fortune

!

Let me be married to three kings in a forenoon,

and widow them all: let me have a child at

fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may do homage

:

find me to marry me with Cciavius Ctesar, and
companion me wiih my mistress.

Sooth. You shall outlive the ^lady whom you
serve.

Char. O excellent ! I love long life better

than figs.

Sooth. You have seen and prov'd a fairer

former fortune

Than that whic'n is to approach.

Char. Then belike my children shall have

no names:—pr'ythee, how many boys and
wenches must I have?

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb,
And fertile every wish, a million.

Char. Out, fool! I forgive thee for a v.iich.

Alex. You think none but your sheets are

privy to your wishes.

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Alex, We '11 know all our fortunes.

Eno. Mine, ar.d most of our fortunes, to-

night, shall be—drunk to bed.

Iras. There 's a palm presages chastity, if

nothing else.

Char. Even as the o'erflowing Nilus pre-

sageth famine.

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot

soothsay.

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful

prognostication, I cannot scratch mine ear.

—

Pr'ythee, tell her but a worky-day fortune.

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but how ? give me particulars.

Sooth. I have said.

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune letter

than £he ?
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Ciar. Well, if you were but an inch of for-

tune better tlian I, where would you choose it?

/ms. Not in my husband's nose.

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend !

—

Alexas,—come, his fortune, his fortune !—O, let

him marr)' a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis,

I beseech thee ! And let her die too, and give

Liin .1 worse ! and let worse follow worse, till

t'le worst of all follow him laughing to his grave,

f.ftyfold a cuckold ! Good Isis, hear me this

prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more
weight ; good Isis, I beseech thee !

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that

prayer of the people ! for, as it is a heart-

breaking to see a handsome man loose-wived,

so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a foul knave
uncuckokled: therefore, dear Isis, keep de-

corum, and fortune him accordingly !

Char. Amen.
Alex. Lo, now, if it lay in their hands to

make me a cuckold, they would make them-
selves whores, but they'd do t !

Eno. Ilush ! here comes Antony.
Char. Not he ; the queen.

Enfer Cleopatra.

C!co. Saw you my lord ?

Eno. No, lady.

Cko. VVas he not here ?

Char. No, madam. [sudden
C'ra. He was dispos'd to mirfh ; but on the

A Roman thought hath struck him.—Enobar-
hus,—

E'!o. Madam ?

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither.

—

Where's Alexas ? [proachcs.

Alex. Here, at your service.—]\Iy lord ap-

C'r-o. We will not look upon him : go with us.

[Exeunt Cleo., Eno., Char., Iras, Alex.
and Soothsayer.

Enter ANTONY, with a Messenger and
Attendants.

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field.

Ant. Agr.inst my brother Lucius

JSIass, Ay:
But soon that war had end, and the time's state

r.Iade friends of them, jointing their force 'gainst

Cresar

;

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy,

Upon the first encounter, drave them.
Ant. Weil, what worst ? [teller.

Tikss. The nature of bad nev/s infects the

Ant. WTien it concerns the fool or coward.

—

On :—
Things that are past are done with me.—'Tis

thus;

Who tells me true, tliough m his tale lie death
I hear him as he flatter'd.

Alcss. Labienus,

—

This is stiif news,—hath, v/ith his Parthiaa
force.

Extended Asia from Euphrates;
His conquering banner shook from Syria
To Lydia and to Ionia ;

Whilst,—
A^tit. Antony, thou wouldst say,

—

Mess.
'

O, my lord !

Ant. Speak lo me home, niiuce not ti;e

general toiigue :

Name Cleopatra as she is call'd in Rome ;

Kail thou in Fulvia"s phrase ; and taunt my
faults

With such full license as bo'h truth and malice
Have power to utter. O, then we. bring forth

weeds [told us

WTien our quick minds lie still ; and our ills

Is as our earing. Fare thee well awhile.

i\Iess. At your noble pleasure. [E: if.

Ant. From Sicyon, ho, the news ! Sptak
there !

1 Att. The man from Sicjon,— is there such
an one ?

2 Att. He stays upon your will.

Ant. Let him appear.—
These strong Egyptian fetters I must break.

Or lose myself in dotage.

—

Enter a second Messenger.

V\'hat are you?
2 Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead.

Ant. Where died she ?

2 Mess. In Sic^'on : [serious

Her length of sickness, with what else more
Importeth thee to know, tiiis bears.

\_Gives a letter.

Ant. Forbear me.
[Exit second Messenger.

The;e 's a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire

it :

^^Tiat our contempts do often hurl from us.

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure,

By revolution lowering, does become
The opposite </ itself : she 's go^'d, being gonf>:

The hand could pluck her back that shov J
her on.

I must from this enchanting queen break off:

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know.
My idleness doih hatch.—Ho, Enobarbus!

Re-enter Enobarbus.

Evo. What's j'our pleasure, sir?

Ant. I must with haste from hence.

E>io. Why, then, we kill all our women : we
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sec how mortal an unkindncss is to them ; if

they suffer our departure, death 's the word.

Ant. I must be gone.

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let

women die : it were pity to cast them away
for nothing ; though, between them and a great

cause, they should be esteemed nothing. Cleo-

patra, catching but the least noise of this, dies

instantly ; I have seen her die twenty times

upon Air poorer moment : I do think there is

mtltie in death, which commits some loving

act upon her, slie hath such a celerity in dying.

Anl. She is cunning past man's thought.

Eno. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made
of nothing but the finest part of pure love: we
cannot call her winds and waters, sighs and
tears ; they are greater storms and tempests
than almanacs can report : this cannot be cun-

ning in her ; if it be, she makes a shower of rain

as well as Jove.
Ant. Would I had never seen her !

Eno. O sir, you had then left unseen a
wonderful piece of work ; which not to have
been blessed withal would have discrcciiied

your travel.

Ant. Fulvia is dead.

Eno. Sir ?

Ant. Fulvia is dead.

Eno. Fulvia 1

Ant. Dead.
Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful

cacrifice. When it pleaseth their deities to

take the wife of a man from him, it shows to

man the tailors of the earth ; comforting therein

that when old robes are worn out there are

members to make new. If there were no more
women but P'ulvia, then had you indeed a cut,

and the case to be lamented : this grief is

crowned with consolation ; your old sm.ock
brings forth a new petticoat :—and, indeed,

the tears live in an onion that should water this

sorrow. [state

Ant. The business she hath broached in the

Cannot endure my absence.

Eno. And the business you have broached
here cannot be without you ; especially that of

Cleopatra's, which wholly depends on your
abode.

Ant. Nomore lightanswers. Let ourofTicers

Have notice what we purpose. I shall break
The cause of our expedience to the queen.
And get her leave to part. For not alone
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches,

Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too
Of many our contriving friends in Rome
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius
Hath given the dare to C^sar, and commands

The empire of the sea ; our slippery people,

—

Whose love is never link'd to the deserver

Till his deserts are past,—begin to throw
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities,

Upon his son ; who, high in name and power,
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up
For the main soldier: whose quality, going on.

The sides o' the world may danger : much is

breeding.

Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but life,

And not a serpent's poison. Say, our pleasure.

To such whose place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.

Eno. I shall do't. [Exeunt.

Scene IIL

—

Alexandria. A Room in

Cleopatra's Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmlan, Iras, and
Alexas.

Clco. Where is he?
Char. I did not see him since.

Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what
he does :

—

I did not send you :—if you find him sad,

Say I am dancing ; if in mirth, report

That I am sudden sick : quick, and return.

\Exit Alexas.
Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him

dearly.

You do not hold the method to enforce

The like from him.

Cleo. What should I do, I do not ?

Char. In each thing give him way ; cross him
in nothing.

Cleo. Thou leachest like a fool,—the way to

lose him. [forbear:

Char. Tempt him not so too far ; I wish.
In time we hate that wliich we often fear.

But here comes Antony.
Cleo. I am sick and sullen.

Enter Antony.

Atit. I am sorry to give breathing to my
purpose,

—

[fall :

Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian ; I shall

It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature

Will not sustain it.

Ant. Now, my dearest queen,

—

Cleo. Pray you, stand further from me.
Ant. What's the matter?
Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there 's some

good news.
What says the married woman ?—You may go :

Would she had never given yovi leave to come !

Let her not say 'lis I that keep you here,

—

I have no power upon you j hers you are.
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Am. The gods best know,—
Cko. O, never was there queen

So mightily betray'd ! Vet at the first

I saw the treasons planted.

..'.•.%'. Cleopatra,

—

l'.'so. Why should I think yoa can be mine
and true,

Though you in swearing shake the throned gods,

.V"ho have been false to Fulvia? I\iotous

madi'.eis.

To be entangled with those mouth-made vows,

Which break iheaiselves in swearing !

Aii(, Most sweet queen,

—

C/do. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your

going,

But bid faiewell, and go: when you su'd staying,

Th.en was the time for words : no going then ;

—

-mity was in our lips and eyes,

i in our brows' bent ; none our parts so poor

l^,.i was a race of heaven : they are so still.

Or thou, the greatest soldier of ilie world,

Art turn'd the greatest liar.

A>:/. How now, lady !

C/eo. I would I had ihy inches ; thou shouldst

know
There were a heart in Egypt.

Ani. Hear me, queen:
The strong necessity of time commands
Our services awhile ; but my full heart

Remains in use with you. Our Italy

Shines o'er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome:
Equality of two domestic powers [strength.

Breeds scrupulous faction : the hated, grown to

Are newly grown to love: tlie coiidemn'd

Pompey,
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace

Into the hearts of such as have not thriv'd

Upon the present state, whose numbersthreaten;

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge

By any desperate change. M y more particular.

And that which most with you should safe my
going,

Is Fu!v;a's death. [me freedom,

Ci'fo. Though age from folly cuuld not give

It does from childishness:—can Fulvia die?

Ai/^. She' dead, my queen :

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read

The garboils she awak'd ; at the last, best.

See when and where she died.

C/eo. O most false love !

WTiere be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill

With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see.

In Fulvia's death how mine receiv'd shall be.

A):f. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to

know
The purposes I bear ; which are, 01 ceaae,

.\s 3'ou shall give the advice. By the fire

That quickens Nilus' slime, I go from hence ,

Thy oldier, servant; making peace or war
As thou affect'st.

C'cO. Cut my lace, Charmian, c«me;^j
But let it be;— I am quickly ill and well,

So Antony loves.

All/. My precious queen, forbear;

.A.nd give true evidence to his love, v.-hich stuiiJs
An honourable trial.

C/co. So Fulvia told me.
pr')-!ht , turn aside and weep for her;

Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears

Belong to Egypt : good now, play one scene

Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look

Like perfect honour.

Alt/. \'ou 'U heat my blood: no more.

C/c-o. Vou can do better yet; but this ;s

meetly.

Ani. Now, by my sword,

—

Cieo. And target.— Still he n-.encis ;

But this is not the best :— look, pr'ythcc,

Charmian,
How this Herculean Roman does become
The carriage of his chafe.

Ant. I 'II leave you, lady,

'

C/eo. Courteous lord, 6ne word.

Sir, you and I must part,—but that 's not it :

Sir, you and I have lov'd,—but '.here 's not it ;

That you know well : something it is I would,

—

O, my oblivion is a very Antony,
And I am all forgotten.

An/. But that your royalty

Holds idleness your subject, I should take yea
For idleness itself.

C/eo. "Tis sweating labour

To bear such idleness so near the heart

As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ;

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not

Eye well to you : your honour calls you hence ;

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly,

.\nd all the gods go with you I upon your sword

Sit laurel victory ! and smooth success

Be strew'd before your feet '.

A/is. Let us go. Come ;

Our separation so abides, and flies,

That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me,

And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee.

Asvay !
[Exeunt.

ScE.N'E IV.

—

Rome. An Apartment in

C.-esar's House.

Enter OcTAVius C^SAR, Lepidus, and
Attendants.

Cdes. Vou may see, LcpiJus, and henceforth

know,
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It is :-.ct Cs3sar's natural vice to hate

Our ^reat competitor. From Alexandria

Thii u ihe news :—he fishes, drinks, and wastes

The ram,-^ oi night in revel : is not Trsore manUke
Tlmn Chopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy [or

More •.Yomanly than he : hardiygave audience,

Vouchsaf'd to think he had partners: you
shall find there

A man who is tiie abstract of all faults

Tiiat all men follow.

Lc/>. I must not think there are

Evils enow to darken all his goodness:

J lis faults in him seem as the spots of heaven,

More lier;,- by night's blackness ; hereditary

Rather than purchas'd ; what he cannot change

Th;in what he chooses.

C,£S. Vou are too indulgent. Let us grant

it is not

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy;

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit

And keep the turn of tippling with a slave;

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet

With knaves that smeli of sweat: say this

becom.es him,

—

As his composure must be rare indeed

\'/honi these things cannot blcnuih,—yet must
Antony

No way excuse his soils when we do bear

So great weight in his lightness. If he liU'd

His vacancy with his voluptuousness,

i all surfeits and the dryness of his bones
Call on him for't: but to confound such time,

I'Uat drums him from his sport, and speaks as

loud
As his ov/n State and ours,

—
'tis to be chid

As we rate boys, who, being mature in knov/-

ledge,

Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,

And so rebel to judgment.

Enter a Messenger.

Z('/. Here 's more news.
IJess. Thy biddings have been done; and

every hour,

M.>st noble C;esar, shalt thou have report

How 'tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea;

And it appears he is belov'd of those

"ihat only have fear'd Qesar: to the ports

The discontents repair, and men's reports

Give him much wrong'd.
C(zs. I should have known no less:

It hath been taught us from the primal state

That he which is was wish'd until he were;
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd till ne'er

worth love, [body,
Comes dear'd by being lack'd. This common
Like lo u vagabond flag upou the stream,

Goes to and back, lackeyir j the varying tide.

To rot itself with molion.
Mess. Caesar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, fam s pirates.

Make the sea serve them, which they ear and
wound

With keels of every kind : many hot inroads
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime
Lack blood to think on't, and flush youth evolt:

No vessel can peep forth but 'tis as soon
Taken as seen ; for Ponipey's name strikes more
Than could his war resisted.

CcEs. Antony,
Leave thy lascivious wassails. VViien thou once
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st

Ilirtius and Pansa, consuls at thy heel

Did famine follow ; whom tho fought'st against.

Though daintily brought up, with patience mete
Than savages could suffer: thou didst think
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle
Which beast 3 would cough at: thy palate then

did deign
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge

;

Yea, like the stag, when snowthe pastv- sheets.

The barks of trees thou browsed'st; on the Alps
It is reported tliou didst eat strange flesh, _

Which some did die to look on : and r.ll this, —
It wounds thine lionour 'hat I speak it noWj

—

Was borne so like a soldier that thy cheek
So much as lank'd not.

Lep. 'Tis pity of iiim.

Cces. Let his shames quickly

Drive him to Rome : 'tis time we twain
Did show ourselves 'i the field ; and to that ead
Assemble we inunediate council : Pompey
Thrives in our idleness.

Lcp. To-morrow, Cresar,

I shall be fiimish'd to inform you rightly

Both what by sea and land I can be a' 'e

To front this present time.

CtES. Till which encounter
It is my business too. Farewell. tmeantime

Lep. Farewell, my lord : what youshall Icnow
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech "^ou, sir.

To let me be partaker.

Ct£s. Doubt not, sir

;

I knew it for my bond. \_Exeuni.

Scene V.

—

Alexanp-ria. A Room in ihe
Palace. *»-

Enter Cleopatra, Charmia.\, Iras, and
MaRDIAiN.

Cleo. Charmian,

—

Char. Madam?
Cko. I la, ha!—

Give idc to drink niandragora.



SCENE v.] ANTONY AND CLFOPATRA. Foe

Char. Wliy, madam?
Clco. That I might sleep out this great gap

of time

My Antony is away.
Char. You think of him too much.

Cko. O, 'tis treason !

Char. Madam, I trust, not so.

Clco. Thou, eunuch Mardian !

Mar. What's your highness' pleasure?

Cko. Not now to hear thee sing ; I l:-ke no
pleasure

In aught an eunuch has : 'tis well for thee

That, being unsemiiiar'd, tiiy freer thoughts

May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affec-

tions?

Mar. Yes, gracious madam.
Clco. Indeed! [nothing

Mar. Not in deed, madam; for I can do

But what indeed is honest to Ijc done

:

Yet have I llerce affections, and tliink

What Venus did with Mars.

Cleo. O Charmian,

Where think'st thou he is now? Stands he or

sits he ?

Or does he walk? or is he on his horse?

O happy horse to bear llie weight of Antony

!

Do bravely, horse ! for wott'st thou whom thou

mov'st?
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonet of men.—He's speaking now,

Or murmuring, ll7iere's my se7-peut of oldNile?

For so he calls me.—Now I feed myself

^Vith most delicious poison:—think on me.

That am wiih I'hoebus' amorous pinches black.

And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted

Cocsar,

V\lien thou wast here above the ground I was

A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey
Vv^ould stand and make his eyes grow in my

brow

;

There would he anchor his aspect and die

With looking on his life.

Enter Ai.EXAS.

Alex, Sovereign of Eg}'pt, hail i

Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark
Antony! [hath

Vet, coming from him, that great medicine

Vvith his tinct gilded thee.

—

How goes it v/ith my brave Ivlark Antony?
Ak.^, Last thing he did, dear queen,

lie kiss'd,—the last of many doubled kisses,

—

This orient pearl:—liis speech sticks in my
heart.

Cleo, Mine ear must pluck it thence.

, Alex. Goodfriend^ quoth he,

£'iJ>', thefinn Roman to great Egypt sends

This treasure ofan oyster ; at ivhosc foot.

To '.:iend the petty present, I ivillpkco
Pier opt'.knt throne -witk kingdoms ; ell the ra':t.

Say tlioii, shall call her mistress. So ne
nodded,

And soberly did mount an arm-girt steed,

Who neigh'd so high that what I would have
spoke

Was beastly dumb'd by him,
Cl:o. What, was he sad or merrv-?

Alex. Like to the time o' the year belweta
the extremes

Of hot and cold, he was nor sad nor merr)'.

Cko. O well-divided di3posi',i>,n!—Note him,
Xote him, good Charmian, 'tis liie man; Liut

note him:
He was not sad,—for he would shine on those

That make their looks by his; he was i.ot

merry,

—

Whicli seem'd to tell them hisremembranct; lay

In Kgypt with his joy; but b-eiween both:

heavenly mingle !— Be'st thou sad or merry,

The violence of either thee becomes,
So does it no man else.—Mett'stthou myp<>.-.; = ?

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messeagcis

:

Why do you send so thick?
Clco. Vv'ho's born that d,>.y

When I forget to send to Antony
Shall aie abeggar.—Inkand paper,Charmian. —

•

Welcome, my good Alexas.— Did I, Cl'.amuan,

Ever love Csesar so?

Char. O that brave Caesar !

Cko. Be chok'^, witli such another emphasis I

Say, the brave Antony.
Char, The valiant Cxsar !

Clco. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth

If thou with Caesar paragon ayain
My man of men.

Char. By your most gracious pardon,

1 sing but after you.

Cko. My salad days.

When I was green in judgment :— cold in blood,

To say as I said then !^—but, come, away

;

Cet me inkand paper: he shall have every i:iy

A icverai yiccUug, or I'll unpeople Lgv[>t.

\_ExeunU

^ACT n.

Scene L—Messina. A Room in Pompey's
IPouse.

Enter Poi.iPEY, Menecrates, and Men as.

Pom. \i the great gods be just, tiiey siiuil

Essist

The deeds of justest men.
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Mens. Know, worthy Pompey,
That what they do delay they not deny.

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne,

decays

The thing we sue for.

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves,

Bog often our own harms, which the wise powers

l)eny us for our good ; so find we proHl:

Ey losing of our prayers.

Pom. I shall do well

:

The people love me, and the sea is mine;

My powers are crescent, and my auguring hope

Says it will come lo the full. Mark Antony
la Egypt sils at dinner, and will make
Ko wars without doors : Ccesar gets money where
lie loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both,

Of both is fUtler'd ; but he neither loves

IJor either cares for him.

Alcn. Ccesarand Lepidus

Are in the held : a mighty strength they carry.

Po?)t. Where have you this? 'lis false.

Men. From Silvius, sir.

Po/n, He dreams: I know they are in Rome
together,

Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love,

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan'd lip I

Let witclicraft join with beauty, lust with both !

Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts,

]\.cep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks
Sharpen with cloylcss sauce his appetite ;

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour
liven till a Lethc'd dullness.

Enter Varrius.

How now, Varrius !

Var. This is mos< certain tliat I shall

deliver :

—

T\Iark Antony is every hour in Rome
Lxpected : since he went from Egypt 'tis

A space for further travel.

Pom. I could have given less matter

A better ear.— Menas, I did not think

This amorous surfeiter would have donn'd his

helm
For such a petty war ; his soldiership

Is twice the other twain : but let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our stirring

Ccin from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck

The ne'er lust-wearied Antony.
Men, I cannot hope

Cnssar and Antony shall well greet together :

I [is wife that 's dead did trespasses to Cresar ;

His brother warr'd upon him ; although, I think,

Not mov'd by Antony.
Pom. I know not, Menas,

How lesser enmities may give way to greater.

Were 't not that we stand up against them all,

'Twere pregnant they should square between
themselves

;

For they have entertained cause enough
To draw their swords : but how the lear of us

May cement their divisions, and bind up
The petty difference, we yet not know.
Be 't as our gods will have 'l ! It only stands

Our lives upon to use our strongest Lands.

Come, Men;is. \Exeiint.

ScKNK H. —ROMK. A Room in the House of
Lepidus.

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus.

Lcp. Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed,

And shall become you well, to entreat your

captain

To soft and gentle speech.

Eiw. I shall entreat him
To answer like himself: if Cresar move him,

Let Antony look over Caesar's head,

And speak as loud as Mars. Ey Jupiter,

Were I the wearer of Antonius' beard,

I would not shave 't to-day.

Lep. 'Tis not a lime

For private stomaching.
E)io. Every lime

Serves for the matter that is then bom in 't.

Lep. But small to greater mailers must give

\\'ay.

Eno. Not if the small come first.

Lep. Your speech is passion

:

Rut, pray you, stir no embers up. Hcie comes
The noble Antony.

Enter Antoxy «;;</ Ventidius.

Eno. And yonder Ciesar.

Enter C/ESAR, Mec/ENAS, a;/;/ Agrippa.

Ant. If we compose well here, to Parthia:

Hark, Ventidius.

Ciss. I do not know,
i\Iec;-enas ; ask Agrippa.

Lep. Noble friends, [not

That which combin'd us was most great, and let

A leaner action rend us. What 's amiss.

May it be gently heard: when we debate

Oar trivial difference loud, we do commit
Murder in healing wounds : then, noble

partners,

—

The rather for I earnestly beseech,— [terms,

Touch you the sourest points with Siveetest

Nor curstness grow to the matter.

Ant. 'Tic spoken well.

Were we befi^re our armies, and to hght,

I should do thus.
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Cj.s. Welcome to Rome.
Ant, Thank you.

Cas. Sit._

Aitt, Sit, sir.

CcES. Nay, then.

A7it. I 'earn, you take things ill which are

not so,

Or being, concern you not.

Cas. I must be laugh'd at

If, or for nothing or a little, I

Should Lay myself offended, and with you
Chiefly i' the world; more laugh'd at that I

should [name
Once name you derogately, when to sound your
It not concern'd me.

Ant. My being in Egypt, Caesar,

Whiat was't to you?
Ccrs. No more than my residing here at Rome

Might be to you in Egypt : yet, if you there

Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt
Might be my question.

Ant. How intend you, practis'd?

Cas. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine
intent [brother

By what did here befall me. Your wife and
!Made wars upon me; and their contestation

Vv'as theme for you, you were the word of war.

Ant. You do mistake your business; my
brother never

Did urge me in his act : I did inquire it

;

And have my learning from some true reports

Tiiat drew their swords with you. Did he not

rather

Discredit my authority with yours;
And make the wars alike against my stomach,
Having alike your cause»? Of this my letters

Before did satisfy 3'ou. If you '11 patch a quarrel

As matter whole you have not to make it with,

It must not be with this.

Cczs. You praise yourself

By laying defects ofjudgment to me; but
You patch'd up your excuses.

Ant. Not so, not so

;

I know you could not lack, I am certain on 't,

Veiy necessity of this thought, that I,

Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he
fought,

Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars
Which 'fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,

I would you had her spirit in such another:
The third o' the world is yours; which with a

snaffle

You may pace easy, but not such a wife.

E>io. Would we had all such wives, that the

men
Might go to wars with the women.
Ant, Somuchuncurbable, hergarboils, Csesar,

Made out ofher impatience,—which not wanted
Shrewdness of policy too,— 1 grieving grant

Did you too much disquiet : for that you must
But say I could not help it.

Cas. I wrote to you
\Mien rioting in Alexandria; you
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts

Did gibe my missive out of audience.

Ant. Sir,

Me fell upon me ere admitted; then
Three kings I had new ly feasted, and did Want
Of what I was i' the morning : but next day
I told him of myself; which was as mr^ch
As to have ask'd him pardon. Let tnis fellov/

e nothing of our strife; if we contend,
Out of our question wipe him.

Cas. You have broken
The article of your oath ; which you shall never

Have tongue to harge me with.

Lcp. Soft, Caesar!

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak

:

The honour is sacred which he talks on now,
Supposing that I lack'd it.—But on, Caesar;

The article of my oath.

des. To lend me arms and aid when I re-

quir'd them

;

The which you both denied.

Ant. Neglected, rather;

And then when poison'd hours h.ad bound me up
P'rom mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,
I '11 play the penitent to jou: but mine honesty
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my

power
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia,

I'd have me out of Eg)'pt, made wars here;

For w^hich myself, the ignorant motive, do
So far ask pardon as befits mine honour
To stoop in such a case.

Lep. 'Tis noble spoken.

Alec. If it might please you to enforce no
further

The griefs between ye : to forget them quite

V^ere to remember that the present need
Speaks to atone you.

Lep. Worthily spoken, Mecaenas.

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love

for the instant, j'ou may, when you hear no
more words of Pompey, return it again : you
shall have time to wrangle in when you have
nothing else to do.

Ant. Thou art a soldier only : speak no more.
Eno. That truth should be silent I had

almost forgot.

Ant. You wrong this presence; therefore

speak no more.
Eno. Go to, then ; your considerate stone.

Cu:s. I do not much dislike the matter, but
2 F
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The manner of his speech ; for 't cannot be
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions

So differing in their ads. Yet, if I knew
What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge

to edge
O' the world 1 would pursue it.

^^. Give me leave, Cassar,

—

Cizs. Speak, Agrippa.
Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side,

Admir'd Octavia: great Mark Antony
Is now a widower.

CfBS. Say not so, Agrippa

:

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof

Were well deserv'd of rashness.

Ant, I am not married, Caasar: let me hear
Agrippa further speak.

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity,

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts

With an unslipping knot, take Antony
Octavia to his wife ; whose beauty claims

No worse a husband than the best of men

;

Whose virtue and whose general graces speak
That which none else can utter. By this

marriage,

All little jealousies, which now seem great,

And all great fears, which now import their

dangers, [tales.

Would then be nothing : truths would then be
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both
Would, each to other and all loves to both,

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke

;

For 'tis a studied, not a present thought,

By duty ruminated.
Ant. Will Cresar speak?
Cirs. Not till he hears how Antony is touch'd

With what is spoke already.

Ant. What power is in Agrippa,
If I would say, Agrippa^ be it so.

To make this good ?

CtES. The power of Caesar, and
His power unto Octavia.

Ant. May I never
To this good purpose, that so fairly shows,
Dream of impediment!—Let me have thy hand:
Further this act of grace ; and from this hour
The heart of brothers govern in our loves

And sway out great designs!

CcEi. There is my hand.
A sister I bequeath you, whom no broiher
Did ever love so dearly: let her live

To join our kingdoms and our hearts ; and never

Fly off our loves again

!

Lep. Happily, amen 1

Ant, I did not think to draw my sword
'gainst Pompey

;

For he hath laid strange courtesies and great

Of late upon me : I must thank him only,

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report

;

At heel of that, defy him.
Lep. Time calls upon 's

:

Of us must Pompey presently be souglil.

Or else he seeks out us.

Ant. Where lies he?
Ciss. About the Mount Misenum.
Ant. What's his strength

By land?
Cces. Great and increasing: but by sea

He is an absolute master.

Ant. So is the fame.
Would we had spoke together ! Haste we for it:

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we
The business we have talk'd of.

Cczs. With most gladness;
And do invite you to my sister's view,

Whither straight I '11 lead you.

Ant. Let us, Lepidus,

Not lack your company.
Lep. Noble Antony,

Not sickness should detain me.
[Flourish. Exeunt C/ES. , Ant., andl.'EV,

Alec, Welcome from Egypt, sir.

Eno, Plalf the heart of Csesar, worthy
Mecrenas !—my honourable friend, Agrippa !

—

Agr, Good Enobarbus

!

]\Iec. We have cause to be glad that matters

are so well digested. You stay'd well by it in

Egypt.
Eno. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of coun-

tenance, and made ihe night light witn drinking.

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a
breakfast, and but twelve persons there; is

this true?

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : v.'e

had much more monstrous matter of feasts,

which worthily deserved noting.

Mec. She 's a most triumphant lad)', if

report be square to her.

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony she
pursed up his heart, upon the river of C}unv:s.

Agr. There she appealed indeed ; or my
reporter devised well for her.

Eno. I will tell you.

The barge she sat in, like a burnish'd throne,

B\un'd on the water: the poop was beaten gold;

Purple the sails, and so perfumed that

The winds were love-sick with them; the oars

were silver, [mada
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and
The water which they beat to follow faster,

As amorous of their strokes. For her own
person.

It beggar'd all description : she did lie

In her pavilion,—ckith-of-gold of tissue,—

0'er-picturin2 that Venus where we see
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The fancy out-work nature: on each side her

£::ood pretty dimpled boys, like sinilini; Cupids,

With divers-colour'd fans, whose wind did

seem
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did

cool,

Ai-id what they undid did.

A<^r. O, rare for Antony !

E/io. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereids,

So many merm;-.ids, tended her i' the eyes,

And made their bends adorBings : at the helm

A seeming mermaid steers : tiie silken tackle

Swell with the touches of those fiower-sofi

hands
That yarely frame the office. From the barge

A strange invisible perfume hits the sense

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast

ilcr people out upon her; and Antony,

Enthron'd i' the market-place, did jit alone,

Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy,

ilad gone to gaze on Cleopatra too.

And made a gap in nature.

A°^. Rare Egyptian

!

£tM. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her.

Invited her to supper: she replied

It should be better he became her guest;

Vvhich she entreated: our courteous Antony
\VTioia ne'er the word of A'a woman heard

speak,

Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the

feast.

And, for his ordinar)', pays his heart

For what his eyes eat only.

^^r. Royal wench !

Sha made great Caesar lay his sword to bed

:

He plough'd her, and she cropped.

Eno. I saw her once

Hop forty paces through the public street;

And having lost her breath, she spoke and
panted,

,

That she did make defect perfection,

A.nd, breathless, power breathe fonh.

A/ic. Now Antony must leave her utterly.

£ko. Never; he will not:

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale

Her infinite variety: other women cloy

The appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry
Vi"here most she satisfies : for viles' things

Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests

Bless her when she is riggLsh.

Me^:. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle

The heart of Antony, Octavia is

A 1/iessed lottery to him.

A!;^r, Let us go.
—

'

Good Enobarbns, make yourself my guest

Whilst you abide here.

Lffo. Hum.bly, sir, I thank you. lExei^ni.

Scene IH.

—

Rome. ^ Room in C^-SAr's
Ilotise.

Enter C^sar, Antony, Octavia betzveen

them, and Attendants.

Ant. The world and my great cfdce \<'.i\

sometimes
Divide ir.e from your bosom.

Octa. All which time
Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers

To them for you.

Ant. Good-night, sir.—My Ociavia,

Read not my blemishes in the world's repuri

:

I have ni^t kept my square ; hut that to come
Shall all be done by the rule. Good-nigLt,

dear lady.

—

Octa. Good-night, sir.

OjCi. Good-night. S^Exeiint <Z.vs. and Oct A.

Enter Soothsayer.

Ant. Now, sirrah, you do wish yourself in

Eg>'pt ? [nor )'. u

Sooth. Would I had never corne fiom ther.ce,

Thither !

Ant. If you can, your reason?
Sooth. I see it in

My mo;ion, have it not in my tongue : but yet

Hie you to Lgypt again.

Ant. Say to me, [mine ?

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar's or

Sooth. Cresar's

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side :

Thy demon, that 's thy spirit which keeps thee, is

Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable.
Where Cjesar's is not ; but near him thy angel

Becomes afear'd, as being o'erpower'd: thertlore

Make space enough between you.

Ant. Speak this no more.

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more but when
to thee.

If thou dost play with him at any game,
Thou art sure to lose ; and of that natural luck

He beats thee 'gainst tihe odds : ttiy lustre

thickens

V/hen he shines by: I say again, thy spirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near hiiu ;

But, he away, 'lis noble.

Ant. Get thee gone :

Say to Vcntidius I would speak with him !->—*^

[Exit Soothsayer.

He shall to Parthia.—Be it art or hap,

He hath spoken tr\ie : the very dice obey him ;—
And in cur sports my better cunning faints

Under his chance z if we draw lots he speeds t

His cocks do win the battle still of mine,

When it is a'! to naught ; and his quails evci



goo ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. [act it.

Boat mine, inhoop'd, at odds. I will to Egypt

:

And though I make this marriage for my peace,

i the east my pleasure lies.

Enter Ventidius.

O, come, Ventidius^

You must to Parthia : your commission 's ready

;

i'ollow me and receive it. \_Excunt.

Scene IV.

—

Rome. A Street.

Enter Lepidus, Mec^N'AS, and Agrippa.

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further : pray

you, hasten

Your generals after.

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony
V\'iQ e'en but kiss Octavia, and we'll follow.

Lcp. Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress,

Which will become you both, farewell.

Mec. We shall,

As I conceive the journey, be at the mount
Before you, Lepidus.

Lep. Your way is shorter

;

My purposes do draw me much about

:

You '11 win two days upun me.
]\Iec. and Agr, Sir, good success

!

Lep. Farewell.
,

[Exeunt.

Scene V.- -Alexandria.
Palace.

A Room in the

-Cw/^rCLEOPATRAjCHARMIAN, IrAS, AlEXAS,
and Attendants.

Cleo. Give me some music,—music, moody
food

Of us that trade in love.

Attend. The music, ho I

Efiter Mardian.

Cleo, Let it alone ; let 's to billiards

:

Come, Charmian.
Char. Myarmi5Sf)re; best play with Mardian.
Cleo, As well a v. oman with an eunuch play'd

As with a woman.—Come, you '11 play with me,
sir?

Mar. As well as I can, madam.
Cleo. And when good- will is show'd, though 't

come too short.

The actor may plead pardon. I '11 none now :

—

Give me mine angle,—we'll to the river : there.

My music playing far o(T, I will betray

Tawny-finn'd fishes; my bended hook shall pierce

Their slimy jaws ; and as I draw them up
I '11 think them every one an Antony,
And say, Ah ha I you^re caught.

Char. 'Twas merry when
"^'ou wager'd on your angling ; when your diver

Did hang a salt fish on his hook, which he
With fervency drew up.

Cleo. That time,—O times ?

I laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night
I laugh'd him into patience : and next morn,
Ere Ine ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ;

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst
I wore his sword Philippan.

Enter a Messenger.

O ! from Italy !—
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears,

That long time have been barren.

Mess. Madam, madam,^
Cleo. Antony 's dead !

—

If thou say so, villain, thou kill'st thy mistress:
Hut well and free.

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here
My bluest veins to kiss,—a hand that kings
Have lipp'd, and trembled kissing.

Mess. First, madam, he's well.

Cleo. \Miy, there 's more gold. But, sirrah,

mark, we use
To say tha dead are well : bring it to that.

The gold I give thee will I melt and pour
Down thy ill-uttering throat.

Mess, Good madam, hear me.
Cleo, Well, go to, I will

;

But there 's no goodness in thy face : if Antony
Be free and healthful,—why so tart a favour

To trumpet such good tidings ! If not well,

Thou shouldst come like a fiiry crown'd with
snakes.

Not like a formal man.
Aless. Will't please you hear me?
Cleo, I have a mind to strike thee ere thou

speak'st

:

Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is well.

Or friends with Cresar, or not captive to him,
I '11 set thee in a shower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

Mess. Madam, he 's well.

CIco. Well said.

Mess. And friends with Cassar.

Cleo. Thou 'rt an honest man.
Aless. Csesar and he are greater friends ihar.

ever.

Cleo, Make thee a fortune from me.
Mess. But yet, madam,^
Cleo. I do not like but yet^ it does allay

The good precedence ; fie upon but yet I

Butyet is as a gaoler to bring forth

Some monstrous malefactor. Pr'ythee, friend,

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear.

The good and bad together : he 's friends with

Cxsar

;

[free.

In state of health, thou say'st ; and, thou say'st.
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J\Iess. Free, madam! no; I made no such

report :

lie's bound unlo Octavia.

dec. For what good turn ?

Mess. For the best turn i' the bed.

Cko. I am pale, Charmian.

Mess. Madam, he 's married to Octavia.

Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon
thee ! [Strikes him down.

Mess. Good madam, patience.

Cleo, ' What say you ?—Hence,
l^Sirikes him again.

Horrible villain ! or I'll spnrn thine eyes

Like balls before me ; I '11 unhair thy head :

\_She haies him tip end dcrwii.

Thou shalt be whipp'd with wire an Jl stew'd in

brine,

Smarting in ling'ring pickle.

Mess. Gracious madam,
I that do bring the news made not tiie match.

Cleo. Say 'tis rsot so, a province I will give

^ thee, [hadst

And rfiake thy fortunes proud : the blow thou

Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage ;

And I will boot thee with what gift beside

Th.y modesty can beg.

Mess. lie's married, madam.
Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long.

[Draws a dagger.

Mess. Nay, then I'll nm.—
What mean you, madam ? I have made no

fault. [Exit.

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within

yourself:

The man is innocent.

Cleo, Some innocents scape not the thunder-
bult.—

I'.lclt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures

Turn all to serpents 1—Call the slave again :

—

Though I am mad, I will not bite him :—call.

Char. He is afear'd to come.
Cleo. I will not hurt him.

[E.xit Charmian.
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike

A meaner than myself; since I myself
Have given myself the cause.

Re-enter Charmian and INIessenger.

Come hither, sir.

Though it be honest, it is never good
To bring bad news : give to a gracious message
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell

Themselves when they be felt.

Mess. ') I have done mv duty.

Cleo, Is he married ? ^

I cannot hate thee worser than I do
it thou again say Yes,

Mess, He is married, riaaarn.

Cleo. The gods confouad thee ! dost thou hold

there still

!

3Iess, Should I lie, madam ?

Cleo. O, I would thou didst.

So half my Egj'pt were submerg'd, and made
A cistern for scal'd snakes ! Go, get thee hence:
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married?

Mess. I crave your hignness' pardon.
Cleo. He is married ?

Mess. Take no offence that I would not
offend you :

To punish me for what you make me do
Seems much unequal : he is married to Octavia.

Cleo. O that his fault should make a knave of

thee, [hence

:

Thou art not what thou 'rt sure of !—Get thee

The merchandise which thou hast brought I'roi-.i

Rome [hand,
Are all too dear for me ; lie they upon thy

And be undone by 'em ! [Exit Messenger.
Char, Good your highness, patience.

Cleo. In praising Antony I have dispraised

Cresar.

Char. Many times, madam.
Cleo. I am paid for 't nov/.

Lead me from hence ;

I faint :—O Iras, Charmian !
—

'tis no matter.

—

Go to the fellow, good Alesas ; bid him
Report the feature of Octavia, her years.

Her inclination, let him not leave out

The colour of her hair :—bring me v.'ord quicklj'.

[Exit Alexas.
Let him for ever go:—let him not—Charmian,
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,
T' other way he 's a Mars.—Bid you Alcxas

[To Mardian.
Bring me word how tall she is.—Pity mo,

Charmian,
But do not speak to me.—Lead me to my

chamber. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.—N'ear Misenum,

Flourish. Enter Pompey and Menas al one
side, with dncm and irumfet : at Ihe othe^,

GiiSAR, Antony, Lepidus, Enobareus,
MEC-ENas, "jjith Soldiers marching.

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine

;

And we shall talk before we figlit.

CdS. Most meet
That first we come to words ; and therefore havs

we
Our written purposes before us sent;

Which, :F thou hast consider'd, let u= know
If 'tv/ill tie up thy discontented sword.
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And carry back to Sicily much tall youth
That else must perish here.

Pom. To you all three,

The senators alone of this great world,

Chief factors for the gods,— I do not know
Wherefore my father should revengers want,

Having a son and friends; since Julius Csesar,

AVho at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted,

There saw you labouring for him. What was 't

T.'iat mov'd pale Cassius to conspire; and what
Jliide the ali-honour'd, honest Roman, Briitus,

"With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteou.-;

freedom,

*Io drench the Capitol, but that they would
Slave one man but a man ? And that is it

3 lath made me rig my navy ; at whose burden
The anger'd ocean foams; with which I meant
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome
Cast on my noble father.

CcES. Take your time.

Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Fompey, with

thy sails

;

We'll speak with thee at sea: at land thou

know'st
How much we do o'er-count thee.

Pom. At land, indeed,

Thou dost o'er-count me of my father's house

:

But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself,

Remain in 't as thou mayst.

Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us,

—

For this is from the present,—how you take

The offers we have sent you.

Cces. There's the point.

Ant. Wliich do not be entreated to, but weigh
WHiat it is worth embrac'd.

Cces. And what may follow.

To try a larger fortune.

Pom, You have made me offer

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and i must
kid all the sea of pirates; then to send

Measures of wheat to Rome ; this 'greed upon,

To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back
Our targes undinted.

C(zs.y Ant., and Lep, That's our offer

Pom, Know, then,

I came before you here a man prepar'd

To take this offer: but Mark Antony
Put me to some impatience:—though I lose

The praise of it by telling, you must know.
When Gcsar and your brother were at blows,

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find

Her welcome friendly.

Ant. I have heard it, Fompey

;

And am well studied for a liberal thanks

Which I do owe you.

PoTn. Let me have your hand

:

I did not think, sir, to have met you here.

Atit. The beds i' the east are soft; and,

thanks to you, [hither

;

That call'd me, timelier than my purpose,

l"or I have gain'd by it.

Cxs. Since I saw you last

There is a change upon you.

Pom. Well, I know not

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face;

But in my bosom shall she never come
To make my heart her vassal.

Lep. Well met here.

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus.—Thus we arc

agreed

:

I crave our composition may be written.

And seal'd between us.

Cces. That 's the next to da
Pom. We'll feast each other ere we part;

and let 's

Draw lots who shall begin.

Ant. That ^sall I, Pompey.
Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery [Coesar

Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julius

Grew fat with feasting lliere.

Ant. You have heard much.
Pom. I have fair meanings, sir.

Ant. And fair words to them.

Po7n. Then so much have I heard

:

And I have heard Apollodorus carried,—

Eho. No more of that:—he did so.

Pom. ^\^lat, I pray you?
Eno. A certain queen to Caesar in a mattress,

• Pom. I know thee now: how far'st^thou.

soldier?

Eno. Well

;

And well am like to do; for I perceive

Four feasts are toward.

Pom. Let me shako thy hand

;

I never hated thee : I have seen thee fight.

When I have envied thy behaviour.

Eno. Sir,

I never lov'd you much ; but I ha' prais'd ye.

When you have well deserv'd ten times as much
As I have said you did.

PoTTU Enjoy thy plainness,"

It nothing ill becomes thee.—
Aboard my galley I invite you all

:

Will you lead, lords?

Cces., Ant., and Lep. Show us the wa;^, sir.

Pofru ~ Come.
[Exeunt all but Men. and Eno.

Men, \Asids.'\ Thy father, Pompey, would
ne'er have made this treaty-—You and I have

known, sir.

Eno. At sea, I think.

Men. We have, sir.

Eno. You hav2 done well by water.
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Msn. And you by land.

Enc. I will pmse any man that will praise

me ; though it cannot be denied what 1 have

done by land.

Men. Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your

own safety: you have been a great thief by

sea.

Men. And yoii by land.

Er.o. 1 here i deny my land serdce. But give

me your hand, Ivlenas : if our eyes had autiiority,

here th.ey might take two thieves kissing.

Men. All men's faces are true, v/hatsoe'er

their hands are.

Eno. But tliere is nc-er a fair wom.an has a

true face.

Msn. No slander ; they steal hearts.

Eno, VVc came hither to fight v.'ith you.

Men. For my part, 1 am sorry it is turned to

E. drinking. Pom.pey doth this day laugh away
his fortune.

Etio. If he do, sure, he cannot weep it back

again.

Alen. You have said, sir. We looked not

for Mark Antony here: pray you, is he married

to Cleopatra?

Eno. Csesar's sister is called Octavia.

Msn. Tioie, sir ; she was the wife of Caius

Marcellus.

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus

Antonius.

Men, Pi-ay you, sir?

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men. Then is Ossar and he for ever knit to-

gether.

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity,

I would not prophesy so.

Mat. I tliink the poUcy of that purpose made
more in the marriage than the love of the parties.

Enc. I think so too. But you shall find the

band that seems to tie their friendship together

will be the very strangk-r of their amity: Oc-

tavia is of a holy, cold, and still conversation.

I'.'cTi. Who would not have his wife so?

Eno. Not he jut himself is not so; which is

IvTark Antony, He will to his Eg^.'ptian dl'sb

agt'in: then shall the sighs of Octavia blow tiie

f>iO up in Caesar; and, as i said before, that

which is ti^ie strength of their ariiity shall

prove the immediate author of their variance.

Antony will use his affection where it is : he

married but his occasion here.

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will

you ;.board? I have a health for you.

Enc. I shall take it, sir: we have used our

throats in Egypt.
Mm. Come, let 's av. ay. \_Excunl.

SCEN? VII.— (9// Mrr^ Pom pey's Galley, lyr.i^

near Misenuin.

Music. Enter tzvo or three Servants wh/t
ba/iijact.

\ Serv. Here they'll be, man. Some o'

t' eir plants are ill-rooted r.Iready; the '.cast

wind i' the world will blow them down.
2 Ssrv. Lepidus is high-colourt.-d.

1 Scr7j, They have...ade him drink alms-drink.

2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the

disposition, he cries out, no more ; reconciles

them to his entreaty a-id him^slfto ihe drink.

! Scrv. But it raises the greater \.'ar between
him and Ids discretion.

2 Serv. iVTiy, this it is to have a name in

great men's fellowship: I had as lief have a
reed that will do me uo service as a partisan I

could not heave.

I Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and
not to be seen to move in 't, are the holes whvie
eyes should be, which pitifully disaster the

checks.

A sennet sounded. Enter CAESAR, Antony,
Lepidus, Pompey, Agkippa, Mec^^nas,
Enobaf.bus, Menas, •with other Captains.

Ant. [7^^ C/ESAR.] Thus do they, sir: they

take the flow o' the Nile

By certain scales i' the pyramid ; they know,
By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if

dearth

Or foison follow : the higher Nilus swells

The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsn.an

Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain,

And shortly comes to harvest.

Lep, You 've strange serpents there.

Ant. Ay. Lepidus.

Lip. Your serpent of Eg)'pt is bred now of

your mud by the operation of your sun : so is

your crocodile.

^w<'. They are so. [Lepidus!

Por;i. Sit,—and som.e vrine !—A health to

Lip. I am not so well as I should be, but

I '11 ne'er ouL
Eno. Not till you have slept; I fear me

, you 'H be in till then.

I

Z^i. Nay, certainly, I have heard the

PtolemJes* pj'ramises are very goodly things;

I wiiliout contradiction, i have heard that.

I
Men. [Aside tc Po^t.] Pompey, a word.

Foh". [Aside to Men.] Say in mine ear: what

I is't?

Msn. {Aside to PoM,] Forsake thy seat, I do

I

beseech thee, captain,

I
And hear me speak a VtOid.
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Pom. [Aside to Men.] Forbear me till

anon.

—

This wine for Lepidus !

Lep. What manner o' thing is your crocodile?

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as

broad as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it

is, and moves with its own organs: it lives by
that which nourishcth it; and, the elements
once out of it, it transmigrates.

Lep. What colour is it of?

Ant. Of its own colour too.

Lep. 'Tis a strange serpent.

Ant, 'Tis so. And the tears of it are wet.

C(BS. Will this description satisfy him?
Ant. With the health that Pompey gives

him, else he is a very epicure.

Pom. [Aside to Men.] Go, hang, sir, hang!
Tell me of that? away !

Do as I bid you.—Where 's this cup I call'd for?

Alen. [Aside to PoM.] If for the sake of merit

thou wilt hear me,
Rise from thy stool.

Pom. [Aside to Men. ] I think thou 'rt mad.
The matter? [Rises and walks aside.

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy

fortunes.

Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith.

What 's else to say?

—

Be jolly, lords.

Ant. These quicksands, Lepidus,

Keep off them, for you sink.

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the ^ o ' 1?

Pom. What say'st thou?

Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ?

That 's twice.

Pom. How should that be?
Men. But entertain it, and,

Although thou think me poor, I am the man
V.'ill give thee all the woild.

Pom. Hast thou drunk well?

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from
the cup.

Thou art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove:
Whate'er the ocean pales or sky inclips

Is thine, if thou wilt have 't.

Pom. Show me which way.
Men. These three world-sharers, these com-

petitors.

Are in thy vessel : let me cut the cable

;

And, when we are put off, fall to their throats

:

All then is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou shouldst have done.
And not have spoke on 't ! In me 'tis villany

;

In thee't had been good service. Thou must
know

'Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour J

Mine honour it. Repent that e'er thy tongue

Hath so bctray'd thine act: being done un-
known,

I should have found it afterwards well done

;

But must condemn it nov^. Desist, and drink.

Men. [Aside. ] For this

I '11 never follow thy pall'd fortunes more.

Who seeks, and will not take wlicn once 'tis

offer'd.

Shall never find it more.
Pom. This health to Lepidus !

Ant. Bear him ashore. I '11 pledge it for him,

Pompey.
Eno. Here 's to thee, Menas !

Men. Enobarbus, welcome!
Pom. Fill till the cup be hid.

Eno. There 's a strong fellow, I^Icnas.

[Pointing to the Attendant who carries offl^KV.

Men. \Miy ?

Eno. 'A bears

The third part of the world, man ; see'st not?

Men. The third part, then, is drunk: would
it were all.

That it mit^ht go on wheels

!

Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels.

I\Ien. Come.
Pom. Tills is not yet an Alexandrian feast.

Ant. It ripens towards it.—Strike the vessels^

hoi-
Here is to Csesar

!

CiES. I could well forbear 't.

It's monstrous labour when I wash my brain

And it grows fouler.

Ant. Be a child o' the time.

Cces. Possess It, I'll make answer:

But I had rather fast from all four days

Than drinl; so much in one.

E>w. Ha, my brave emperor

!

[To Antony.
Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals,

And celebrate our drink ?

Pom. Let's ha't, good soldier.

Ant. Come, let 's all take hands, [sense

Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our

In soft and delicate Lethe.

Eno. All take hands.

—

Make battery to our ears with the loud music :

—

The while I '11 place you : then the boy shall

sing;

The holding every man shall beat as loud

As his strong sides can volley.

[Music plays. 'E^O. places them hand in hand.

SONG.
Come, thou monarch of the vine,

Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne 1

III tliy fats our cares be drown'd,
With thy grapes our hairs be crow-n'd :

Cup us, till the world go round,

Cup us, till the v/orld go round 1
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Cxs, What would you more?—Pompey,
good-night. Good brother,

Let me request you off: our graver business

Frowns at this levity.—Gentle lords, let 's part

;

You see we have burnt our cheeks : strong
Enobarb

Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath

almost [night.

—

Antick'd us all. VvTiat needs more words. Good-
Good Antony, your hand.
Pom. I '11 try you on the shore.

Ant. And shall, sir : give's your hand.
Pom. O Antony,

You have my father's house,—but, what ? we
are friends.

Come, down into the boat.

Eno. Take heed you fall not.

\Exeuiit Pom., G^s., Ant., and Attendants.
INIenas, I '11 not on shore.

]\Ien. No, to my cabin.

—

These drums !—these trumpets, flutes ! w hat I

—

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell

To these great fellows : sound and be hang'd,

sound out

!

[AJloHrish oftmmpets, with drti7)is.

Etto. Hoo ! says 'a.—There 's my cap.

3Ien. Hoo !—noble captain, come. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A Plain in Syria.

Enter Ventidius, m triionph^ with SiLius
and othe)' Romans, Officers, and Soldiers

;

the dead i>odj> o/Facorvs borne infront.

Ven, Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck

;

and now
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death
Ivlakeme revenger.—Bear the king's son's body
Before our army.—Thy Pacorus, Orodes,
Pays this for INIarcus Crassus.

Sil. Noble Ventidius,

Whilstyet with Parthian blood thy sword iswarm
The fugitive Parihians follow; spur through

Media,
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither
The routed fly: so thy grand captaiii Antony
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and
Put garlands on thy head.

Ven. O Silius, Silius,

I have done enough : a lower place, note wellj

JMay make too great an act; for learn this,

Silius,

—

Eetter to leave undone, than by our deed
Acquire too high a fame when him we serve 's

away.

Caesar and Antony have ever won

More in their officer, than person : Sossius,

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant.

For quick accumulation of renown,
Which he achiev'd by the minute, lost his favour.

Who does i' the wars more than his captain can
Becomes his captain's captain: and ambition,

The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss

Than gain which darkens him.

I could do more to do Antonius good.
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence

Should my performance perish.

Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, that

Without the which a soldier and his sword
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to

Antony ?

Ve7t. I '11 humbly signify what in his name.
That magical word of war, we have effected

;

How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks.

The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia

We have jaded out o' the field.

Sil. Where is he now ?

V^eji. He purposeth to Athens : whither,

with what haste

The weight we must convey with 's will permit,

We shall appear before him.—On, there ; pass

along

!

\^Exetint.

Scene II.

—

Rome. An Ante-Chamber in

C/esar's House.

Enter Agrippa and Enobarbus, meeting.

Ag>: ^\l^at, are the brothers parted ?

Eno. They have despatch'd with Pompey, he
is gone ;

The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps
To part from Rome: Caesar is sad; and Lepidus,

Since Pompey's feast, as Menas says, is troubled

With the green sickness.

Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus.

Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves

Cffisar ! [Antony !

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark
Eno. Cxsar? Why he 's the Jupiter of men.
Agr. What 's Antony ? The god of Jupiter.

Eno. Speak you of Caesar ? How ! the

nonpareil !

Agr. Of Antony. O thou Arabian bird !

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say Ccesar,—

go no further.

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with ex-

cellent praises. [Antony

:

Eno. But he loves Caesar best ;—yet he loves

Hoo ! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards,

poets cannot [hoo !

—

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number.—
His love to Antony. But as for Caesar,

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder.
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Agr. Both he loves,

Eno. They are his shards, and he their beetle.

yi'runtpeis ivithin.'\ So,

—

This is to horse.—Adieu, noble A^rippa.
Ap-. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and

farewell.

Enter CiESAR, Antony, Lepidus, ami
OCTAVIA.

Ani. No further, sir.

C(ES. You Like from me a preat part of myself;

Use me well in't.—Sister, prove such a wife

As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest

band
Shall pass on thy approof.—Most noble Antony,
Let not the piece of virtue which is set

Betwixt us as the cement of our love.

To keep it buiided, be the ram to batter

The fortress of it ; for better might we
Have lov\l without this mean if on both parts

This be not cherish'd.

Ant. Make me not otTended

In your distrust.

C<zs. I have said.

Ant. You shall not find.

Though you be therein curious, the least cause

Yox v/hat you seem to fear : so, the gods keep
you,

And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends !

We will here part. [well :

CcES. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee

Tlie elements be kind to thee, and make
Thy spirits all of comfort ! Fare thee well.

Odcu My noble brother !

—

Ant, The April 's in her eyes : it is love's

spring, [cheerfiil.

And these the showers to bring it on.—Be
Octa. Sir, look well to my husband's house ;

and

—

Gsj. What,
Octavia?

Octa, I '11 tell you in your ear.

Am, Her tongue will not obey her heart,

nor can
Her heart inform her tongue,—the swan's do^vn

feaiher,

That stands upon the swell at the full of tide.

And neither way inclines.

Eiie. {^Asiiie CO Agrippa.] Will Caesar weep?
Ap-. [Asz'tie to Eno.] He has a cloud in 's face.

Eno. {Aside to Agkippa.J He were the

worse for that, were he a horse ;

So is he, being a man.
Agr. [Aside to End.] Why, Enobarbus,

When Antony found Julius Csesar dead.

He cried almost to roaring ; and he w'jpt

When at Philippi he found Brutus slain.

Eno. [Aside /"(? Agrippa.] That year, indeed,

he was troubled with a rheum ;

What willingly he did confound he wail'd :

Believe 't till I weep too.

Cces. No, sweet Octavia,

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not

Out-go my thinking on you.

Ant. Come, sir, come ;

I '11 wrestle with you in my strength of love ;

Look, here I liave you ; thus I let you go.

And gi\e you to the gods.

Cas. Adieu ; be happy !

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give

light

To thy fair way !

Ci£s. Farewell, farewell I [Kisses Octavia.
Ant. Farewell 1

[Trumpets sound 101111171. Exeunt.

Scene IH.—Alexandria. A Room in the

Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Alexas.

Cleo. Where is the fellow ?

Alex. Half afcar'd to come.
Cleo. Go to, go to.

Enter a Messenger.

Come hither, sir.

Alex. Good majesty,

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you

But when you are well pleas'd.

Cleo. That Herod's head
I '11 have : but how ? when Antony is gone,
Through whom I might command it?—Come

thou near.

likss. Most gracious majesty,

—

Cleo. Didst thou behold

Octavia ?

Aless. Ay, dread queen.

Cleo. Where ?

Mess. Madam, in Rome
I look'd her in the face, and saw Iter led

Between her brother and Mark Antony.
Cleo. Is she as tall as me ?

Mess. She is not, madam.
Cleo. Didst hear her speak ? is she shrill

tongu'd or low ?

Aless. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is

low voic'd. [her long.

Cleo. That's not so good:—^he cannot like

Char. Like her ! O Isis ! 'tis im.possible.

Cleo. I think so, Charmian : dull of tongue

and dwarfish !

—

What majesty is in her gait ? Remember,
If e'er tliou look'dst on majesty.
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Mess. She creeps,

—

llcr notion and her station are as one ;

She shows a body rather than a life,

A statue than a breather.

Cicj. Is this certain ?

Mess. Or I have no observance.

Ckar. Three in Eg)-pt

Cannot mal:e better note.

Ceo. He's ver}' knowini;

;

1 do perceive 't :^there 's nothing in her yet :

—

The f^ellow has good judgment.
Chiif. Fxcellent.

Cko. Guess at her years, F pr'ythec.

/\Icss. Madam.
Sh,' was a widow.

C/eo. Widow !—Charmian, hark
'

iMcii. And I do thinlc she 's tliirty.

Cko. Bear'st thou her face in mind.? is't

long or round ?

3Tcss. Round even to fauitiness.

Cw. for the most part, too, they are foolish

that are so.

—

Ilcr hair, what colour?

iMcrs. Brown, madam : and her forehead

As low as she would wish it.

Cu'P. There 's gold for thee.

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill ;

—

I will employ thee back again ; I find thee

Most fit for business : go make thee ready ;

Our letters are prepar'd. [Exit Messenger.
Ckar. A proper man.
Cko. Indeed, he is so : 1 repent me much

That so I harried him. ^^^^y, methinks, by him
Tiiis creature 's no such thing.

C/r.ir. Nothing, madam.
C'c'o. The man hath seen some niajcsl)-, and

sliould know.
Cher. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend,

And ser\-ing you so long !

Cko. I have one thing more to ask him yet,

good Charmian :

But 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me
Where I will write. All may be well enough.

Char. I warrant you, madam. S^Exetait.

ScENii IV.

—

Athens. A Room in

Antony's House.

Eiilcr Antony and Octavia.

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,

—

That were excusable, that and thousands more
Of semblable import,—but he hath wag'd
New wars 'gainst Pompey ; made his will, and

read it

To public ear : [not
Spoke scanily of me : when perforce he could
But i^ay me terms of honour, cold and sickly

He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me :

When the best hint was given him, he not look "t.

Or did it from his teeth.

Octa. O my good lord,

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe,

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady.

If this division chance, ne'er stood between,
Praymg for both parts :

Sure the good gods will mock me presently

When I shall pray, O, bless viy lord and
husband!

Undo that prayer, by crying out a.s loud,

O, bless viy brother! Husband win, win
brother.

Prays and destroys the prayer ; no midway
'Twixt these extremes at all.

Ant. Gentle Octavia,

Let your best love draw to that ponit which.

seeks

Best to preserve it : if I lose mine honour
I lose myself: better I were not jours
Than yours so branchless. But, as you re-

quested, [lady.

Yourself shall go between 's : the meantime,
I '11 raise the preparation of a w ar [hasti- ;

Shall stain your brother: make )-our soonest

So your desires are yours.

Octa. Thanks to my lord.

The Jove of power make me, most weak, most
weak, [be

\o\\x reconciler ! Wars 'tw'ixt you twain would
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men
Should solder up the rift. [begins,

Ant. When it appears to you where this

Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults

Can never be so equal that your love

( 1 equally move with them. Provide your

going

;

[cost

Choose your own company, and command what
\Vnir heart has mind to. \_Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Athens. Another Room in

Antony's House.

Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting,

Eno. H'jw now, friend Eros I

Eros. There 's strange news come, sir.

Eno. What, man ? [upon Pompey,
Eros. C'esar and Lepidus have made wars
Eno. This is old : what is the success ?

Eros. C:*;sar, having made use of him in the

wars 'gainst Pompey, presently denied him
rivality ; would not let him partake in the glory

of the action : and not resting here, accuses

him of letters he had formerly wrote to Pom-
pey ; upon his own appeal seizes him : so the

poor third is up, till death enlarge his confine.
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Eno. Then world, thou hast a pair of chaps,

no more

;

And throw between them all the food thou hast,

They'll grind the one the other, Where's
Antony ? [spurns

Eros. He 's walking in the garden—thus ; antl

The rush that lies before him ; cries, Fool
Lepidus !

And threats the throat of that his officer

That murder'd Pompey.
Etio. Our great navy 's rigg'd.

Eros. For Italy and Ccesar. More, Domitius

;

My lord desires you presently : my news
I might have told hereafter.

Eno. 'Twill be naught :

But let it he.—Bring me to Antony.
Eros. Come, sir. \Exeun!.

Scene VI.—Rome. A Room in C/Esar's
House.

Enter C/€;sAR, Agriita, <7«^/ Mec.-t.xas.

Cits. Contemning Rome, he has done all

this, and more,
In Alexandria : here 's the manner oft :

—

I' the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd,

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold
^Vere publicly enthron'd : at the feet sat

C:v.sarion, whom they call my father's son,

Aad all the unlawful issue that their lust [her

Since then hath made between them." Unto
He gave the 'stablishment of Egypt ; made her
Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,
Absolute queen.

Mec. This in the public eye ?

Cc3s» V the common show-place, where they

exercise.

His sons he there proclaim'd the kings ofkings

:

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia
lie gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign'd

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : she
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis [ence,

That day appcar'd ; and oft before gave audi-

As 'lis reported, so.

JMcc. Let Rome be thus

Inform'd.

Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence

Already, will their good thoughts call from him.

Cces. The people know it : and have now
recoiv'd

His accusations.

Agr. Wlio does he accuse ?

Cczs. Cjesar : and that, having in Sicily

Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated him
I lis part o' the isle : then does he say he lent me
Some shipping, unrestor'd : lastly, he frets

That Lepidus of the triumvirate

Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain
All his revenue.

Agr. Sir, this should be answer'd.
Cces. 'Tis done already, and the messenger

gone.

I have told him Lepidus was grown too cruel ;

That he his high authority abus'd.

And did deserve his change : for what I have
conquer'd

I grant him part ; but then, in his .\rmenia
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I

Demand the like.

Mec. He '11 never yield to that.

Cocs. Nor must not, then, be yielded to in this.

Enter OcTAViA, -wilh her Train.

Octa. Hail, Cresar, and my lord ! hail, most
dear Ccesar !

Civs. That ever I should call thee castaway !

Octa. You have not call'd me so, nor have
you cause. [come not

C(es. Why have you stol'n upon us thus ? You
Like Ca'sar's sister : the wife of Antony
Should have an army for an uihcr, and
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach
Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way
Should have borne men ; and expectation

fainted,

Longing for what it had not ; nay, the dust

Should have ascended to the roof of heaven,

Rais'd by your populous troops : but you are

come
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented

The ostentation cf our love, which left unshown
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you
By sea antl land ; supplying every stage

With an augmented greeting.

Octa. Good my lord,

To come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it

On my free-will. My lord, Mark Antony,
Hearing that you prepar'd for v/ar, acquainted

My grieved ear wilhal : whereon I bcgg'd

II is pardon for return.

Cces. ^\^lich soon he granted,

Being an obstruct 'tween his lust and him.

Octa. Do not say so, my lord.

Cces. I have eyes upon him,
And his affairs come .< me on the wind.

Where is he now ?

Octa. iMy lord, in Athens.

Cies. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleo-

patra [empire

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his

Up to a whore ; who now are levying [bled

The kings o' the earth for war : he hath assem-

Bocchus, the king of Libya ; Archelaus

Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king
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Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas ;

King RIalchus of Arabia ; King of Pont

;

Ilerod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king

Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amynlas,
The kings of Mede and Lycaonia, with a
More larger list of sceptres.

Oda. Ay me, most wretched,

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends

That do atHict each other !

CtES. Welcome hither

;

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth,

Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart

:

Be you not~troubled with the time, which drives

O'er your content these strong necessities

;

But let determin'd things to destiny

I [old unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome

;

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd

Beyond the mai k of thought : and the high gods,

To do you justice, make their ministers

Ol us arid those that love you. Best of comfort

;

And ever welcome to us.

Agr. Welcome, lady.

Mec. Welcome, dear madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you :

Only the adulterous Antony, most large

111 liis abominations, turns you off;

And gives his potent regiment to a trull

Tliat noises it against us.

Octa. Is it so, sir ? [you
CtTS. Most certain. Sister, welcome : pray

Be ev«r known to patience : my dear'st sister !

\^Exeuiit.

Scene VII.

—

Antony's Caw/ near the

Promontory ofActium.

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus.

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not.

Eno. But why, why, why? [wars,

Cko. Thou hast forspoke my being in these

.-\nd say'st it is not fit.

Eno. Well, is it, is it?

Cleo. If not denounc'd against us, why
should not we

Be there in person ?

Eno. [Aside.] Well, I could reply :

—

If we should serve with horse and mares to-

gether [bear

The horse were merely lost ; the mares would
A soldier and his horse.

C/eo. What is 't you say ?

£uo. Your presence needs must puzzle

Antony

;

[time.

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from 's

What should not then be spar'd. He is already

Traduc'd tor levity : and 'tis said in Rome

That Photinus an eunuch and your maids
Manage this war.

Cteo. Sink Rome, and their tongues rot

That speak against us i A charge we bear i'

the war,
And, as the president of my kingdom, will

Appear there for a man. Speak not against it

;

I will not stay behind.

Eno. Nay, I have done.

Here comes the emperor.

Etiter Antony and Canwivs.

Ant. Is it not strange, Canidius,
Tliat from Tarentum and Brundusium
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea,

And take in Toryne?—You have heard on't,

sweet ?

C/eo. Celerity is never more admir'd
Than by the negligent.

A7zt. A good rebuke.

Which might have well becom.e the best of men
To taunt at slackness.—Canidius, we
Will fight with him by sea.

C/eo. By sea! what else?

Can. Why will my lord do so?

Ant. For that he dares us to 't.

Eno. So hath mylord dar'dhim tosinglefight.

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia,

WTiere Caesar fought with Pompey: but these

offers,

Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off;

And so should you.

Eno. Your ships are not well mann'd

:

Your mariners are muleteers, reapers, people

Ingross'd by swift impress ; in Caesar's fleet

Are those that often have 'gainst Pompey
fought

:

Their ships are yare ; yours heavy : no disgrace

Shall fall you for refusing him at sea,

Being prepar'd for land.

Ant. By sea, by sea.

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throv/

away
The absolute soldiership you have by land

;

Distract your army, which doth most consist

Of war-mark'd footmen ; leave unexecuted
Y ar own renov/ned knowledge ; quite forego

The way which promises assraance ; and
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard

From firm security.

Ant. I '11 fight at sea.

C/eo. I have sixty sails, Ccesar none belter.

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn ;

And, with the rest full-mann'd, from the head
of Actium

Beat the approaching Ca?sar. But if we fail

We then can do 't at land.
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Enter a Messenger.

Thy business?

Mesi. The news is true, rny lord ; he ^ is

descried

;

Caesar has taken Tor>'ne. [possible ;

Ant. Can he be there in person? 'tis iin-

Strange that his power should be.—Canidius,

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land,

And our twelve thousand horse.—We'll to our
ship:

Away, my Thetis

!

Enter a Soldier.

Mow now, worthy soldier?

Sold. O noble emperor, do not fig'nt by sea;

Trust not to rotten planks : do you misdoubt
This sword and these my wounds? Let the

E<T)'ptians

And the rhoenicians go a-ducking; : we
Have used to conquer standing on the earth

And fighting foot to foot.

Ant. Well, well:—away.
[Exeunt Ant., Cleo., fl;zif Eno.

Sold. By Hercules, I think I am i' the right.

Can. Soldier, tbou art : but his whole action

grows
Not in the power on 't : so our leader 's led.

And we are women's men.
Sold. You keep by land

The legions and the horse whole, do you not?

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcius Justeius,

Publicola, and Ca^lius are for sea

:

But we keep whole by land. This speed of

Caesar's

Carries beyond belief.

Sold. While he was yet in Rome
His power went out in such distractions as

Beguil'd all spies.

Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you?
Sold. They say one Taurus.

Can. Well I know the man.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The emperor calls Canidius.

Catu With news the time 's with labour : and
throes forth

Each minute some. [Exeunt.

Scene VIIL —A Plain mar Actium.

Enter C.-es.vr, Taurus, Offi,cers, andothsrs.

Cess. Taurus,

—

Taur. My lord?

Cas. Strike not by land; keep whole; pro-

voke not battle

Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed

The prescript of this scroll : our fortune lies

Upon this jump. \^Ejieunt.

Scene IX.

—

Artotherpart of the Plain.

Enter ANTONY and Enobarbus.

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon side o'

the hill,

In eye of C<35sar's battle; from which place

We may the number of the ships behold,

And so proceed accordingly. \Exeun!.

Scene X.

—

Another part ofthe Plain.

Efiter Canidius, marching with his land
.A.rmy 07ieway ; a«<^ Taurus, the Lieutenant

of C^-SAR, with his Army, the other ivay.

After their going in, is heard the noise of a
sea-fight.

Alarum. Enter Enobakbus.

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught ! I can be-

hold no longer

:

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral,

With all their sixty, fly and turn the rudder

:

To see 't mine eyes are blasted.

Enter ScARUS.

Scar. Gods and goddesses.

All the whole synod of them !

Etio. What 's thy passion ?

Scar. The greater can tie of the world is lost

With very ignorance ; we have kiss'd away
Ivingdoms and provinces.

Eno. How apf)ears the fight?

Scar. On our side like the token'd pestilence,

Wliere death is sure. Yon ribaudred nag of

Egypt,—
^

[fight,

V\Tiom leprosy o'ertake!—? the midst o' the

When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd.

Both as the same, or rather ours the elder,—
The breese upon her, hke a cow in June,

—

Hoists sails and flies.

Etio. That I beheld

:

[not

Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could

Endure a further view.

Scar. She once being loof'd

The noble ruin of her magic, Antony,
Claps on hissea-wing, and, like a doting mallard.

Leaving the fight in height, flies after htr

:

I never saw an action of such shame

;

Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before

Did violate so itself.

Eno. Alack, alack

!

Enter Canidius.

Can. Ovr fortune on the sea is out of breath,

And sinks most lamentably. Had our general
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Been what he knew himself, it had gone well

:

O, he has given example for our flight

Most grossly by his own

!

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts?

Why, then, good-night indeed.

Can, Towards Peloponnesus are they fled.

Scar. Tis easy to'tj and there I will attend

What further comes.
Can. To Csesar will I render

^^y legions and my horse ; six kings already

Siiow me the way of yielding.

Eno. I '11 yet follow

Tlie wounded chance of Antony, though my
reason

Sits in tlic wind against me. \_Exevfit.

SCiiNE XI.- -Alexandria.
Palace.

A Room in the

Enter Antony atid Attendants.

Ant. Hark ! the land bids me tread no more
upon 't,

—

[hither

:

It is asham'd to bear me I—Friends, come
J am so lated in the world that I

iiive lost my way for ever:-— I have a ship

I ;.den with gold, take that, divide it; fly.

And make your peace with Caesar.

All. Fly I not we.

Ant. I have fled myself, and have instructed

cowards [g'^ni'^' 5

To run and show their shoulders.—Friends, be

I have myself resolv'd upon a course

Which has no need of you; begone:
INiy treasure's in the harbour, take it.—O,
I foilow'd that 1 blush to look upon:
]VIy very hairs do mutiny; for the white
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them
For fear and doting.—Friends, be gone: you

shall

Have letters from me to some friends that will

Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not

sad,

Nor make replies of loathness : take the hint

Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left

WTiich leaves itself : to the sea-side straightway

:

I will possess you of that ship and treasure.

Leave me, I pray, a little: pray you now:

—

Nay, do so; for, indeed, I have lost command,
Therefore I pray you :—I '11 see you by and by.

\Sits do-wn.

Enter CLEOPATRA, led by Charmian and
Iras, 'E,i<os/ollo7vlng.

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him,—com-
fort him.

Iras. Do, most dear queen.

Char. Do 1 why, what clise?

Cfeo. Let me sit down. O Juno I

Ant, No, no, no, no, no.

Eros. See you here, sir?

Ant. O lie, fie, tie !

C'uir. Madam,

—

Iras. Madam, O good empress,

—

Eros, Sir, sir,

—

Ant, Yes, my lord, yes;—he at PhilippI

kept

His sword e'en like a dancer ; while I struck

The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and 'twas I

That the mad Brutus ended ; he alone

Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had
In the brave squares of war: yet now—no

matter.

Cleo. Ah, stand by.

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen.
Jras, Go to him, madam, speak to him:

He is unqualitied with very .shame.

Cleo. Well then,—sustain me:—O !

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen ap-

proaches :

Her head's declin'd, and death will seize her,

but
Vour comfort make the rescue.

Ant, I have offended reputation,—
A most unnoble swerving.

Eros. Sir, the queen. [??e
Ant, O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt?

How I convey my shame out of thine eyes

I'y looking back, what I have left behind
'.Stro/d in dishonour.

Cleo, O my lord, my lord,

Forgive my fearful sails ! i little thought

You would have foilow'd.

Ant. Egyptj thou knew'st too well

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings.

And thoushouldst tow me after: o'er my spirit

Thy full supremacy thou knew'st, and that

Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods
Com.mand me.

Cleo. O, my pardon

!

Ant, Now I must
To the young man send humble treaties, dodge
And palter in the shiJ ts of lowness ; v.'ho

With half the bulk o' the world play'd as I

pleas'd,

Making and marring fortunes. You did know
I low much you were my conqueror; and that

My sword, made weak by my affection, would
Obey it on all cause.

Cleo. Pardon,*pardon!
A fit. Fall not a tear, I say ; o..e of them rates

All that is won and lost: give me a kiss;

Even this repays me.—V/e sent our school-

master ;

Ts he come back?—Love, I am full oi lead.

—
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Some wine, wiihin there, and our viands !

—

Fortune knows
We scorn her most when most she offers blows.

Scene XII.

—

Cesar's Cawp in Egypt. '

E)lter C-'ESAR, DOLABELLA, THYREUS,
and others.

CcBS. Let him appear that 's come from An-
tony.—

Know you him?
Dol. Cassar, 'tis his schoohnaster

:

An argument that he is phick'd, when hither

lie sends so poor a pinion of his wing,
Which had superfluous kings for messengers
Iifot many moons gone by.

Enter EurHRONius.

C(ES. Aj^proach, and speak.

Eup. Such as I am, I coine from Antony

:

I was of lale as pettj' to his ends
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf

To his grand sea.

Ci^s. Be 't SO! declare thine office.

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted,

He lessens his requests; and to thee sues

To let him breathe between the heavens and
earth,

A private man in Athens : this for him.
Next, Cleopatra docs confess thy greatness

;

Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.

Cces. For Antony,
I have no ears to his request. The queen
Of audience nor desire shall fail ; so she

From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend,

Or take his life there : this if she perform
Siie shall not sue unheard. So to them both.

Eup. Fortune pursue thee !

Cms. Bring him through the bands.

\Exit EUPHRONIUS.
To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time : despatch j

From Antony win Cleopatra: promise,

[71?Thyr.
And in our name, what she requires ; add more.
From thine invention, offers: women are not

In their best fortunes strong; but want will

perjure

The ne'er-touch'd vestal : try thy cunning.
Thyreus

;

Iilake thine own edict for thy pains, which we
Will answer as a law.

Thyr. Cnesar, I go.

Cess. Observe how Antony becomes his (law,

And what thou think'st his very action speal:3

In every power that moves.
Thyr. Cajsar, I shall. [Exeunt.

Scene XIII.

—

Alexandria. A Room in

the Palace.

Enter CLEOPATRA, Enobarbus, Charmtan,
and Iras.

Cleo. WTiat shall we do, Enobarbus?
Eno. Think, and die.

CIco. Is Antony or we in fault for this ?

E>io. Antony only, that would make his v/ill

Lord of his reason. What though you fled

From that great face of war, whose several ranges
Frighted each other? why should he follow?

The itch of his affection should not tlien

Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point.

When half to half the world oppos'd, he being
The mered question : 'twas a shame no less

Than was his loss to course your flying flags

And leave his navy gazing.

Cleo. Pr'ythee, peace.

Enter Antony, with Eupiiro-mus.

Ant. Is that his answer ?

Eup. Ay, my lord.

Ant. The queen shall tiien have courtesy, so

she
Will yield us up.

Eup. He says so.

A7it. Let her know 't.

—

To the boy Cresar send this grizzled head-

And he will fill thy wishes to the brim
With principalities.

Cleo. That head, my lord?

Ant. To him again : tell him he wears the rose

Of youth upon him ; from which the world
sliouid note

Something particular : his coins, ships, legions,

May be a coward's ; whose ministers would
prevail

Under the service of a child as soon [fore

As i' the command of Ccesar : I dare him there-

To lay his gay comparisons apart.

And answer me declin'd, sword against sword.

Ourselves alone. I'll write it: follow me.

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronius.
Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caaar

will

Unstate his happiness, and be stag'd to the

show
Against a sworder.—I see men's judgments are

A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward

Do draw the inward quality after them,

To suffer all alike. That he should dream,

Knowing all measures, the full Cffisar wiU
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An:5v/er his emptiness !—Ccesar, thou hast sub-

du'd

His judgment too.

Eider an Attendant.

Att. A messenger from C?esar.

Cleo. What, no more ceremony ?—See, my
women !

—

[nose

Against the blown rose may they stop their

Tiiat kneel'd unto the buds.—Admit him, sir.

\Exit Attendant.

Eno. [Asz'de.] Mine honesty and I begin to

square.

^'hc loyalty well held to fools does make
Gui- faith mere folly:—yet he that can endure
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord

Does conquer him that did his master conquer,

And earn a place i' the story.

Enter Thyreus.

\CI.eo, Cesar's wi!i ?

Thyr. Hear it apart,

CIco. None but friends : say boldly.

Thyr. So, haply, are they Ii lends to Antony.
E)io. lie needs as many, sir, as C^sar has ;

Or needs not us. If Qesar please, our master

V\'ill leap to be his friend : for us, you know
Whose he is v e are, and that is Cx-sar's.

Thyr. So.

—

Thus then, thou most renown'd : Qrsar entreats

Not to consider in wliat case thou sland'st,

Further than he is Caisar.

Cleo. Go on : right royal.

Thyr. He knows that you embrace not Auitony

As you did love, but as you fear'd him.

Cleo. O ! [he

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore,

Does pity, as constrained blemishes,

Not as deserv'd.

Cleo. He is a god, and knows
VNTiat is most right : minehonour was not yielded.

But conqucr'd m.erely.

Eno. \_Ande.\ To be sure of that,

I will ask Antony.—Sir, sir, thou art so leaky

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for

Thy dearest quit thee. \^Exit.

Thyr. Shall I say to Cxsar
What you require of him ? for he partly begs
To be desir'd to give. It much would please him
That of his fortunes you should make a staff

To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits

To hear from nie you had left Antony,
And put yourself under his shroud, who is

The universal limdlord.

Cleo. Wliat 's your name ?

Thyr. Ify name is Th)Teiis.

Cko. Most kind messenger,

Say to great Cixsar this:—in deputation ••

I kiss his conquering hand : tell him I am prompt
To lay my crown at 's feet, and there to kneel:

Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear

The doom of Egypt.
Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course.

Wisdom and fortune combating tcgether,

If that the former dare but v.hal it can.

No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on your hand.
Cleo. Your C:c:;ri.r's father

Oft, when he halh mus'd of lakmg kingdoms
in,

Bostow'd his lips on that us.v. uril:y place,

As it rain'd kisses.

Re-enter ANTONY and Enopareus.

Ant. Favours, by Jove iluit thunders !—

•

What art thou, fellow?

Thyr. One that Imt performs

The bidding of the fullest man, ar^d worthiest
\

To have command obey'd.

E)io. \_Aside.\ You w ill be whippM,
Ant. Approach there !—A}, you kite !— N;l\^,

gods and devils ! \_IIj t

Authority melts from me : of late, when I critd,
Like boys unto a muss, kings would start fonh
A^^ crj,Yoi{r -ujiin Have yoi; no cars i" lain

A Titony yet.

Enter Attendants.

Take hence this Jack ar:d whip l-.im-

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's wluip
Than with an old one dying. . ..

An!. Moon and stars !

Wlrip him.—Were'l twenty of the greatest tri-

butaries

That do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them
So saucy with the hand of she here,—what '3

her name
Since she was Cleopatra?—Wliip him, fellows,

Till, like a boy, you see hinr cringe his face.

And whine aloud for mercy : tP.ke him hence.

Thyr. Mark Antony,

—

Ant. Tug him away: being whipp'd,

Bring him again.—This Jacl; of C.'.-sar's shall

Bear us an errand to him.

—

\^Exeunt Attend, with TiiVR.

You were half blasted ere I knew you.—Ha 1

Have I my pillow left unpress'd in Rome,
Forborne the getting of a lawful race,

And by a gem of women, to be abus'd

By one that looks on feeders ?

Cleo. Good my lord,-^

Ant. You have been a boggier ever :—

But when wc in our vicioUbi-nr-s j;row hard,—
;

O misery oa 't I—ibe wise god, seal our eyes|
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In our own filth drop our clear judgments ;

make us

Adore our errors ; laugh at 's, while we strut

To our confusion.

Cleo. O, is 't come to this ?

Ant. I found you as a morse! cold upon
Dead Oesar's trencher ; nay, you were a frag-

ment
Of Cneius Pompey's ; besides what hotter hours,

Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have
Luxuriously piclc'd out :—for I am sure, [be,

Though you can guess what temperance should

You know not what it is.

Cleo. Wherefore is this ?

Ani. To let a fellow that will take rewards,

And say, God quit you! be familiar with

My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal

And piighter of high hearts !—O that I were
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar

The horned herd ! for I have savage cause ;

And to proclaim it civilly were like

A halter'd neck which does the hangman thank

lor being yare about him.

Re-enter Attendants with TiiYRKtrs.

Is he whipp'd ?

I Att. Soundly, my lord.

Ant. Cried he ? and begg'd he pardon ?

I Att. He did ask favour.

Ant. If that thy father live, let ' im repent
Thou wast not made his daugluer; and be thou

sorry

To follow CiKsar in his triumph, since

Thou hast been whipp'd lor following him :

henceforth

The white hand of a lady fever thee,

Shake thru to look on 't.—Get thee back to

C;esar,

Tell him thy entertainment : look thou say
lie makes me angry with hiin ; for he seems
Proud and disdainful, harping on what I am,
Not what he knew I was: he makes me angry;
And at this time most easy 'tis to do't,

When mygood stars, that were my former guides.

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires

Into the a'oysni of hell, li he mislike

My speech r.nd what is done, tell him he has
llipparch\is, my enfranchis'd bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture,

As he shall like, to quit me : urge it thou :

Hence with IJiy stripes, be gone.

{^Exit Thyreus.
Cleo. Have you done yet ?

Aiit. Alack, our terrene moon
Is now eclips'd ; and it portends alone
Tbcfall of Antony !

Cki?. I must stay his time.

Ani. To flatter Cajsar, would you mingle eyes
With one that ties his points ?

Cleo. Not know me yet ?

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ?

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so.

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail.

And poison it in the source; and the first stone
Drop in my neck : as it determines, so

Dissolve my life ! The next Ca?sarion smite 1

Till, by degrees, the niemoiy of my womb.
Together with my brave Egyptians all.

By the disoandying of this pelleted storm,

Lie gravele.-,s,—liil the files and gnats of Nile

I lave buried them for prey !

Ant. I am satisfied.

Ciesar sits down in Alexandria ; where
I will oppose Ills fate. Our force by land

Hath nobly held : our severd navy too

Have knit again, and lleet, threat'ning most
sea-like. [hear, lady?

Where hast thou been, my heart ?—Dost thou

If from the field I shall return once more
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood

:

I and my sword will earn our ciironicle :

There 's hope in't yet.

Cleo. That 's my brave lord !

A)it. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted,

breath 'd,

And fight maliciously : for when mine hours

Were nice and lucky, men cid ransom lives

0( me for jests ; but now I '11 set my teeth,

And send to darkness all that stop me.—Come,
Let 's have one other gaudy night : call to n.e

All my sad captains, fill our bowls; once more
Let 's mock the midnight bell.

Cleo. It is my birthday.

I had thought to have held it poor ; but since

my lord

Is Antony again I will be Cleopatra.

Ant. We will yet do well.

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord-

Ant. Do so ; we '11 speak to them : and to-

night I '11 force

The wine peep through their scars.—Come on,

my queen ;

There 's sap in 't yet. The next time I do fight

I '11 make death love me ; for i will contend

Even with his pestilent scythe.

\^Exeunt all but Exo.
Euo. Now he '11 oulstare the lightning. To

be furious

Is to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood

j

The dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still

j
A diminution in our captain's brain

! Restores his heart : when valour preys on reason

! It cats the sword it fights with. I will seel;

J
Some way to leave him. yR.<'t,
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ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Caesar's Camp at Alexandria.

Enter C/ESAr reading c letter ; Agkiita,
Mec/enas, and others.

Cces. He calls me boy ; and chides as he had
power

To beat me out of Egypt ; my messenj^er

He haih wliipp'd wiih rods ; dares me to per-

sonal combat,
G-Esar to Antony :— let the old ruffian know
I have many other ways to die ; meantime
Laui^h at his challenge.

l^^ec. Cresar must think,

When one so great begins to rage, he 's hunted
Even to failing. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of his distraction :—never anger
Jtiade good guard for itself.

Cas. Let our best heads
Know that to-morrow the last of many battles
\N e mean to fight.—Within our files there are,
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late,

Enough to fetch him in. See it done :

And feast the army ; we have store to do 't.

And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony

!

\_Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the

Palace.

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbos,
Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and others.

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domilius.
E>io. No.
Ant. Wliy should he not ? [fortune,
Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better

He is twenty men to one.
Ant. To-morrow, soldier,

By sea and land I 'II fight : or I will hve.
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood
Shall make it live again. Woo 't thou fight well ?

Em. i '11 strike, and cry. Take all.

Ant. Well said ; come on.

—

Call forth my household servants : let 's to-night
Be bounteous at our meaL—

Enter Servants.

Give me thy hand,
Thou hast been rightly honest ;—so hast thou ;

—

Thou,—and thou,—and thou;—you have serv'c
me well,

And kings have been your fellows.

Cko. [Aside to Eno'.] What means this?
En^. [Aside to Cleo.] Tis one of those odd

iricks which sorrow shoou
Out of the mind.

Ant. And thou art honest too.
I wish I could be made so many men.
And all of you clapp"d up together in

An Antony, that I might do you service
So good as you have done.

i^crv. The gods forbid t

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me tct.

night

:

Scant not my cups ; and make as nviich of me
As when mine empire was your fellov/ loo.

And suffer'd my command.
Cleo. {Aside to Eno.] What does he mean?
Eno. {Aside to Cleo.] To make hisfollowtis

weep.
Ant.

_

Tend me to-night

;

May be it is the period of your duty:
Haply you shall not see me more ; or if,

A mangled shadow : perchance to-morrow
Vou '11 serve another master. I look on you
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest

friends,

I turn you not away ; but, like a master
Married to your good ser\ace, stay till death:
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no mure.
And the gods yield you for 't !

Eno. What mean you, sir,

To give them this discomfort? Look, iheyweep;
And J, an ass, am onion-ey'd : for shame,
Transform us not to women.

Ant. Ho, ho, ho !

Now the witch take me, if I meant it ihus !

Grace grow where those drops fall ! My
hearty friends,

Vou take me in too dolorous a sense ; f j'ou

For I spake to you for your comfort,—did desire
To burn this night with torches : know, my

hearts,

I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you
Where rather I '11 expect victorious hie

Than death and honour. Let 's to supper

;

come.
And drown consideration. {Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

Alexandria. Before the Palace.

Enter two Soldiers to their guard.

1 Sold. Brother, good-night : to-morrow is

the day. [well.

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you
,

Heard you of nothing strange about the streets?

1 Sold. Nothing. Wnat news? [to you.

2 .'^old. Belike 'tis but a rumour. Good-night
1 Sold. Well, sir, good-night.

Enter two other Soldiers.

2 Sold. Soldiers, iiavs careful watch.

3 Sold. And you. Good-night, good-night.

i {The first two place themselves at their £vSiS.
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4 SoM. Here we : [ The third and fourth

take their posts. \ and if to-morrow

Our r.civy thrive, I have an absolute hope

Our landmen will stand up.

3 Sold. 'Tis a brave army,

And full of purpose.

\_Music as of hautboys jnider the Stage.

4 Sold. Peace, what noise ?

1 Sold. List, list

!

^Sold. Hark!
I Sold, Music i' the air,

3 Sold. Under the earth.

4 Sold. It signs well, does it not ?

3 Sold. No.
I Sold. Peace, I say !

What thould this mean ? [lov'd,

r. Sold. 'Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony
In )\7 leaves him.

1 Sold. Walk ; let 's see if other watchmen
Do hear what we do.

[They advance to another post.

2 Sold. How now, masters !

Soldiers. [Speaking together.^ How now !

I] jw nov/ ! do you hear this ?

I So'd. Ay ; is 't not strange ?

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters? do you hear.?

I Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have
quarter ;

Let 's see how 't will give off.

Soldiers. [Speaking together.'\ Content. 'Tis

strange. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the

Palace.

Enter Ki^-vo^-st aW Cleopatra ; Charmian,
Iras, and others attending.

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros !

Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck.—Eros, come j mine
armour, Eros !

Enter Eros with armotir.

Como, good fellow, put mine iron on.

—

If forluae i)e not ours to-day, it is

Because we brave her.—Come.
Cleo. Nay, I '11 help too.

What's this for?

4nt. Ah, let be, let be ! thou art

1 he armourer of my heart. False, false; this,

this.

Cleo. Soolh, la, I '11 help : thus it must be.
A7tt.

_
Well, well ;

We shall thrive now.—Seest thou, my good
fellow?

Go put en thy defcHces.
Ercs. Briefly, sir.

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ?

Ant. Rarely, rarely;

lie that unbuckles this, till we do please

To doff't lor our repose, shall hear a storm.

—

Thou fumblest, Eros; and my queen 's a squire

More tight at this than thou: despatch.—

O

love, [knew'st

That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and
The royal occupation ! thou shouldst see

A workman in 't.

—

Enter an Officer, armed.

Good-morrow to thee ; welcome :

Thou look'st like him that knows a warlike

charge :

To business that we love we rise betime,

And go to 't with delight.

Off. A thousand, sir,

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim,

And at the port expect you.

[Shout. Flourish o/ Trumpets within.

Enter other Officers and Soldiers.

2 Off. The morn is fair.—Good-morrow,
general.

All. Good-morrow, general.

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads

:

This morning, like the spirit of a youth
That means to be of note, begins betimes*

—

So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; wcl

.

said.

—

Fare thee Vv'ell, dame, whate'er becomes OaT.13 ;

This is a soldier's kiss : rebukable, [ICzsses hcr»

A.nd worthy shameful check it were^ to stand

On more mechanic compliment ; I '11 leave thee

Now, like a man of steel.—You that will fight.

Follow me close ; I '11 bring you to't.—Adieu.

[Exeunt K^T., Ekos, Officers, awif Soldiers.

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber.

Cleo. Lead me.

lie goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar

might
Determine this great war in single fight

!

Then, Antony,—but now—Well, on.

[Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

Antony's Camp near Alexandria.

Trumpets sound zvithin. Enter Antony and
Eros ; a Soldier meeting them.

Sold. The gods make this a happy day ta

Antony I

Ant. Would thou and those thy scars had onc3

prevail'd

To make me fight at land !

Sold. Iladst thou done SO

i 1 iie kings that have revolted, and the soldier
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That has this morning left thee, would have still

Fullow'd thy heels,

Aiit, \Mio 's gone this morning ?

Sold. Who.
One ever near thee : call for Enobarbus,
lie shall not hear thee ; or from Ccesar's camp
Say, Iam none of thine.

Aiif. Vsl:!at say'st thou ?

Sold. Sir,

lie is \viih Coesar.

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure

He has not wiUi l;im.

Ant. Is he gone ?

Sold. Most certain.

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; do
it;

Detain no jot, I charge thee ; write to him,

—

I will subscribe,—gentle adieus and greetings ;

Say that I wish he never find more cause

To change a master.—O, my fortunes have
Corrupted .lonest men!—Eros, despatch.

\_Exeiint.

ScE.xr VI.

—

C.T,sar's Camp before Alexandria.

Flourish. Enter C^s.AR, "with Agripp.-\,

Enobarbus, and others.

Cccs. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight:

Our v.ill is Antony be took alive ;

Make it so known.
Agr. C^sar, I .shall. {Exit.

Cc€s. The time of universal peace is near :

Prove this a prosperous day, th.e threc-nook'd

world
Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a ilessengcr.

Jl/ess. Ant&ny
Is come into the field.

des. Go charge Agrippa
riant those that have revolted in the van.

That Antony may seem to spend his fury

Upon himself. [Exennt C.'T.-'AR andhis Tram.
Eno, Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jc\\ ry

On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade

Great Herod to incline himself to Cxsar,

And leave his master Antony: for this pains

C.TSsar hath hang'd him. Canidius, and the rest

That fell away, have entertainment, but

No honourable trust. I have done ill

;

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely

That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier ^C^sar's.

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony
Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with

iiis bounty overplus: the messenger

Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now
Unloading of his mules.

Eno. I give it you.

Sold. Mock not, Eiiobarbus.

I tell you true: best you saf'd the bringer

Out of the host ; I must attend mine ofiice,

Or would have done't myself. Your emperor
Continues still a Jove. \Exit.

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth,

.Vnd feel I am so most. O Antony, [paid

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have
My better service, when my turpitv.de

Thou dost so crown with gold ! This blov^ s my
heart

:

If swift thought break it not, a sv.-ifter me;:n
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do "t.

I feel.

I fight against thee I—Xo: I will go seek
Some ditch wherein to die; the foul'st best fits

.My latter part of life. \^Exit.

SccxE \l\.— Field of Battle between the

Camps.

Alarum. Drums and triimt^ets. Enter
Ac. Klin'A and others.

Agr. Retire, we have ensjag'u ourse'vcs too
far

:

Cresar himself has work, and our oppression

Exceeds v. hat we expected. {Exiunt.

Alarum. Enter ANTONY, «-v</ScARUS
-a'ouniled.

Sear. O my brave emperor, tins is fougV.t

indeed !

ll;id we done so at first, we had driven tlicm

home
With clouts about their heads.

Ant. Thou bleed'st apace.

Sear. I had a v.'ound here that was like a T,
But now 'lis made an II.

Ant. They do retire.

Sear. We "II beat 'em into bench-holes: I hi-vc

yet

Room for six scotches more.

Enter Eros.

Eros. They are beaten, sir; and our advan-

tage serves

For a fair victory.

Sear. Let us score their backs,

.\nd snatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind:

'Tis sport to maul a runner.

.-/;//. I will reward thee

Once for thy spritely comfort, and tenfold

For thy good valour. Come thee on.

Sear, I 'U halt after. \Exe:inr.



PtS ANTONY AND CLKOPATRA. [act rv.

Scene VIII.— Under the Walls ofAlexandna.

Alarum. Eiiler An'TOH^ marching; SCARUS
and Forces.

Ant. We have beat him to his camp. Run
one Ijefore, [morrow,

And let the queen know of our gests.—To-
licfore the sun shall see us, we '11 spill tlie blood
That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all

;

For doughty-handed are you, and have fought

Not as you serv'd the cause, but as't had been

Each man's like mine; you have shown all

Hectors.

Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends,

Tell them your feats; whilst they with joyful

tears [kiss

V-/ash the congealment from your wounds, and
T!:e honour'd gashes whole.—Give me thyhand

;

{To SCARUS,

Enter Cleopatra, attended.

To this great fairy I '11 commend thy acts,

JIake her thanks bless thee. O thou day o'

the world, [all,

Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and
Through proof of harness to my heart, and there

Ride oa the pants triumphing.

Cleo. Lord of lords

!

O infinite virtue, com'st thou smiling from
The world's great snare uncaughl?

Ant, My nightingale,

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl

!

though grey [yet ha' we
Do something mingle with our younger brown;
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man

;

Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ;

—

Kiss it, my warrior : he hath fought to-day
As if a god, in hate of mankind, had
Destroy'd in such a shape.

Cleo. I'll give thee, friend,

An armour all of gold; it was a king's.

Ant. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled
Like holy Phoebus' car.—Give me thy hand :

Through Alexandria make a jolly march ;

Bear our hack'd targets like the men that owe
them

:

Had our great palace the capacity
To camp this host, we all would sup together.

And drink carouses to tlie next day's fate,

\\niich promises royal peril.—Trumpeters,
With brazen din blast you the city's ear;
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines;

"

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds
together,

Applauding our approach. \_ExeunL

Scene IX.

—

Caesar's Cam/).

Sentinels at their Post.

1 Sold. If we be not reliev'd wiihin this hour.

We must return to the court of guard: tiie

night

Is shiny; and they say we shall embattle
By the second hour i' the morn.

2 Sold. This last day was
A shrewd one to 's.

Enter Exobareus.

Eno. O, bear me witness, night.

—

3 Sold. Wliat man is this?

2 Sold. Stand close and list to him.
Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon,

\\Tien men revolted shall upon record

I5ear hateful memor)', poor Enobarbus did
Before thy face repent I

—

1 Sold. Enobarbus

!

3 Sold. Peace

!

Hark further.

Eno. O sovereign mistress oftrae melancholy.
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon

me.
That life, a very rebel to my will.

May hang no longer on me: throw my heart

Against the Hint and hardness of my fault

;

Which, being dried with grief, will break to

powder,

And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony,
Nobler than my revolt is infamous,

l'"orgive me in thine own particular;

But let the world rank me in register

A master-leaver and a fugitive

:

O Antony ! O Antony ! \_Dies.

2 Sold. Let 's speak
To him.

1 Sold. Let 's hear him, for the things he
speaks

May concern Ccesar.

3 Sold. Let 's do so. But he sleeps.

1 Sold. Swoons rather; lor so bad a prayei

as his

Was never yet fore sleep.

2 Sold. Go we to him.

3 Sold. Awake, sir, awake ; speak to us.

2 Sold. Hear you, sir?

I Sold. The hand of death hath raught him.

\Drums afar ojf.'\ Hark! the drums
Do merrily wake the sleepers. Let us bear

him
To the court of guard; he is of note : our hour

Is fully out.

3 Sold. Come on, then

;

lie may recover yet. \Exeunt with the body.
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Scene X.

—

Ground bctzvecn the two CaiJips.

Enter ANTONY a^if ScARUS, with Foices,

marching.

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea

;

Vve please them not by land.

Scar. For both, my lord.

Ant. I would they 'd fight i' the lire or i' the

air;

We 'd fight there too. But this it is ; our foot

Uix)n the hills adjoining to the city

Shall stay with us:—order for sea is given;

Tliey have put forth the haven:—forward now,
Where their appointment we may best discover.

And look on their endeavour. \Exeunt.

Scene XI.

—

Aticlher part of the Ground.

Enter C/ESAR, with his Forces, marching.

Cas. But being charg'd, we v.iil be still by

land,

\^^^ich, as I take 't, we shall ; for his best force

Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales,

And hold our best advantage. [^Exeutit.

Scene XII.

—

Another fart of the Ground.

Enter Antony and Scarus.

Ant. Yet they're not join'd : where yond
pine does stand

I shall discover all: I '11 bring thee word
Straight how 'tis like to go. [Exeunt.

Scar, Swallows have built

In Cleopatra's sails their nests : the augurers

Say they know not,—they cannot tell;—look

grimly.

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony
Is valiant and dejected; and, by starts.

His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear

Of what he has and has not.

{Alarum afar off, as at a sea-fight.

Re-enter Antony.

A?:!. All is lost

;

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me

:

My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; ar.d yonder
They cast their caps up, and carouse together

Like friends long lost.—Triple-turn'd whore !

'tis thou
Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart

Makes only wars on thee.—Bid them all fly;

For when I am reveng'd upon my charm,

I hare done alL—Bid them all fly; begone.

[Exit Scarus.
O tun, thy uprise shall I see no more

:

Fortune and Antony part here; even here

Do we shake hands.—All come to this !—The
hearts

That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets
On blossoming Ccesar ; and this pine is baik'd
That overtopp'd them alL Betray'd I am

:

O this false soul of Egypt ! this grave charm.
Whose eye beck'd forth my wars and call'd thcra

home

;

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,

—

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose,

Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss.

—

What, Eros, Eros I

Enter Cleotatra.

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt ?

C/eo. Way is my lord enrag'd against his love?
Ant. Vanish; or I shall give thee thy de-

serving, [thee.

And blemish Caesar's triumph. Let him tai<.e

And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians:
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot

Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown
For poor'st diminutives, for doits; and let

Patient Octavia plough thy visage up
With her prepared nails. [Exit Cleo.] 'Tis

well thou 'rt gone.

If it be well to live ; but better 'twere

Thou feil'st into my fury, for one death
Might have prevented many.—Eros, ho !

—

The shirt of Nessus is upon me: teach me,
Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage

:

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon}
And with those hands, that grasp'd the heaviest

club, [die:

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall

To the young Roman boy she hath sold me,
and I fall

Under this plot: she dies for't—Eros, ho !

[Exit.

Scene XIII.

—

Alexandria. A Koovi in

the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, .Iras, and
Mardian.

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is mors
mad [saly

Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thes-
Was never so emboss'd.

Char. To the monument

!

There lock yourself, and send him word you

are dead.

The soul and body rive not more in parting

Than greatness going oflf.

Cleo. To the monument!—

•

Mardian. go tell him I have slaiu myself;
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Say that the last I spoke was Antony,
And word it, pr'ythee, piteously : hence, Mar-

dianj

And bring me how he takes my death.

—

To the monument

!

\_Exennt^

Scene XIV.—Alexandria. Another Room.

Enter Antony and Eros.

A7it. Eros, thou yet behold'st me?
Eros. Ay, noble lord.

Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that's

dragonish ;

A vapour sometime like a bear or lion,

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock,

A forked mountain, or blue promontory
With trees upon't, that nod unto the world,
And mock our eyes with airi thou hast seen

these signs ;

They are black vesper's pageants.

Eros. Ay, my lord.

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with

a thought
Tlie rack dislimns ; and makes it indistinct.

As water is in water.

Eros. It does, my lord. [is

Ant. IMy good knave Eros, now thy captain
Even such a body: here I am Antony ;

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave.
I made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen,

—

Vv'hose heart I tlicught I had, for she had mine ;

Which, whilst it was mine, had annex'd unto't

A million more now lost,—she, Eros, has

Pack'd cards with Caesar, and false-play'd my
glory

Unto an enemy's triumph.

—

Kay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us
Ourselves to end ourselves.

—

Enter IMardian.

O, thy vile lady !

She has robb'd me of my sword.
Mar. No, Antony ;

My mistress lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled
"With thine entirely.

Ant. Ilencc, saucy eunuch ; peace !

She hath betray'd me, and shall die the death.

Mar. Death of one person can be paid but
once, [do

And that she has discharg'd : what thou wouldst
Is done unto thy hand : the last she spake
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony !

Then in the midst a tearing groan did break
The name of Antony ; it was divided
Between her heart and lips : she render'd life,

Thy name so buried in her.

Ant. Dead then ?

Alar, Dead.

Ant. Unarm, Eros ; the long day's task is

done, [safe

And we must sleep.—That thou depart'st hence
Does pay thy labour richly ; go.

\^Exit Mardian.
Off, pluck off;—

The sevenfold shield of Ajax cannot keep
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, mysidc^ !

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent.

Crack thy frail case !—Apace, Eros, apace.

—

No more a soldier.—Bruised pieces, go ;

You have beennobly borne.—From me awhile.

—

\^Exit Eros.
I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now
All length is torture.—Since the torch is out.

Lie down, and stray no further : now all labour

Mars what it does ; yea, very force entangles

Itself withstrength: seal then, and all is done.

—

Eros !—I come, my queen.—Eros !—stay i.-x

me

:

[hand.

Where souls do couch on flowers, we '11 hand in

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts

gaze :

Dido and her /Eneas shall want troops.

And all the haunt be ours.—Come, Eros, Eros

!

Re-enter Eros.

Eros. \Miat would my lord ?

A7it. Since Cleopatra died,

I have liv'd in such dishonour that the gods
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword
Quarter'd the world, and o'er green Neptune's

back
With ships made cities, condemn myself to lack

The courage of a woman ; less noble mind
Than she which by her death our Csesar tells,

/ aw con<jne7-or of myself. Thou art'sworn, Eros,

That, when the exigent should come,—which
now

Is come indeed—when I should see behind me
The inevitable prosecution of

Disgrace and horror, that, on my command.
Thou then wouldst kill me : do 't ; the time is

come :

Thou strik'st not me, 'tis Caesar thou defeat'st.

Put colour in thy cheek.

Eros. The gods withhold me !

Shall I do that which all llie Parthian darts,

Though enemy, lost aim, and could not ?

Ant. Eros,

Wouldst thou be window'd in great Rome, and
see

Thy master thus with pleach'd arms, bending
down

His corrigible neck, his icyc.c subdu'd

To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheel'd scat



SCENE XIV.] ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 92T

Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded

His baseness that ensu'd?

Eros. I would not see 't.

Ant. Come, then ; for with a wound I must
be cur'd. [worn

Draw that thy honest sword, wliich thou hast

Most useful for thy country.

Eros. O, sir, pardon me !

Ant. When I did make thee free, swor'st

thou not then

To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ;

Or thy precedent services are all

But. accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come.

E7-0S. Turn from me then that noble counten-

ance,

Wherein the worship of the whole world lies.

Ant, Lo thee ! \_Tjirningfrom him.

Eros. My sword is drawn.

Ant. Then let it do at once

The thing why thou hast drawn it.

Eros. My dear master,

My captain and my emperor, let me say,

Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell.

Ant. 'Tis said, man ;—and farewell, [now ?

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Siiall I strike

Ant. Now, Eros.

Eros. 'Wliy, there \\\(i\\\faUsonhissword\:—
thus do I escape the sorrow

Of Antony's death. \_Dies.

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself

!

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what [Eros

I should, and thou couldst not. My queen and
] lave, by their brave instruction, got upon me
A nobleness on record : but I will be

A bridegroom in my death, and run into 't

As to a lover's bed. Come, then ; and, Eros,

Thy master dies thy scholar : to do thus

\_Faning on his stvord.

I learn'd of thee. TIow ! not dead ? not dead?

—

T!ie guard, ho 1—O, despatch me !

Enter Dercetas and Guard.

1 Guard. What's the noise ?

Ant. I have done my work ill, friends : O,
make an end

Of what I have begun.

2 Guard. The star is fallen.

I Guard. And time is at his period.

All. Alas, and woe !

Ant. Let him that loves me, strike me dead.

1 Guard. Not L
2 Guard. Not L
3 Guard. Nor any one. \E.xeinit Guard.
Dcr. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers

fly. [iiigS)

This sword but shown to Ca;sar, with this tid-

Shall enter me with him.

Enter Diomkdes.

Dio. Where 's Antony ?

Dcr. There, Diomed, there.

Dio. Lives lie .'

Wilt thou not answer, man ?

\_Exit Dekcetas.
Ard. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy

sword, and give me
Sufficing strokes for death.

Dio. Most absolute lord,

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee.

Ant. When did she send thee ?

Dio. Now, my lord.

Ant. Where is she ?

Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a

propliesying fear

Of what hath come to pass : for '.\ hen she saw,—
Which never shall be found,—you did susptct

She had dispos'd with Csesar, and that your r;ige

Would not be purg'd, she sent you word she

was dead ;

But, fearing since how it niiglit work, hath sent

Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come,

I dread, too late.

Ant. Too late, good Diomed.—Call my
guard, I pr'ythee.

Dio. What, ho ! the emperor's guard ! The
guard, what, ho !

Come, your lord calls !

Enter some of the Guard.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra

bides ;

"Tis the last service that I shall command you.

I Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, }ou may
not live to wear

All your true followers out.

All. Most hea\-}' day !

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please

sharp fate [come

To grace it with your sorrows : bid that wel-

Which comes to punish us, and we punish it.

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up

:

I have led you oft : carry me now, good friends,

And have my thanks for all.

[Exeunt, bearing Antony.

Scene XV.

—

Alexandria. A I^Iomunenl.

Enter, above, Cleopatra, Charmian, and
Iras.

Cleo. O Charm.ian, I will never go from hence.

Char. Be comforted, dear m.adam.

Cleo. No, I will not

:

All strange and terrible events are welcome.

But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow,
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Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great

As that which makes iL

—

Enter, below, DiOMEDES.

How now ! is he dead ?

Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead."

Look out o' the other side your monument

;

His guard have brought him thither.

Enter, below, ANTONY, borne by the Guard.

Clco. O sun.

Burn the great sphere thou niov'st in !—dark-

hng stand

The varying shore o' the world.—O Antony,

Antony, Antony!— Help, Charmian ; help,

Iras, help,

—

Help, friends below ;—let 's draw him hither.

Ant. Peace

!

Not Caesar's valour hath o'erthrown Antony,

But Antony's hath triumph 'd on itself.

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony
Should conquer Antony ; but woe 'tis so 1

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only

I here imp6rtune death awhile, until

Of many thousand lasses the poor last

I lay upon thy lips.

Cleo. I dare not, dear,

—

Dear my lord, pardon,—I dare not.

Lest I be taken : not the imperious show
Of the fall-forlun'd Caestir ever sliall [have

Be brooch'd with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents

Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe ;

Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes

And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour

Demuring upon me.—But come, come, An-
tony,

—

[up ;—
Help me, my women,—we must draw thee

AiSsist, good iriends.

Ant. O, quick, or I am gone.

Cleo. Here 's sport indeed !—How heavy

weighs my lord !

Our strength is all gone into heaviness.

That makes the weight: had I great Juno's
power,

Tlie strong-wing'd Mercury sliould fetch thee

up.

And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a

little,—

Wishers were ever fools,—O, come, come, come;

[ They draw A.\i onv up.

And welcome, welcome 1 die where thou hast

liy'd:

Quicken with kissing: had my lips that power,
Thus would I wear them out.

All. A hea\-y sight 1

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying :

Give me some wine, and let me speak a liille.

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so
high [wheel,

That the false housewife Fortune break her

Provok'd by ray offence.

Ant. One word, sweet queen :

Of Caesar seek your honour, with your safety.

—

O!
Cleo. They do not go together.

Ant. Gentle, hear me :

None about Oesar trust but Procult-ius.

Cko, My resolution and my hands I 'II trust

;

None about Cssar.
AnS. The miserable change now at my end

Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thoughts

In feeding them with those my former fortunes

Wherein I liv'd, the greatest prince o' the world.

The noblest ; and do now not basely die,

Not cowar.dly put off my helmet to

My countr>'man, a Roman by a Roman
Viliantiy vanquish'd. Now my spirit is going:

I can no more.

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo 't die ?

Hast thou no care of nie ? shall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy absence is

No better than a sty ?—O, see, my wom.en,
[Aniony dies.

The crown o' the earth doth melt.—My lord !

—

O, wither'd is the garland of the war, h^'ils

The soldier's pole is fallen: young boys and
Are level now with men : the odds is gone.

And there is nothing left remarkable
Beneath the visiting moon. {^Faints.

Char. O, quietness, lady !

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign.

Char. Lady,—
Iras. Madam,

—

Char. O madam, madam, madam,

—

Iras. Royal Egypt,
Empress,

—

Char. Peace, peace, Iras! [manded
Cleo. No more, but e'en a woman, and coin-

By such f>oor passion as the maid that milks

j.\jid docs the meanest chares.—It were for me
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods

;

To tell them that this world did equal theirs

Till they had stol'n ourjewel. All 's but naught

;

Patience is sottish, and impatience docs

Become a dc^' that's mad: then is it sin

To rush into the secret house of death

Eire death dare come to us?—How do you,

women ? [Charmian

!

What, what! good cheer! V^Tiy, how now.
My noble giris !—Ah, women, women, look.

Our lamp is spent, it 's out !—Good sirs, ta!;e

heart:— [noble.

We 11 bury him ; and then, what 's brave, v.^hat 'i

Let 's do it after the high Roman fashion,
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And make death proud to take us. Come,
away:

This case of that huge spirit now is cold

:

Ah, women, women !—Come ; we have no friend

But resolution, and the briefest end.

\_E.xeutii; those above bearing off Antony's
body.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

C^'ESAr's Camp before Alexandria.

Enter C.^SAR, Agrippa, Dolabella, Me-
c.tNAS, Callus, Proculeius, and others.

C'les. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield

;

Being so frustrate, tell him that he mocks
The pauses tiiat he makes.
Dok Cresar, I shall. [Exit.

Enta- Dercetas -with the siuord of Antony.

C(es. WTierefore is that? and what art thou
that dar'st

Appear thus to us?
Der. I am call'd Dercetas;

Mark Antony I serv'd, who best was worthy
Best to be serv'd : whilst he stood up and spoke.

He was my master; and I wore my life

To spend upon his haters. If thou please

To take me to thee, as I was to him
I 11 be to Ca:sar; if thou pleasest not,

I yield thee up my life.

Ctes. What is 't thou say'st ?

jDer. I say, O Cfesar, Antony is dead.

Cc€S. The breaking of so great a thing should
make

A greater crack : the round world
Should have shook lions into civil streets.

And citizens to their dens. The death ofAntony
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay

A nioieiy of the world.

Dcr. He is dead, Caesar;

Not by a public minister of justice.

Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand
Which writ his honour in the acts it did
Hath, with the courage which the heart did

lend it,

Splitted the heart—This is his sword ;

I robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stain'd

With his most noble blood.

Cas. Look you sad, friends?

The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings

To wash the eves of kings.

Agr. And strange it is

That nature must compel us to lament
Our most persisted deeds.

lilcc. His taints and honours
Welg'r-.'d equal with him.

Ag': A rarer spirit never

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us

Some faults to make us men. Caesar is toucli'd.

Alec. WTien such a spacious mirror 's sjt

before him,
lie needs must see himself.

Ctes. O Antony!
I have follow'd thee to this.—But we do lance

Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce

Have shown to thee such a declining day
Or look on thine ; we could not stall together

In the whole world: but yet let me lament,

Vv'ith tears as sovereign as the blood of heart?,

That thou, my brother, my competitor

In top of all design, my mate in empire.

Friend and companion in the front of war,

The arm of mine own body, and the heart

Where mine his thoughts did kindle,—tluit

our stars,

Unreconciliable, should divide

Our equalness to this. — Hear me, go^ j

friends,

—

But I will tell you at some mec'.cr season:

Enter a Messenger.

The business of this man looks (Mit of him;
We '11 hear him what he says.—\\ hence are yor ?

Mess. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen v.y

mistress,

Confin'd in all she has, her monument.
Of thy intents desires instruction,

That she preparedly may frame herself

To the way she 's forc'd to.

Cas. Bid her have good hcai t

:

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours,

How honourable and how kindly we
Determine for her; for Ciesar cannot leam
To be ungentle.

Jlfess. So the gods preserve thee ! [Ex/'.

CtTS. Come hither, Proculeius. Go, and s: y

We purpose her no shame: give her wIil.S

comforts

The quality of her passion shall require

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke

She do defeat us; for her life in Rome
Would be eternal in our triumph : go,

And \vi;h your speediest brii;g us what she says.

And how )ou find of her.

Fro. Ccesar, I shall. [Exi^
Ciis. Gallus, go you along.

—

[Exit Callus, j

VvHiere 's Dolabella,

To second Proculeius?

Agr. and 7i/ec. Dolal->e]la!

Cies. Let him alone, for I remember row
How he 's employ'd : he shall in time be ready..

Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see

ITow hardly I was drawn into this war;
How calm and gentle I proceeded slill
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In all my writings: go with me, and see

What I can show in this. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Alexandria. A Room in the

Moniimctit.

£«/« Cleopatra, Charmian, ^WIras.'

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make
A better life. 'Tis paltry to be Caesar ;

Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave,

A minister of her will: and it is great

To do that thing that ends all other deeds;

Which shackles accidents and bolts up change ;

Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug,

The beggar's nurse and Ccesar's.

Enter, to the gates ofJie j\foiiu/?ienf, Pko-
cuLEius, Callus, and S^ Idlers.

Pro. Ccesar sends greeting to the Queen of

Egypt

;

And bids thee study on what fair demands
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee.

C/eo. What 's thy name?
P/'o. My name is Proculeius.

Cleo. Antony
Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but

I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd,

1 hat have no use for trusting. If your master

Would haveaqueen his beggar, you must tell liini

That majesty, to keep decorum, must
No less beg than a kingdom: ii^he please

To give me conquer'd Egypt for my son,

I le gives me so much of mine own as I

Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer

;

You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing:

Make your full reference freely to my lord,

Who is so full of grace that it fiows over

On all that need: let me report to him
Your sweet dependency; and you shall find

A conqueror that will pray in aid for ki.adness

Where he for grace is kneel'd to.

Cleo. Pray 5'ou, tell him
I am his fortune's vassal, and I send him
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn

A doctrine of obedience; and would gladly

Look him i' the face.

Pro. This I '11 report, dear lady.

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitied

Of him that caus'd it.

Gal. You see how easily she may be nurpris'd

:

[Here Proculeius and tzvo of the Guard
ascend the Monument by a ladder placed
against a windovj, and, havingdescended,
come behind Cleopatra. Some of the

Guard unbar and open the gates.

Guard her till Cnesar come.
\_To Pro. and the Guard. Exit.

Iras. Royal queen

!

Char. O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen!
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands,

^Drawing a dagger.

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold

:

\^Seizes and disarms her.

Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this

Reliev'd, but not betray'd.

Cleo. XAHiat, of death too,

That rids our dogs of languish?

Pro. Cleopatra,

Do not abuse my master's bounty by
The undoing of yourself: let the world see

II is nobleness well acted, which your death

Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, death ?

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a
queen

Worth many babes and beggars

!

Pro. O, temperance, lady

!

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I '11 not drink,

sir;

If idle talk will once be accessary,

I '11 not sleep neither : this mortal house I 'II ruin,

Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I

Will not v/ait pinion'd at your master's court

;

Nor once be chastis'd with the sober eye

Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up.

And show me to the shouting varletry

Of censuring Rome? Rather a dilch in Eg}'pt

Be gentle grave unto me ! rather on Nilus' mud
Lay me stark nak'd, and let the water-flies

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make
My country's high pyramides my gibbet.

And hang me up in chains

!

Pro. You do extend

These thoughts of horror further than you shall

Find cause in Caesar.

Enter DolaBELLA.

Dot. Proculeius,

\Vhat thou hast done thy master Caesar knows.
And he hath sent for thee: as for the queen,

I '11 take her to my guard.

Pro. So, Dolabella,

It shall content me best: be gentle to her.

—

To Caesar I will speak what you shall please,

\To Cleopatra.
If you '11 employ me to him.

Cleo. Say I would die.

[Exetint Proculeius and Soldiers.

Do/. Most noble empress, you have heard of

me?
Cleo. I cannot tell.

Dol. Assuredly you know me.
Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard or

known.
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You laugh when boys or women tell their

dreams;
2s 't not your trick?

i9;'/. I understand not, madam.
(V i dream'd there was an emperor

Anton;':

—

O, such another sleep, that I might see

Bui sue', another man!
Do/. If it might please you,

—

C/i'o. His face was as the heavens ; and there-

in stuck

A sun and moon, which kept their course, and
lighted

The little O, the earth.

JDo/. Most sovereign creature,

—

Cko. Ills legs bestrid the ocean: his rear'd

arm
Crested the world : his voice was propertied

As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends

;

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb,

lie was as rattlinr^ thunder. For his bounty.
There was no winter in 't ; an autumn 'twas

That grew the more by reaping : his delights

Were dolphin-like ; they show'd his back above
The element they liv'd in : in his livery

Walk'd crowns and crownets ; realms and
islands were

As plates dropp'd from his pocket.

Dol. Cleopatra,

—

C/eo. Think you there was or might be such
a man

As this I dream'd of?

Do/, Gentle madam, no.

C/eo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods.

But if there be, or ever were, one such.

It's past the size of dreaming: nature wants
stuff

To vie strange forms with fancy : yet to imagine
An Antony were nature's peace 'gainst fancy,

Condemning shadows quite. -

DoL Hear me, good madam.
Your loss is, as yourself, great ; and you bear it

As ansv/ering to the weight : would I might
never

O'ertake pursu'd success, but I do feel,

Ey the rebound of yours, a grief that smites

My very heart at root. "or-

C/eo. I thank you, sir.

Know you what Caesar means to do with me?
Do/. I am loth to tell you what I would you

knew.
C/eo. Nay, pray you, sir,

—

Do/. Though he be honourable,

—

C/eo. He 'U lead me, then, in triumph ?

. Do/. / Madam, he will

;

I Icnow it. \F/ouris/i wit/iin.

Wiiuiji. Make way there,—Ccesar I

Enter C/^SAR, Gaixus, Proculeius,
MECi^NAS, Seleucus, and Attendants.

Cces. Wliich is the Queen of Egypt ?

Do/. It is the emperor, madam.
[Ci.EOPATRA /-vrr/s.

Cas. Arise, you .shall not kneel :

—

I pray you rise ; rise, Egypt.
C/eo. Sir, the gods

Will have it thus ; my master and \ny lord

I must obey.

Cas. Take to you no hard thoughts :

The record of what injuries you did us,

Tliough vnritten in our llesh, we shall renicnlicr

As things but done by chance.

C/eo. Sole sir o' the world,
I cannot project mine own cause so well
To make it clear : but do confess I have
Been laden with like frailties which before

Have often sham'd our sex.

Ces. Cleopatra, know
We will extenuate rather than enforce :

If you apply yourself to our intents,— [frd
Which towards you are most gentle,—you s1k.i1

A benefit in this change ; but if you seek
To lay on me a cruelly, by taking

Antony's course, you shall l)c:reave yourself

Of my good purposes, and put your children

To that destruction which I '1! guard them fro!:i.

If thereon you rely. I 'II take my leave.

C/eo. And may, through all the world : 'lis

yours ; and we,
Your scutcheons and your signs of conque: t,

shall [sood lorrl.

Hang in what place you please. Here, n;y

C^es. You shall advise me in all for Cleopalri.

C/eo. This is the brief of money, plate, ar.d

jewels

I am possess'd of : 'tis exactly valued
;

[cus ?

Not petty things admitted.—Where 's SlUu-
Se/. Here, madam. [my lord,

C/eo. This is my treasurer: let h.im speak.

Upon his peril, that I have rcscrv'd

I'o myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus.

Se'. Madam,
I had rather seal my lips than to my peril

Speak that which is not.

C/eo. What have I kept bad; ?

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have

made known.
CcES. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; I approve

Your wisdom in the deed.

C/eo. See, CiTsar ! O, behold,

How pomp is follow'd 1 mine \\ ill now be

yours

;

[mine.

And, should we shift estates, yours would be
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does
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Even make me wild : O slave, of no more trust
|

Than love that 's hir'd !—VVliat, goest ihou i

back ? thou shalt

Go back, I warrant Ihee ; but I '11 catch thine

eyes [dog

!

Though Ihey had wings ; slave, soulless villairn,

O rarely base !

Cces, Good queen, let us entreat you.

C7£o. O Caesar, what a wounding shame is

this,—
That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me,

Doing the honour of thy Icjrdiiness

To one so meek, that mine own servant should

Parcel the s\im of my disgraces by

Addition of liis envy ! Say, good Casar,

That I some lady trifles have reserv'd,

Imrnoment toys, things of such dignity

As we greet modern friends wilhai ; and say,

Some nobler token I have kept apart

For Livia and Octavia, to induce

Their mediation ; must I be unfolded

With one that I have bred ? The gods ! It

smites me
Ecnealh the fall I have. Pr'ythee, go hence ;

[To Seleucus.
Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits

Through the aslies of my chance.—Wert thou

a man,
Thou wouldst have mercy upon me.

Cas. Forbear, Seleucus,

[Exi7 Seleucus.
Clco. Bo it known that we, the greatest, are

misthought
For things that others do ; and when we fail

We answer others' merits in our name,
And therefore to be pitied.

Cizs. Cleopatra,

Not what you have reserv'd, nor v,'hat acknow-
ledg'd.

Put we i' the roll of conquest : still be 't yours,

Pestow it at your pleasure ; and believe

Cssar's no merchant, to make prize with you

Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be
cheer'd ;

Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear

queen

;

For we intend so to dispose you as

Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed and sleep

:

Our care and pity is so much upon you
That we remain your friend ; and so, adieu.

Cko. My master and my lord 1

Cies. Not so. Adieu.

[Flourish. Exeunt CtSAR and his Train.

CUo. He words me, girls, he words me, that

I should not

Be noble to myself : but hark thee, Charmian I

\Whispers Charmian.

Iroi. Finish, good lady; the bright day is

done.

And we are for the dark.

Cieo. Hie thee again

:

I have spoke already, and it is provided ;

Go put it to the baste.

Char, Madam, I wilL

Re-enter Dolabllla.

Dol. Where is the queen ?

Char. Behold, sir. [Ext/.

Cleo. Dolabella

!

DoL Madam, as thereto sworn by yout
command,

~

Which my love makes religion to ol)ey,

I tell you this : Caesar through Syria

Intends his journey ; and within three days

You with your children will he send before

:

Make your best use of this : I have perform'd

Your pleasure and my promise.

Cko. Dolabella,

I shall remain your debtor.

DoL I your servant.

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Caesar.

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks.

[Exit Dolabella.
Now, Iras, what think'st thou ?

Thou, an Eg^'ptian puppet, shalt be shown
In Rome as well as I : mechanic slaves,

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall

Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths.

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded.

And forc'd to drink their vapour. '•

Iras. The gods forbid !

Cleo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras :—saucy

lictors [rh)Tncrs

Will catch at us like strumpets; and scald

Ballad us out o' tune : the quick comedians
Extemporally will stage us, and present

Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see

Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness

r the posture of a whore.

Iras. O the good gods I

Cleo. Nay, that 's certain.

Iras. I 'il never see 't ; for I am sure my nails

Are stronger tiian mine eyes.

Cko. VVhy, that 's the way
To fool their preparation and to conquer

Their most absurd intents.

Enter Charmian.

Now, Charmian !

—

Show me, my women, like a queen.—Go fetch

My best attires ;—I am again for Cyduus,

To meet Mark Antony :—sirrah, Iras, go.—
Now, noble Charmian, we '11 despatch indeed ;
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And v/hen thou hast done this chare, I '11 give

thee leave [all.

To play till doomsday.—Bring our crown and

Wherefore 's this noise ?

[ExU Iras. A noise within.

Enter onx of tJie Gus-tL

Guard. Here is a rural fellow

That v^'iU not be denied your highness' presence

;

He brings you figs.

Cleo. Let him coiTie in. \Exii Guard.

What poor an instrument

I^lay do a noble deed ! he brings ne liberty.

I'.Iy resolution 's plac'd, and I have nothing

Of woman in me : nov/ from head to foot

I am marble-constant ; now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.

Re-enter Guard, with Clown bringing a basket.

Guard. This is the man.
Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Guard,

luist thou the pretty worm of Nilus there

That kills and pains not ?

Clown. Truly, I have him : but I would not

be the party that should desire you to touch

him, for his biting is immortal ; those that do
die of it do seldom or never recover. [on 't ?

Cleo. Remember' st thou any that have died

Clown. Very many, men and women too.

I lieard of one of them no longer than yester-

day : a very honest woman, but something
given to lie ; as a woman should not do but in

the way of honesty : how she died of the biiing

of it, v/hat pain she felt,—truly she makes a

very good report o' the worm ; but he that will

believe rd! that they say shall never be saved

by half that they do : but tliis is most fallible,

the worm 's an odd worm.
Cho. Get thee hence ; farewell.

Clozon. I wish you all joy of the worm.
\Seis down ti:e basket.

Cleo. Farewell.

Clown. You must think this, look you, that

the worm will do his kind.

Cleo, Ay, ay ; farewell.

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to bc

trusted but in the keeping of wise people ; for

indeed tb.pre is no goodness in the worm.
Cleo. lake thou no care ; it shall be heeded.

Clown. Very good. Give it nothing, I pray

you, for it is not worth the feeding.

Cleo. Will it eat nie ?

Clown. You must not think I am so simple

but I knov/ the devil himself will not eat a

woman : I know that a woman is a dish for

the gods, if the devil dress her not. But, truly,

tease same whoreson devils do the gods great

harm in their women, for in tvzry ten that they

make the devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell.

Clown. Yes, forsooth : I wish you jcy o' the
v/oim. [Exit.

Re-enter Iras, with a robe, erozvn, ^'c.

Cleo, Give me my robe, put on my crownj'

I have
Immortal longings in me : now no more
I'hejuice of Egj'pt's grape shall moi.st thislip:—

^

Yare, yare, good Iras ; quick.—Methinks I b.eoe

Antony call; I ste him rouse hin;self

To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give rr.en

To excuse their after wrath. Husband, I cornel

Now to that name my courage prove my •'iMtl

I am fire and air ; my other elements

I give to baser lite.—So,—have you done?
Come then, and take the last warmth of my \\\t^

Farewell, kind Charmian ;— Iras, long farev.clL

[A'isses them. Ika'-. foils and dies*

Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fall?

If thou and nature can so gently part,

The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch.

Which hurts and is desir'd. Dost thou lie still?

If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world

It is not worth leave-taking.

Char, Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain j tiiaS'

I may say

The gods themselves do weep !

Cleo. Tl'iis proves me base*

li she first meet the curled Antony,
He '11 make demand of her, and spend t'nat kiss

V/hich is my heaven to have.—Come, thoa

n-.ortal wretch,

[ 7i? an asp, which siie applies to her breast,

Wiih thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicale

Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool.

Be angry, and despatch. O corlnst th.ou .-peak.

That I nii;:'ht hoar thee call grtat Ca;sar ass

Unpolicied !

Char. O Eastern star !

Cleo. Peace, peace

!

Dost thou rot see my baby at my breast
' That sucks the nurse asleeo ?

Char. d, break. ! O, break t

Cleo. As sv/eet as balm, as suft as air, a*

I

gentle :—
O Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too :—

{Applying another asp to her arn%.

]

What, should I slay,

—

I

[Falls on a bed and dies,

I

Char. In tliis vile world?—So, fa;e thee

well.—

j

Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies
^

i
A lass unparallel'd.—Downy windows, closcj
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And golden Phoebus never be beheld

Of eves again so royal ! Vour crown 's awr)'

;

I'll mend it and then play.

Enter (he Guard, rushing in.'

I Guard. Where is the queen?
C/iar, Speak softly, wake her not.

I Guard. Csesar hath sent,

—

Char. Too slow a messenger.
[Applies an asp.

O, come apace, despatch : I partly feel thee.

1 Guard. Approach, hoi all's not well:

Caesar's beguil'd. [call him.

2 Guard. There 's Dolabella sent from Csesar ;

1 Guard. What work is here !—Charmian, is

this well done? [cess

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a prin-

Djsccnded of so many royal kings.

Ah, soldier! [Dies.

Re-enter Dolabella. '

Dol. How goes it here?

2 Guard. All dead.

Dol. Csesar, thy thoughts
Touch their effects in this : thyself art coming
To see perform'd the dreaded act which thou

So sought'st to hinder.

Within. A way there, a way for Caesar !

Re-enter C^^SAR and his Train.

Dol. O, sir, you are too sure an augurer

;

That you did fear is done.
C(ss. Bravest at the last,

She levell'd at our purposes, and, being roj'al,

Took her own way.—The manner of their

^
deaths?

,

I do not see them bleed.

Dol. VtTio was last with them?
I Guard. A simple countryman that brought

her figs.

This was his basket.

Cess. Poison'd then.

I Guard. Q Ccesar,

Tills Charmian liv'd but now ; she stood and
spake

:

I found her trimming up the diadem
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood.

And on the sudden dropp'd.
Cas. O noble weakness I—

If they had swallow'd poison 'twould appear
By external sv/elling : but she looks like sleep,—
As she would catch another Antony
In her strong toil of grace.

Dol. Here on her breast

There is a vent of blood, and sometliing blown:
The like is on her arm.

I Guard. This is an aspic's trail : and these

fig-leaves

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves

Upon the caves of Nile.

Ca:s. Most probable

That so she died ; for her physician tells me
^

She hath pursu'd conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to die.—Take up her bed,

And bear her women from the monument :

—

She shall be buried by her Antony

:

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it

A pair so famous. High events as these

Strike those that make them ; and their storj' is

No less in pity than his glory which ,

Brouglit them to be lamented. Oar army shall

In solemn show attend this funeral;

And then to Rome.—Come, Dolabella, see

I ;!gh order in this great solemnity. [Exeunt,
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Scene,—Sometimes iii Britain ; sometimes in Italy.

ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Britain. The Garden behind
Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. You do not meet a man but frowns

:

our bloods

No more obey the heavens than our courtiers

Still seem as does the king.

2 Gent. But what's the matter?

1 Gent. ITis daughter, and the heir ofs king-

dom, whom
He purpos'd to his wife's sole son,—a widow
That late he married,—hath referr'd herself

Unto a poor but worthy gentleman. She 's

wedded

;

Her husband banish'd ; she imprison'd : all

Is outward sorrow ; though I think the king

Be toujh'd at very heart.

2 Gent. None but the king ?

1 Gent. He that hath lost her too : so is the

queen, [courtier,

That most desir'd the match. Bat not a
Although they wear their faces to the bent

Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not

Glad at the thing they scowl at.

2 Gent. And why so?

I Gent, He that hath miss'd the princess is a

thing

'^oo bad for bad report : and he that hath her,

—

1 mean that married her—alack, good man!

—

And therefore banish'd,—is a creature such

As, to seek through the regions of the earth

For one his like, there would be somethingfailing

In him that should compare. I do not think

So fair an outward and such stuff within

Endows a man but he.

2 Gent. You speak him far.

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself;

Crush him together, rather than unfold

1 1 is measure duly.

2 Gent. What 's his name and birth ?

I Geilt. I cannot delve him to the root : his

father

Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour.

Against the Romans, with Cassibelan,

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom
He serv'd with glory and admir'd success,

—

So gain'd the sur-addition Leonatus:

And had, besides this gentleman in question.

Two other sons, who, in the wars o' the time,

Died with their swords in hand ; for which their

father,

—

Then old and fond of issue,—took such sorrow

That he quit being; and his gentle lady,

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd

As he was born. The king he takes the babe

To his protection ; calls him Posthumus Leonatus;
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber:
Puts to him all the learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of; which he took.

As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd ;

2 C
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And in's spring became a harvest: liv'd in

court,

—

V.Tiich rare it is to do,—most prais'd, most lov'd

;

A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature
A gla::i that featcd them ; and to the graver

A child that guided dotards: to his mistress,

-

For whom he novr is banish'd,—her own price

Troclaims how she coteem'd him and his virtue

;

j'y her election may be truly read

Wiiat kind of man he is.

2 Cent, I honour him
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell me,
ii slie sole child to the king ?

1 Gent. His only child.

He had two sons,—if this be worth your hearing,

Mark it,—the eldest of them at three years old,

I' the swathing clothes the other, from their

nursery [knowledge
Were stol'n ; and to this hour no guess in

Which way they went.

2 Cent. How long is this s,go ?

1 Gent. Some twenty years. [convey'd !

2 Gent, That a king's children should be so

So slackly rriiarded \ And the search so slow
That could not trace them !

1 Cent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange.

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at,

\ et is it true, sir.

2 Cent, I do well believe you.

I Gent, We must forbear : here comes the

gentleman.
The queen, and princess. [Exeunt.

£.ntcr the QuEEN, Posthumus, and Imogen.

Queen. No, be assur'd you shall not find me,
daughter.

After the slander of most stepmothers,

Evil-ey'd unto you : you 're my prisoner, but

Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys [mus,

Tiiat lock up your restraint.—For you, Posthu-

So soon as I can win the offended king,

\ v.'ill be known your advocate : marry, yet

The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good
You lean'd unto his sentence with what patience

Your wisdom may inform j'ou.

Post. Please your highness,

I will from hence to-day.

Queen. You I:now the peril.

—

I 'U tetch a turn about the garden, pitying

'i ne oangsof bari'd affections; though the king
liatti cbarg'd^ou should not speak together.

\Exit.

Imo. _ O
Dissembling courtesy I How fine this tyrant

Can tickle where she wounds 1—My dearest

husband, -• [ing,

—

.1 something fear my father's wrath ; but uoth-

Always rescrv'd my holy duty,—what
His rage can do on me. You must be gone*
And I shall here abide the hourly shot

Of angry eyes j not comforted to live.

But tliat there is this jewel ia the world
That I may see again.

Post, My queen ! my mistress !

lady, weep no more, lest I give cause

To be suspected of more tenderness

Than doth become a man ! I will remain
The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth:

My residence in Rome at one Philario's,

Who to my father was a friend, to me
Known but by letter: thither write, my q'teen,

And with mine eyes I '11 drink the words you
send.

Though ink be made of gall.

Rc-e7iter Queen.

Queen. Be brief, I pray you :

If the king come I shall incur I knov/ not

How much of his displeasure.

—

[Aside.] Vet
I '11 move him

To walk this way : I never do him wrong
But he does buy my injuries to be friends,

—

Pays dear for my offences. [Exit.

Post, Should we be taking leave

As long a term as yet we have to live,

The loathness to depart would grow. Adieu I

Imo. Nay, stay a little :

Were you but riding forth to air yourself.

Such parting were too petty. Look here,

love;

This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart

;

But keep it till you woo another wife,

When Imogen is dead.

Post, How, how ! another ?

—

You gentle gods, give me but this I have,

And sear up my embracements from a next

With bonds of death !—Rem.aln, remain thou

here [Putiif!,^ on the ring.

While sense can keep it on ! And, sweetest,

fairest,

As I my poor self did exchange for you.

To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles

1 still win of you : for my sake v.ear tliis;

It is a manacle of love ', i '11 place it

Upon this fairest prisoner.

[Putting a bracelet on her arm,

Imo. O the gods !

When shall we see again?

Post. Alack, the king

!

Enter Cymbeline and Lords.

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence from

my sight

!

If after tliis command thou fraught iho '.ourt
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With thy unwoithiness, thou diest : away !

Thou art poison to my blood.

Post. The gods protect you !

And bless the good remainders of the court

!

I am gone, \_Exit.

lino. There cannot be a pinch in dcatli

More sharp than tliis is.

Cyin. O disloyal thinj^.

That shouldst repair my youth, thou heapest

A year's age on me !

Into. I beseech you, sir,

Harm not yourself with your vexation : I

Am senseless of your v/raih; a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.

Cym. Past grace ? obedience ?

law. Past hope, and in despair ; that way
past grace. [my queen !

Cym. That mightst have had the sole son of
Imo. O bless'd that I might not ! I chose an

eagle,

And did avoid a puttock.

Q'/«. Thou took'st a beggar ; wouldst have
made my throne

A seat for baseness.

I/;io. No ; I rather added
A lustre to it.

Cy>/i. O thou vile one !

Imo. Sir,

It is your fault that I have lov'd Posthumus :

\'ou bred him as my playfellow ; and he is

A man worth any woman ; overbuys n.e

Almost the sum he pays.

Cym. What, art thou mad ?

Imo. Almost, sir: heaven restore me!

—

Would I were
A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus
Our neighbour shepherd's son I

Cj7n, Thou fooUsh thing !

—

Re-enter Queen.

They were again together : you have done
[71? the Queen.

Kot after our command. Away with her,

And pen her up.

Queen. Beseech your patience.—Peace,

Dear lady daughter, peace !—Sweet sovereign,

Leave us to ourselves j and malce yourself some
comfoit

Out of your best advice.

Cy?!i. Nay, let her languish

A d-rop of blood a day ; and, being aged.
Die of this fuliy ! [Exit, with Lords.

Queen, Fie ! you must give way.

Enter Pisanio.

Here is your jrerv-ant.—Hov/ now, sir ! Wliat
news?

Pis. My lord your son drew on my master.

Queen. Ha

!

No harm, I trust, is done !

Pis. There might have been.
But that my master rather play'd th.an fough.l.

And had no help of anger : they were parted
By gentlemen at hand.

Queen. I am very glad on 't.

Into. Your son 's my father's friend ; he take

"

his part.

—

To draw upon an exile !—O brave sir !

—

I would they were in Afric both together ;

INIyself by with a needle, that I might piick

The goer back.—Why came you from your
master ? [r.i.e

Pis. On his command : he would not sufttr

To bring him to the haven % Seft these notes
Of what commands I shoulc! be subject to,

WTien 't pleas'd you to employ me.
Queen. This hath been

Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour
He wiil remain so.

Pis. I humbly thank your high.ncss.

Queen. Pray, walk av.hile.

Imo. About some half hour hence,

I pray you, speak with me : you shall at leai:t

Go see my loid abcaid: for this time leave nie.

\_Exeuiit.

Scene IL—Britain.—A Puhlic Place.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a

shirt ; the violence of action hath made ) ; u

reek as a sacrifice: where air comes out air

comes in : there 's none abroad so wholesome
as that you vent.

CJo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift

it.—Have I hurt him?
2 Lord. \^Aside.'\ No, faith ; not so much as

his patience.

1 Lo7-d, Hurt him ! His body 's a passalile

carcass if he be not hurt : it is a throughfare

for steel if it be not hurt.

2 Lord. [Aside."] His steel was in debt; it

went o' the back side the to\\n.

C/o. The villain would not stand me.
2 Lord. [Aside.] No; but he fied forward

still, toward your face.

1 Lord. Stand you I You have land enourh
of your own : but he added to your having ;

gave you some ground.

2 Lord. [Aside.] As many inches as you havs^

oceans.—Puppies !

C/o. I would they had not come between ns. ;

2 Lord. [Aside.l So would I, till you L ij
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nii-asiired how long a fool you were upon the

g!\)iind.

Clo. And that she should love this fellow,

and refuse me !

2 Lord. [Aside.] If it be a sin to make a true

election, she is damned.
1 Lord. Sir, as I told you ah/ays, her

beauty and her brain go not together : she's a

good sign, but I have seen small reflection of

her wit.

2 Lord. [Aside."] She shines not upon fools,

lest the reflection should hurt her.

Clo. Come, i '11 to my cliamber. Would
there ha ? been some hurt done !

2 Lord. [Aside] I wish not so; unless it had
been the fall of an p.5S, which is no great hurt.

Clo. You'll go with us?

1 Lord. I '11 attend your lordship.

Clo. N?:', come, let's go together.

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exetuif.

Scene III.

—

Bkit.a.in. A Room in Cymbe-
line's Palace.

Enter Lmogen and P1S.A.N10.

Into. I would thou grew'st unto the shores o'

the haven,

And questioned'st every sail : if he should write,

And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost,

As offer'd mercy is. What was the last

That he spake to thee ?

IHs. It was, [lis queen, his queen !

Into. Then wav'd his handkerchief?
Fis. And kiss'd it, madam.
Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than

I!—
And that was all ?

Pis. No, madam ; for so long

As he could make me with this eye or ear

Distinguish him from others, he did keep
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief
Slill waving, as the fits and stirs of's mind
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on.

How swift his ship.

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him
As little as a crow, or less, ere left

To after-eye him.
Pis. Madam, so I did.

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings,

crack'd them, but
To look upon him, till the diminution
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle ;

Nay, follow'd him till lie had melted from
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then
Have turn'd mine eye and wept.—But, good

Pisanio,

When shall we hear from him ?

Pis. Be assur'd, madam.
With liis next vantage.

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him
How I would think on him, at certain hours,

Such thoughts and such ; or I could make hiui

swear
The shes of Italy should not betray [him
Mine interest and his honour ; or have charg'd
At the sixth hour ofmom, at noon, at midnight.
To encounter me with orisons, for then

I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could
(iive him that parting kiss which I had set

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my
father.

And like the tyrannous breathing of the norih

Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. The queen, madam.
Desires your highness' company.

Lino. Those things I bid you do, get iheai

dcspatch'd.

—

1 will attend the queen.
Pis. Madam, I shall. [Exet!4:t.

Scene IV.— Rome. An Apartment in

PniLAKio's House.

Enter Philario, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a
Dutchman, and a Spaniard.

lack. Believe it, sir, I have seen him in

Britain: he was then of a crescent note; ex-

pected to prove so worthy as since he hath been
allowed the name of: but I could then hav2
looked on him without the help of admiration;

though the catalogue of his endowments had
been tabled by his side, and I to peruse him by
items.

/'/;/. Vou speak of him when he was less f.ir-

nished than now he is with that which makes
him both without and within.

French. I have seen him in France: we had
very many there could behold the sun with .is

linn eyes as he.

Lack. This matter of marr)-ing his king's

daughter,—wherein he must be weighed ratlier

by her value than his own,—words him, 1

doubt not, a great deal from the matter.

French. And then his banishment,

—

lack. Ay, and the approbation of those that

weep this lamentable divorce, under her colours,

are wonderfully to extend him ; be it but to

fortify her judgment, which else an easy battery

might lay flat, for taking a beggar without less

quality. But how comes it he is to sojourn witb

you? How creeps acquaintance?
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Phi. His father and I were soldiers together

;

to whom I have been often bound for no less

than my life.—Here comes the Briton : let him
be so entertained amongst you as suits with

gentlemen of your knowing to a stranger of his

quality.

Enter PosTHUMUS.

I beseech you all, be better known to this

gentleman ; v. liom I commend to you as a noble

fiiend of mine: how worthy he is I will leave

to appear hereafter, rather than story liim in his

own hearing.

French. Sir, we have known together in

Orleans.
Post. Since when I have been debtor to you

for courtesies, which I will be ever to pay and
yet pay still.

French. Sir, you o'errate my poor kindness:

I was glad I did atone my countryman and
you ; it had been pity you should have been
put together with so mortal a purpose as then

each bore, upon importance of so sliglit and
trivial a nature.

Post. Ily your pardon, sir, I was then a

young traveller; rather shunned to go even
with what I heard than in my every action to

be guided by others' experiences: but, upon
my mended judgment,—if I oftend not to say

it is mended,—my quarrel was not altogether

slight.

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the aibitre-

ment of swords ; and by such two that would,
by all likelihood, have confounded one the

other, or have fallen both.

lack. Can we, with manners, ask what was
the difference?

French. Safely, I think: 'twas a contention
in public, which may, without contradiction,

sutler the report. It was much like ?.n argu-

ment that fell out last night, where each of us

fell in praise of our country mistresses; this

gentleman at tliat time vouching,—and upon
warrant of bloody aflirmation,—his to be more
fair, virtuoiis, wise, chaste, constant-qualified,

and less attemptible than any the rarest of our
ladies in France.

lach. That lady is not now living; or this

gentleman's opinion, liy thi<;, worn out.

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my
mind.

lack. You must not so far prefer her fore ours
of Italy.

Post. Being so far provoked as I was in

France, I would abate her nothing; though I

profess myself her adorer, not her friend.

lach. As fair and as good,—a kind of hand-

in-hand comparison,—had been something too

fair and too good for any lady in Brittany. If

she went before others I have seen, as that

diamond of yours out-lustres many I have be-

held, I could not but believe slie excelled

many : but I have not seen the most precious

diamond that is, nor )-ou the lady.

Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I

my stone.

lack. Wliat do you esteem it at?

Post. More than the world enjoys.

lach. Either your unparagoned mistress is

dead, or she 's outprized by a trifle.

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold

or given, if there were wealth enough for tb.e

purchase or merit for the gift : the other is not
a thing for sale, and only the gift of the gods.

lach. Which the gods have given you?
Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep.

lack. You may wear her in title yours: but,

you know, strange fowl light upon neighbour-
ing ponds. Your ring may be stolen too: so
your brace of unpiizeable estimations, the one
is but frail and the other casual ; a cunning
thief or a Ihat-way-accomplished courtier would
hazard the winning both of first and last.

Post. Your Italy contains none so accom-
plished a courtier to convince the honour of my
mistress, if in the holding or loss of that )ou
term her frail. I do nothing doubt you have
store of thieves ; notwithstanding I fear not my
ring.

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen.
Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy

signior, I thank him, makes no stranger of me;
we are familiar at first.

lach. With five times so much conversation

I should get ground of your fair mistress ; make
her go back even to the yielding, had I ad-
mittance and opportimity to friend.

Post. Ko, no.

lach. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of

my estate to your ring; which, in my opinion,
o'ervalues it something : but I make my wager
rather against your confidence than her reputa-

tion: and, to bar your offence herein too, I

durst attempt it against any lady in the

world.

Post. You are a great deal abused in too

bold a persuasion; and I doubt nut you sus-

tain what you 're worthy of by your attempt.

lach. What 's that ?

Post. A repulse: though your attemjit, as you
call it, deserve more,-—a punishment too.

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in

too suddenly; let it die as it was born, and, I

pray you, be better acquainted.
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Iiick. Would I had put my estate and my
nci!.;li boar's on the approbation of what I have
spuke!

Poit. WTiat lady would you choose fo assail ?

lack. Yours ; whom in constancy }ou thirjk

stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand
ducats to your ring that, commend me to the

court where your lady is, with no more ad-

vantage than the opportunity of a second
conference, and I will bring from thence
thit honour of hers which you imagine so
reserved.

Post. I will wage against your gold gold to

it : my ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis pari

of it.

huh. You are afraid, and therein the wiser.

If you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you
cannot preserve it fioni tainting : but I see you
have some religion in you, that you fear.

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue ;

you bear a graver purpose, I hope.
lack. I am the master of my speeches ; and

would undergo what 's spoken, I swear.
Post. Will you?—I shall but lend my diamond

till your return ;—let there be covenants drav/n

bolween us: my mistress exxeeds in goodness
• luigeness of your unworthy thinking : I dare
you to this match: here 's my ring.

Phi. I will have it no lay.

lack. By the gods, it is one.— If I bring you
no sufficient testimony that I have enjoyed the

dearest bodily part of your mistress, my ten
tliousand ducats are yours ; so is your diamond
too : if I come off, and leave her in such honour
as you have tnist in, she your jewel, this your
jewel, and my gold are yours ;—provided I

have your commendation for my more free

entertainment.

Post. I embrace these conditions ; let us have
articles betwixt us.—Only, thus far you shall

answer; if you make your voyage upon her,
and give me directly to understand you have
prevail'd, I am no further your enemy; she is

not worth our debate : if she remain unseduced,
— you not making it appear otherwise,—for

your ill opinion and the assault you have made
to her chastity you shall answer me with your
sword.

Luh. Your hand,—a covenant : we will have
these things set down by lawful counsel, and
straight away for Britain, lest the bargain
should catch cold and starve: I will fetch my
gold, and have our two wagers recorded.

Post. Agreed. \Exeunt Post, and Iach.
French. Will this hold, think you?
Phi. Signior lachimo will not from it.

Pray, let us follow 'em. \_Exeunt.

Scene V.—Britain, A Room in Cvm-
beline's Palace.

Enter QuEEti, Ladies, aKo? Cornelius.

Queen. Whiles yet the dew 's on ground
gather those floweis

;

Make haste: who has the note of them?
I Lady. I, madan\.
Queen. Despatch.

—

[£'.i-tv/;// Ladies.
Now, master doctor, have you brought thoie

drugs?
Cor. Pieaseth your highness, ay : here they

are, madam : [ Pi-esentin^a small box.
But I beseech your grace, without offence,

—

My conscience bids me ask,—wherefore you
have

Commanded of me these most poisonous com-
pounds,

\\Tiich are the m.overs of a languishing death ;

But, though slow, deadly?
Queen. I wonder, doctor.

Thou ask'st me such a question. Have I not
been

Thy pupil long? Hast thou not learn'd me how
To malce perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so

That our great king himself doth woo me oft

For my confections? Having thus far pro-

ceeded,

—

Unless thou think'st me devilish,— is 't not meet
That I did amplify my judgment in

Other conclusions? I will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as

We count not worth the hanging,— but none
human,

—

To try the vigour of them, and apply
Allayments to their act; and by them gather
Their several virtues and effects.

Cor. Your highness
Shall from this practice but make hard youi

heart

:

Besides, the seeing these effects will be
Both noisome and infectious.

Queen. O, content thee.

—

Here comes a flattering rascal; upon him
\AsiSe.

Will I first work: he's for his master,

And enemy to my son.

—

Enter PlSANlO.'

How now, Pisanio!

—

Doctor, your service for this time is ended;
Take your own way.

Cor. [Aside. ] I do suspect you, madarr

;

But you shall do no harm.
Queen, Hark thee, a word.

[2o I'lSA.NXO.
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Cor. [Aside.] I do not like her. She doth

think she has

Strange lingering poisons: I do know her spirit

And will not trust one of her malice with

A drug of such damn'd nature. Those she has

V'.'ill stupify and dull the sense awhile; [dogs,

Which first perchance she '11 prove on cats and
Then afterward up higher: but there is

Ko danger in whiit show of death it makes.

More than the locking up the spirits a time,

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool d
With a most false effect ; and I the truer

So to be false with her.

Queen. No further service, doctor,

Until I send for thee.

Cor. I humbly take my leave.

lExit.

Queen. Weeps she still, say'st thou? Dost

thou think in time

She will not quench, and let instructions enter

^Vhere folly now possesses? Do thou work:
When thou shalt bring me word she loves my

son,

I "11 tell thee on the instant thou art then

As great as is thy master ; greater,—for

His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name
Is at last gasp: return he cannot, nor

Continue where he is: to shift his being

Is to exchange one misery with another;

And every day that comes comes to decay
A day's work in him. What shalt thou expect.

To be depender on a thing that leans,

—

Vv'ho cannot be new built, nor has no friends

\The Queen drops the box: Pisamo
takes it up.

So much as but to prop him ?—Thou tak'st up
Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy

labour

:

It is a thing I made, which hath the king
I'ive times redeem'd from death : I do not know
Vv'hat is more cordial :—nay, I pr'ylhee, take it

;

It is an earnest of a further good
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how
The case stands with her; do 't as from thyself.

Think what a chance thou changest on ; but

think

Thou hast th.y mistress still,—to boot, my son,

\'v'ho shall take notice of thee : I '11 move the

king

To any shape of thy preferment, such

As thou 'It desire ; and then myself, I chiefly,

That set thee on to th.is desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women ;

Think on my words. \Exit PiSANiO.
A sly and constant knave

;

Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master j

And the remembrancer of her to hold

The hand-fast to her lord.—I have given him
that

Which, if he take, shall quite tinpeople her

Of liegers for her sv/eet ; and which she after,

Except she bend her humour, sliali be assur'd

To taste of too.

Re-enter PiSANiO and Ladies.

So, so ;—well done, well done :

The violets, cowslips, and th.e primroses,

Bear to my closet.—Fare thee well, Pisanio

;

Think on my words.

\_Exeunt QuEEN and Ladies.

Pis. And shall do :

But when to my good lord I prove untrue

I '11 choke myself: there 's all I '11 do lor you.

\Exit.

Scene VI.

—

Britain. Another Koom in the

Palace.

Enter Imogen.

Into. A father cruel and a step-dame false ;

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, [band I

That hath her husband banish'd ;—O, thathus-

My supreme crown of grief: and those repeated

Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen,

As my two brothers, happy ! but most miser-

able

Is the desire that 's glorious : bless'd be those,

How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills.

Which seasons comfort.— Vv'ho may this be?

Fie!

Enter Pisanio andlACUZMO.

Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of F^ome

Comes from my lord with letters.

/ach. Change you, madam ?

The worthy Leonatus is in safety.

And greets your highness dearly.

[Presents a letter.

Iinc. Thanks, good sir

:

You 're kindly welcome. [most rich !

lack. [Aside.] All of her that is out of door

If she be furnish'd with a mind so rare,

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend

!

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot !

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight

;

Rather directly fly.

lino. [Reads.] He is one of the noblest note,

to -whose kindnesses J am most infinitely tied.

Rejlect upon, him accordingly^ as yon valuQ

your truest LeonATU d.

So far I read aloud :

But even the very middle otmy heart

Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully.

—
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You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I

Have words to bid you ; and sliall find it so

In ail that i can do.

lack. Thanks, fairest lady.

—

What, are men mad? Hath nature given them
eyes

To see this vaulted arch, and the rich cope

Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt

The fiery orbs above and the twinn'd stones

Up>)ii th* unnumber'd beach ? and can we not

r.utition make with spectacles so precious

'Twixt fair and foul?

I1)10. What makes your admiration ?

lack. It cannot be i' the eye ; for apes and
monkeys,

'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way
and [ment

;

Contemn with mows the other: nor i' the judg-

For idiots in this case of favour would
Be wisely definite : nor i' the appetite ;

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos'd,

Should make desire vomit emptiness,

Not so allur'd to feed.

Imo. What is the matter, trow ?

lach. The cloyed will,

—

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, [first

That tub both fill'd and running,—ravening

The Iamb, longs after for the garbage.

Imo. What, dear sir,

Thus raps you ? Are you well ?

lack. Thanks, madam; well.—Beseech you,

sir, desire [7i» Pisanio.

lily man's abode where I did leave him : he
Is strange and peevish.

Pis. I was going, sir,

To give him welcome. \^Exit.

Imo. Continues well my lord ? His health,

beseech you ?

JacI:. Well, madam.
Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth? I hope he is.

lack. Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger

there

So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd

The Briton reveller.

Ii/io. When he was here
Ho did incline to sadness; and ofttimes

Not knowing why.
lack, I never saw him sad.

T.icre is a Frenchman his companion, one
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves

A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces [ton,

—

The thick sighs from him; whiles the jolly Bri-

Your lord, I mean,—laughs from 's free lungs,

cries, 0, [knows
Can my sides hold, to think that man,—who
By history, report, or his own proof.

What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose

But must be,—will his free hours langtiishfor
Assured bondage?

Into. Will my lord say so?

lach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood

with laughter.

It is a recreation to be by [heavens know,
And hear him mock tlie Frenchman. But,

Some men are much to blame.

Imo. Not he, I hope.

lach. Not he: but yet heaven's bounty to-

wards him might
Be us'd more thankfully. In liimself 'tis much ;

In you,—which I count his beyond all talents,

—

Whilst I am bound to wonder I am bound
Vo pity too.

Imo. Wliat do you pity, sir?

lach. Two creatures heartily.

J)no. Am I one, sir?

\o\\ look on me : what wreck discern you in me
Deserves your pity?

lack. Lamentable ! WTiat,

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace

r the dungeon by a snuff?

Ivio. I pray you, sir,

Deliver with more openness your answers

To my demands. Why do you pity me?
lach. That others do,

I was about to say, enjoy your But

It is an office of the gods to venge it,

Xot mine to speak on 't.

Itno. You do seem to know
Something of me, or what concerns me : pray

you,—
Since doubling things go ill often hurts more
Than to be sure they do; for certainties

Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing.

The remedy then born,—discover to me
What both you spur and stop.

lach. Had I this check

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch,

Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul

To the oath of loyalty; this object, which
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye.

Fixing it only here;—should I,—damn'dthen,—

•

Slaver with lips as common as the stairs

That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands

Made hard with hourly falsehood,—falsehood as

With labour,—then bo-peeping in an eye

Base and unlustrous as the smoky light

That's fed with stinking tallow,—it were fit

That all the plagues of '^liell should at one lime

Encounter such revolt.

Imo. My lord, I fear,

Has forgot Britain,

lach. And himselt Not I,

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce

The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces
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That from my niutesl conscience Lo my tongue

Charms this report out.

Imo. Let me hear no more.
lach. O deare.st soul ! your cause doth strike

my heart

With pity that doth make me sicl; ! A lady

So fair, and fasten'd to an empery,
V.'ould make the great'st king double,— to be

partner'd

With tomboys, hir'd with that self-exhibitinn

Which your own cofiers yield ! with diseas'd

ventures,

That play with all infirmities for gold [stuff

Which rottenness can lend nature I such boil'd

As well might poison poison ! Be reveng'd

;

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock.

I1110, Reveng'd

!

How should I be reveng'd? If this be true,

—

As I have such a heart that both mine ears

^'lust not in haste abuse,— if it be true,

How should I be reveng'd?
lack. Should he make me

Live like Diana's priest betwixt cold sheei.^.

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps.

In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it.

1 dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure

;

]\Iore noble than that runagate to )-our bed

;

And will continue fast to your affection,

Still close as sure.

Imo. What ho, Pisanio

!

lach. Let me my service tender on your lips.

Imo. Away !— 1 do condemn mine ears that

have
So long attended thee.—If thou wert honourable
Thou vvouldst have told this tale for virtue, not
For such an end thou seek'st, — as base as

strange.

Tliou wrong'st a gentleman who is as far

From thy report as thou from honour; and
Solicit'st here a lady that di.sdains

Thee and the devil alike,—What, ho, Pisanio!

—

The king my father shall be made acquainted
Of thy assault: if he shall think it fit

A saucy stranger in his court to mart
As in a Romish stew, and to expound
His beastly mind to US,—he hath a court

He little cares for, and a daughter who
He not respects at all.—What, ho, Pisanio!

—

lach. O happy Leonatus ! I may say

:

The credit that thy lady hath of thee [ness

Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect good-
lier assur'd credit!—Blessed live you long!

jr^ iady to the worthiest sir that ever

Countiy call'd his! and you his mistress, only

For the most worthiest fit! Give me your

pardon.

I I have spoke this to know if your affiance

1 Were deeply rooted ; and chall make your loid

\ That which he is new o'c : and he is one

[
The 'ruest manner'd ; : .tch a holy witch

That he enchants siicicties unto him

;

Half all men's hearts are his.

Imo. Vou make amend=;.

lach. He sits 'mongst men like a descended
god:

He hath a kind of honour Sets him off

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry.
Most mighty princess, that I have adventur'd
To try )our taking of a false report ; which hath
llonour'd with confirmation yourgreatjudgment
In the election of a sir so rare, [him
Which you know cannot err: the love I bear

Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made
you, [don.

Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your par-

Imo. All's well, sir: take my power i' the
court for yours. [got

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost f^or-

To entreat your grace but in a small request,

And yet of moment too, for it concerns

Vour lord, myself, and other noble friends.

Are partners in the business.

Imo. Pray, w hat is 't ?

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your
lord,

—

[sums
The best feather of our wing,—have mingled
To buy a present for the emperor;
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done
In France : 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels

Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great

;

And I am something curious, being strange

To have them in safe stowage: may it please you
To take them in protection?

Into. Willingly;

And pawn mine honour for their safety: since

My lord hath interest in them, I will keep tiiem

In my bedchamber.
lack. They are in a trunk.

Attended by my men: I vvill make bold

To send them to you only for this night

;

1 must aboard to-morrow.
Imo. O, no, no. [word
lach. Yes, I beseech; or I shall short my

By length'ning my return. From Gallia

I cross'd the seas on purpose and on promise

To see your grace.

Imo. I thank- you for your pains:

But not away to-morrow !

lach. O, I must, madam :

Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please

To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night:

I have outstood my time; which is material

To the tender of our present.
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Imo. I will write.

S^^nd your tr.ink to me ; it shall safe be kepi
Aiid truly yielded you. You 're very wclco.iie.

ACT II.

SCEXE I.

—

Britain. Court before Qx'sx-

uelin'e's Palace.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck ! when
I kissed the jack, upon an up-cast to be hit

away ! I had a hundred pound on 't : and then

a whoreson jackanapes must take me up for

swearing ; as if I borrowed mine oaths of him,
and might not spend them at my pleasure.

1 Lord. What got he by that? You have
broke his pate with your bowl.

2 Lord. [.4j/i/<:.] If his wit had been like

him that broke it, it would have run all out.

Clo, When a gentleman is disposed to swear,

it is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths,

ha.?

2 Lord. No, my lord ; {aside'\ nor crop the

ears of them.

Clo. Whoreson dog !—I give him satisfac-

tion? Would he had been one of my rank !

2 Lord. ^Aside.^ To have smelt like a fool.

Clo. I am not vexed more at anything in the

earth,—a pox on't! I had rather not be so

noble as I am ; they dare not fight with me,
because of the queen my mother: every jack-

slave hath his belly full of fighting, and I must
go up and down like a cock that nobody can
match.

2 Lord. \^Asidc.'\ You are cock and capon too ;

and you crow, cock, with your comb on.

Clo. Sayest thou?
1 Lo7-d. It is not fit your lordship should

undertake every companion that you give offence

to
. Clo. No, I know tliat : but it is fit I should
commit offence to my inferiors.

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.

Clo. Why, so I say.

1 Lord. Did you hear ofa stranger that 's come
to court to-night?

Clo. A stranger, and I not know on 't

!

2 Lord. [Aside.] He's a strange fellow him-
self, and knows it not.

I Lord. There's an Italian come; and, 'tis

thought, one of Leonatus' friends.

Clo. Leonatus ! a banished rascal ; and he 's

another, whatsoever he be. Who told you of

;this stranger?

I Lord. One of your lordship's pages.

Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is

there no derogation in 't.

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lorcL

Clo. Not easily, I think.

2 Lord. [Aside.] You are a fool granted;
therefore your issues, being foolish, do not

derogate.

Clo. Come, I 'II go see this Italian ; what I

have lost to-day at bowls I '11 win to-night of

him. Come, go.

z Lord. I'll attend your lordship.

[ExeiirJ Cloten aiidjjrst Lord.

That such a crafty devil as is his mother
Should yield the world this ass 1 a woman that

Bears all down with her brain; and this her son

Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart.

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess.

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st,

—

Betwixt a fa.lher by thy stepdame governed:

A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer
iNIore hatefid than the foul expulsion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act

Of the divorce he 'd make ! The heavens bold
firm

The walls of thy dear honour; keep unshak'd

Tiiat temple, thy fair mind ; that thou mayst
stand

To enjoy thy banish'd lord and this great land !

[Exit.

Scene II.

—

Britain. Imogen's Bed-

chamber; ill. one part of it a Trunk.

Imogen in bed reading; a Lady attending.

Lmo. ^Vho's there? my woman Helen?
Lady. Please you, madam,
Lmo. WTiat hour is it?

Lady. Almost midnight, madam.
Lmo. I have read three hours, then: niiiie

eyes are weak

:

Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed

:

Take not away the taper, leave it burning;

And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock,

I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seiz'd me
wholly. [Exit Lady.

To your protection I commend me, gods!

From fairies and the tempters of the night

Guard me, beseech ye

!

[Sleeps. IachimO comesfrom the trunk.

Lack. The crickets sing, and man's o'cr-

labour'd sense

Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus

Did softly press the rashes ere he wakcii'd

The chastity he wounded.—C3M.herea,

How bravely thou becom'st thy bed ! fresh lil)-;

.-\nd whiter than thesheets ! That I might touctj

;

Bai kias; ouc kiss!—Kubiea unparagon'd,
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I low clearly Ihey do 't !
—

'Tis her breathing that

Ivi fumes the chamber thus: the flame o' the
taper

Hows toward her, and would underpeepher lids,

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied
I'lider these windows, white and azure, lac'd

\'."iLh blue of heaven's own tinct,—But my
design

To note the chamber :—I will write all down :

—

Such and such pictures ;—there the window :

—

such
The adornment of her bed;—the arras, figures,

Why, such and such;—and the contents o' the

story,—
/'

'i, but some natural notes about her body
' ove ten thousand meaner movables
uld testify, to enrich mine inventoiy.

'-ieep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her!

1 be her sense but as a monument,
.IS in a chapel lying !—Come off, come off;

[ Taking offher bracelet.

A , slippery as the Gordian knot was hard !

—

'lis mine; and this will witness outwardly,

As strongly as the conscience does within,

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast

A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops
r the bottom of a cowslip. Here's a voucher
Stronger than ever law could make: this secret

Will force him think I have pick'd the lock,

and ta'cn [what end?
The treasure of her honour. No more. To
Why should I write this down, that's riveted,

Screw'd to my memory?—She hath been read-

ing late

The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's tum'd down
Where Philomel gave up.—I have enough:
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.

Swift, swift, you diagons of the night, that

dawning
IVIay bare the raven's eye ! I lodge in fear;

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here.

\^Clock strikes.

One, two, three,—Time, time!

[ Goes into ilie irunk. Scene closes.

Scene III.

—

Britain. An Ante-chamber
adjoining liiOGEN's Apartment.

Enter Cloten and Lords-

I Lo7-d. Your lordship is the most patient

man in loss, the most coldest that ever turned

up ace.

Clo. It \\'ould make any man cold to lose.

I Lord. But not every man patient after the

r.oble teinper of your lordship. You are most
hot and furious when you win.

Clo, Winning will put any man into courage.

If I could get this foolish Imogen, I should

have gold enough. It's almost morning, is t

not?

I Lord, Day, my lord.

Clo. I would this music would come: I am
advised to give her music o' mornings; they
say it will penetrate.

Enter Musicians.

Come on; tune: if you can penetrate her svith

your fingering, .so; we'll try with tongue too:

if none will do, let her remain; but I '11 never

give o'er. First, a very excellent good-con-
ceited thing ; after a wonderful sweet air, with
admirable rich words to it,—and then let her
consider.

SONG.
Hark, hark 1 the lark at heaven's gate sings,

And Phoebus 'gins arise,

His steeds to waler at those springs

On chalic"d flowers tha! lies ;

And winking Marj'-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes ;

With everj'thing that jjretty is :

My lady sweet, arise ;

Arise, arise I

So, get you gone. If this penetrate, I will con-

sider your music the better : if it do not, it v.- a

vice in her ears ; which horse-hairs and calves'

guts, nor the voice of unpaved eunuch to boot,

can never amend. \_ExcHut Musicians.

2 Lord. Here comes the king.

Clo. I am glad I was up so late ; for that 's

the reason I was up so early: he cannot choose
but take this service I have done fatherly.—

Enter Cymbeline and Queen.

Good-morrow to your m.tjesty and to riy

gracious mother. [daughter?

Cym. Attend you here the door of our stern

Will she not forth ?

Clo. I have assailed her with music, but she

vouchsafes no notice,

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new

;

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time

Must wear the print of his remembrance out.

And then she 's yours.

Queen. You are most bound to the l<ing,

Who lets go by no vantages that may
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself

To orderly solicits, and be friended

With aptness of the season ; make denials

Increase your services; so seem as if

\'ou were inspir'd to do those duties which

You tender to her ; that you in all obey her,

Save when command to your dismission tends,

And therein you are senseless.

Clo, Senseless ! not ao.
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Enler a Messenger.

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from

Rome

;

The one is Caius Lucius.

Cym. A worthy fellow.

Albeit he comes on angry purpose nov/;

But that 's no fault of his: we must receive him
According to the honour of his sender ; [us,

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on
We muit extend our notice.—Our dear son,

When you have given good-morning to your

mistress.

Attend the queen and us ; we shall have need
To employ you towards this Roman.—Come,

our queen.

[Exeunt CvM., QuEEN, Lords, and Mess.

Cio. If she be up, I '11 speak with bcr ; if not.

Let her lie still and dream.—By your leave,

ho !

—

[Knocks.

I know her women are about her: what
If I do line one of their hands? 'Tis gold

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and
makes

Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up
Their deer to the stand o' the stealer; and 'tis

gold [thief;

Which makes the true man kill'd and saves the

Nay, sometimes hangs both thief and true man

:

what
Can it not do and undo? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me ; for

I yet not understand the case myself.

By your leave. [Knocks.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. Who 's there that knocks ?

Clo, A gentleman.

Lady. No more?
Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son.

Lady. That 's more
Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours,

Can justly boast of. What's your lordship's

pleasure ?

Clo. Your lady's person: is she ready?

Lady. Ay,
To keep her chamber.

Clo. There is gold for you ; sell me your good
report. [of you

Lady. How! my good name? or to report

What I shall think is good?—The princess I

Enter Imogen.

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest: sister, yoursweet
hand. [much pains

Imo. Good-morrow, sir. You lay out too

For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks.

And scarce can spare them.

Clo. Still, I swear I love you.

Imo. Ifyou but said so, 'twereasdeep with me

:

If you swear still, your recompense is still

That I regard it not.

Clo, This is no answer.

Imo, But that you shall not say I yield, being
silent, [faith,

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me :

I shall unfold equal discourtesy [knowing
To your best kindness : one of your great

Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clo. To leave you in your madness 'twere

my sin :

I will not.

Imo. Fools are not mad folks.

Clo, Do you call me fool ?

Imo. As I am mad, I do

:

If you '11 be patient I '11 no more be mad ;

That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir,

Vou put me to forget a lady's manners
By being so verbal : and learn now, for all.

That I, whichknowmyheartjdohere pronounce.

By the very truth of it, I care not for you ;

And am so near the lack of charity,

—

To accuse myself,—I hate you ; which I had
rather

Vou felt than make 't my boast.

Clo. You sin against

Obedience, which you owe your father. For
The contract you pretend %vith that base

wretch,

—

One bred of alms and foster'd with cold dishes,

With scraps o' the court,—it is no contract,

none

:

And though it be allow'd in meaner parties,—
Yet who than he more mean?—to knit their

souls,

—

On whom there is no more dependency
But brats and beggary,—in self-figur"d knot

;

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by

The consequence o' the crown ; and must not soil

The precious note of it with a base slave,

A hilding for a livery, a squire's cloth,

A pantler,—not so eminent.

Imo. Profane fellow !

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base

To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough.

Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl'd

The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated

For being preferr'd so well.

Clo. The south xbg rot him !

Imo. lie never can meet more mischance than
come
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To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment,

That ever lialh but clipp'd his body, is dearer

In my respect than all the hairs above thee,

Wore they all made such men.

Enter PlSANIO.

How now, Pisanio !

Clo. His garment ! Now, the devil,

—

Jmo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee pre-

sently,—
Clo. I lis ly.irment !

Imo. I am sprited with a fool

;

Frighted, and anger'd worse.—Go, bid my
woman

Search for a jewel tliat too casually [me
Hath left mine arm : ii was thy master's ; shrew

If I would lose it for a revenue

Of any king's in Europe. I do think

I saw't this mornuig: confident I am
l.;ist night 'twas on mine arm ; I kiss'd it ;

I hope it be not gone to tell my lord

Tiiat I kiss aught but he.

Pis. 'Twill not be losL

Imo. 1 hope so : go and search.

\Exit Pisanio.

Clo. You have abus'd me. —
His meanest garment?

Imo. Ay, I said so, sir :

If you will make 't an action, call witness to 't.

Clo. I will inform your father.

Imo. Your mother too :

Slie 's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope,

Ihit the worse of me. So I leave you, sir.

To the worst of discontent. \^Exil.

Clo. I '11 be reveng'd :

—

His meanest garment !—Well. \_Exil.

Scene IV.— Rome. An Apartment in

Philario's House.

Enter PosTHUMUS and Vww.h.v.xo.

Post. Fear it not, sir : I would I were so sure

To win the king as I am bold her honour
Will remain hers.

Phi. What means do you make to him ?

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time

;

Quake in the present winter's state, and wish

I'hat warmer days would come : in these cear'd

hopes

I barely gratify your love ; they failing,

I must die much your debtor.

Phi. Your very goodness and your company
O'erpays all I can do. By this your king

Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Eucius

Will do 's commission throughly : and I think

He '11 grant the tribute, send the arrearages.

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembran_s
Is yet fresh in their grief.

Post. I do believe,

—

Statist though I am none, nor like to be,

—

That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear
The legions now in Gallia sooner landed

In our not-fearing Britain than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen
Are men mce ordered than when Julius Crcsar

Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their

courage
Worthy his frowning at : their discipline,

—

Now mingled with their courage,—will niake

known
To their approvers they are people Fuch

That mend upon the world.

Phi. See ! lachimo !

Enter Iachi.mo.

Post. The swiftest harts h.ive posted you by
land ;

A}i(I winds of all the corners kiss'd your sails,

To make your vessel nimble.
/'///. W^elcome, sir.

Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made
The speediness of your return.

Irch. Your lady

Is (j-.ie of the fairest that I have look'd upon.
Poit. And therewithal the best; or let her

beauty

Look through a casement to allure fal.'-.e hearts.

And be false with them.
lach. Here are letters fur )ou.

]\->J. Their tenor good, I trust.

laJi. 'Tis ver}' like.

/'///. Was Caius Eucius in the Britain court

When you were there ?

lach. He was expected then,

Bui not approach'd.
l\r;t. All is well yet.

—

.•-Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is 't not

Too dull for your good wearing?

lack. If I had lost it

I should have lost the worth of it in gold.

I '11 malvC a journey twice as far, to enjoy

A second night of such sweet shortness which
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won.

Post. The stone 's too hard to come by.

lach. Not a whit.

Your lady being so easy.

Post. Make not, sir,

Ycjur loss your sport: I hope you know that we
Must not continue friends.

lach. Good sir, we must.

If you keep covenant. Had I not brought

The knowledge of your mistress home, I grants

We were to question further : but I now
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Profess myself the winner of her honour.

Together with your ring ; and not the wronger
Of her or you, havmg proceeded but

By both your wills.

Post. If you can make 't apparent
That you have lasted her in bed, my hand
And ring ii yours : if not, the foul opinion

Vou had of her pure honour gains or loses

Vour sword or mine, or masterless leaves both

To who shall find them.
lack. Sir, my circumstances,

Being so near the truth as I will make them,
Jilust first induce you to believe : whose strength

I will confirm with oath ; which I doubt not
^' m'll give me leave to spare when you shall find

Vou need it not.

Post. Proceed.
Iiich. First, her bedchamber,

—

Where, I confess, I slept not ; but profess

Had that was well worth watching,—it was
hang'd

With tapestry of silk and sih'er ; the story

Pioud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman,
And Cydnus swell'd above the banks, or for

The press of boats or pride : a piece of work
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive

In workmanship and value ; which I woiider'd

Could be so rarely and exactly wrought,
Since the true life on 't was,

—

Post. This is true ;

And this you might have heard of here, by me
Or by some other.

lack. More particulars

Must justify my knowledge.
Post. So they must.

Or do your honour injury.

lack. The chimney
Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece
Chaste Dian batliing : never saw I figures

So likely to report themselves : the cutter

Was as another nature, dumb ; outwent her,

Motion and breath left out.

Post. This is a thing
Which you might from relation likewise reap ;

Being, as it is, much spoke of.

lack. The roof o' the chamber
With golden cherubins is fretted: her and-

irons,

—

I had forgot them,—were two winking Cupids
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely

Depending on their brands.
Post, This is her honour !

—

Leii it be granted you have seen all tliis,—and
praise

Be given to your remembrance,—the description

Of what is in her chamber nothing saves
The wager you have laid.

lack. Then, if you can,

[Pulling out tke braceUf.

Be pale ; I beg but leave toair this jewel ; see !

—

And now 'tis up again : it must be married

To that your diamond j I '11 keep them.

Post. Jove !

—

Once more let me behold it : is it ib.ai

Which I left with her ?

lack. Sir,—I thank her,— that ;

She strlpp'd it from her arm ; I see her yet

;

Ilcr pretty action did outsell her gift.

And yet enrich'd it too : she gave it me, and s;iid

She priz'd it once.

Post. Maybe she pluck'd it oiT

To send it me.
lack. She writes so to you ? doth she ?

Post. O, no, no, no! 'tis true. Here, take

this too ;
\_Gives the ring.

It is a basilisk unto mine ej'e.

Kills me to look on't.—Let there be no honour
\^^rere there is beauty ; truth where semblance

;

love

\^^^ere there 's anotherman : the vov^-s ofwomen
Of no move bondage be to where they are made
Than ihey are to their virtues ; which is

nothing.

—

O, above measure false !

Phi. Have patience, sir.

And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won :

It may be probable she lost it ; or,

WTioknowsif one o'her women, being corrupted,

Hath stolen it from her ?

Post, Very true ;

And so I hope he came by't.—Lack my ring :

Render to me some corporal sign about her,

More evident than this ; for this was stole!!.

lack. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he
swears. [sure

'Tis true,—nay, keep the ring,
—

'tis true : I ain

She would not lose it : her attendants are

All sworn -and honourable :—they induc'd to

steal it

!

And by a stranger !—No, he hath enjoyed her

:

The cognizance of her incontinency

Is tlris,—she hath bought the name of whore
thus dearly.

—

There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of he'l

Divide themselves between you !

Phi. Sir, be patient

:

This is not strong enough to be believ'd

Of one persuaded well of,

—

Post. Never talk on 't

;

She hath been colted by him.

lack. If you seek

For further satisfying, under her breast,

—

Worthy the pressing,—lies a mole, right proud
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Of that most delicate lodging : by my life,

I Uiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger
To feed again, though full. You do remember
"I his slain upon her ?

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm

Another stain, as big as hell can hold,

Were tliere no more but it.

lark. Will you hear more ?

I'osi. Spare your arithmetic : never count the

turns ;

Once, and a million !

]ach. rU be sworn,

—

Post. . No sv/earinc^.

Jf you will swear you have not done 't, you lie ;

And I will kill thee if thou dost deny
Thou 'st made me cuckoid.

Luh. I'll deny nothing.

Post. O, that I had her here to tear her limb-

meal !

1 will go there and do 't ; i' ih.e court ; before

Her father : I '11 do something,

—

[Exit.

Phi. - Quite b'Cbides

The government of patience !—You have won :

Let 's follow him, and pervert the present wrath

He halh against himself.

Jdch, With all my heart.

\_E.\eu)tt.

Scene V.

—

Rome. Another Room in

PiiiLAKio's House.

Enter Posthumus.

butPost. Is there no way for men to

women
Itfust be half-workers ? \Ve are all bastards *.

And that most venerable man which I

Did call my father was I know not where
"When I was slamp'd ; some coiner with his fools

IMade me a counterfeit : yet my mother seeai'd

The Di.an of that lime : so doih my wife

The nonpareil of this.—O, vengeance, ven-

geance !

—

iMe of my lawful pleasure she restrairr'd,

And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with

A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on 't

IMight well have warm.'d old Saturn ; th:>t I

thought her

Aschasteasunsunn'dsnow.—O, all ihe devils!

—

This yellow lachimo in an hour,—was 't not?

Or less,—at first ?—Perchance he spoke not,

but,

IJke a full-acorn'd boar, a German one,

Ciied O ! and mounted ; found no opposition

t what he look'd for should' oppose, and she
ould from encounter guard. Could I find out

'ine woman's part in me ! For there 's no
motioa

That tends to vice in man but I affirm

It is the woman's part : be it lying, note it,

The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceivin;^,

hers ; [hers ;

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges.

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,

Nice longing, slanders, mutability.

All faults that have a name, nay, that hell

knows,
Why, hers, in part or all ; but rather all

;

For ev'n to vice

They are not constant, but are changing slil!

One vice, but of a minute old, lor one
Not half so old as that. I'll write against them.
Detest them, curse them.—Yet 'tis greater skill

In a true hate to pray they have their will

;

The veiy devils cannot plague iheni better.

{Exit.

ACT If I.

Scene I,

—

Britain. A Rcom of State in
Cymdeline's Palace.

Enter, at one side, Cymiseline, Quken,
Cloten, and Lords; at llie oilier CAiL'3
Lucius aw;/ Attendants.

C}'m. Now say, what would Augustus Cresar
with us? [brance yet

Ltu. When Julius C?esar,—whose rcmem-
Lives in men's eyes, and will to ears and tongues
Be theme and hearing ever,—wasin this Britain,

And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,

—

Famous in Ca;sar's praises no whit less

Than in his feats deserving it,—for him
And his succession granted Rome a tribute

Yearly three thousand pounds J which by ihee

lately

Is left untender'd.

Queen. And, to kill the marvel,

Shall be so ever.

do. There be many Cxsars
Ere such another Julius. Britain is

.\ world by itself ; and we will nothing pay
For wearing our own noses.

Queen. That opportunity,

VvTrich then they had to take from 's, to resiune

We have again.—Remember, sir, my lijge.

The kings your ancestors ; together with
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands

.\s Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in

With rocks unscaleable and roaring v/aters ;

With sands that will not bear your enemies*

boats, [conquest

But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of

Cresar made here ; but made not here his brri-r

Of came^ and «w, and ovcnarne: vvitb shame,-—



944 CYMBELINE. [act III.

The first that ever touch'd him,—he was carried

From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his sliip-

ping —
Poor ignorant baubles !—on our terrible seas,

Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd

As easily 'gainst our rocks : for joy whereof •

The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point,

—

O, giglot fortune !—to master Caesar's sword,
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright

And Britons strut with Cuurage.

Clo. Come, there 's no more tribute to be

paid : our kingdom is stronger than it was at

that time; and, as I said, there is no more such
C.iisars : other of them may have crooked
noses ; but to owe such straight arms, none.

Cym. Son, let your mother end.

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe

as hard as Cassibelan : I do not say I am one

;

but I have a hand.—Why tribute ? why should
we pay tribute ? If Caesar can hide the sun
from us with a blanket, or put the moon in his

pocket, we will pay him triljute for light; else,

sir, no more tribute, pray you now.
Cym. You must know,

Till the injurious Romans did extort

This tribute from us, we were free : Cesar's
ambition,

—

Which swell'd so much that it did almost stretch

The sides o' the world,—against all colour, here

Did put the yoke upon 's ; which to shake off

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Ourselves to be.

Clo. We do.

Cym. Say then to Cresar,

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius which
Ordain'd our laws,—whose use the sword of

Coesar [franchise

Hath too much mangled ; whose repair and
Sh.all, by the power we hold, be our good deed,
Though Rome be therefore angry :—i^Iulmutius

made our laws.

Who was the first of Britain which did put
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd

Himself a king.

Ltu. I am sorry, Cymbeline,
That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar,

—

Caesar, that hath more kings his servants than
Thyself domestic officers,—thine enemy :

Receive it from me, then :—War and confusion
In Caesar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee : look
For fiiry not to be resisted.—Thus defied,

I thank thee for myself.

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius.
Thy Caesar knighted me ; my youth I spent
Much under him ; of him I gather'd honour

;

Which he to seek of me again, perforce,

Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfect

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians for

Their liberties are now in arms,—a precedent
Which not to read would show the Britons cold:

So Cicsar shall not find them.

Luc. Let proof speak.

Clo. Mis majesty bids you welcome. Make
pastime with us a day or two, or longer : if you
seek us afterwards in other terms, you shall find

us in our salt-water girdle : if you beat us out

of it, it is yours ; if you fall in the adventure,

our crows shall fare the bcf.er for you ; and
there 's an end.

Luc. So, sir. [mine:
Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and he

All the remain is, welcome. \_Exf.unC.

Scene II.

—

Britain. Another Room ifi .'he

Palace.

Enter PiSANiO with a letter.

Pis. How! of adultery? Wherefore wine
you not

Wliat monster 's her accuser ?—Leonatus !

master ! what a strange infection

Is fallen into thy earl What false Italian,—
As poisonous tongu'd as handed,—hath pie-

vail'd

On thy too ready hearing ?—Disloyal ! No :

She 's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes,
More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults

As would take in some virtue.—O my master !

Thy mind to her is now as low as were
Thy fortunes.—How ! that I should murder her?

Upon the love, and truth, and vows which 1

Have made to thy command?— I, her?—her

blood ?

If it be so to do good service, never
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I,

That 1 should seem to lack humanity
So much as this fact comes to? l^Reading.}

Do 'i : the letter

That I have sent her, by her otvn command
Shall give thee opportmiity :—O damn'd paper

!

Black as the ink that 's on thee ! Senseless

bauble.

Art thou a fedary for this act, and look's!

So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comr-
1 am ignorant in what I am commanded.

Enter Imogen.

Imo. How now, Pisanio !

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord.

Imo. Who ? thy lord i* that is my lord,

—

Leonatus?

O, learn'd indeed were that astronomer
^

That knew the stars as I his characters ; -

He'd lay the future open. You good gods,
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r,ct what is here contain'd relish of love,

Of my lord's health, of his content,—yet not

That we two are asunder,—let that grieve him ;

—

Some griefs are med'cinable ; that is one of

them,
For it doth physic love ;—of his content [be

All but in that !—Good wax, thy leave:—bless'd

Vou bees that make these locks of counsel !

Lovers
And men in dangerous bonds pray not aHke :

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet

You clasp you.g Cupid's tables.—Good news,

gods ! [A\ads.

J'ttsiice, and your father's wrath, uiouIJ he

take me in his doirinioi, could not bd sj cruel

to vie, as yon, O ike dearest of creatures, would
even renexv mc with your eyes. Take 7iotice

that I am in Cambria, at lililford-Haven :

whatyour own love will, out of this, adinseyou,

follow. So he wishes you all happinesi that

ictiiains loyal to his vow, andyour, inert asiiig

in love, Leonatus PobXHUMUS.
O for a horse with wings !— Ilear'sl thou,

Pisanio ?

lie is at Milford-IIaven: read, and tell me
How far 'tis thiilier. If one of mean affaiis

INIay plod it in a week, why may not I

( Wide thither in a day ?—Then, true Pisanio,—

Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord; who
iong'st

—

O, let me 'bate—but not like me : yet long'st,

Pat in a fainter kind : O, not like me ;

I'or mine 's beyond beyond,—say, and speak

thick,—
Love's councillor should fill the bores of hearing

To the smothering of the sense,—how far it is

To this same blessed Milford : and, by the

way.
Tell me how Wales was made so happy as

To inherit such a haven : but, first ol all,

How we may steal from hence; and fur the ga|.)

That we shall make in time, from our hence-

going [hence :

And our return, to excuse. But first, how get

Why should excuse be born or e'er begot ?

We '11 talk of that hereafter. Pr"ythce, speak.

How many score of miles may we well ride

'Twixt hour and hour ?

Pis. One score 'twixt sun and sun,

Madam, 's enough for you, and loo much too.

Jmo. Why, one that rode to 's execution, man,
Could never go so slow: I have heard of riding

wagers.

Where horses have been nimbler than the sands

That run i' the clock's behalf;—but this is

foolery ;

Go bid my woman feign a sickness ; say

She'll home to her father: and piovide me
presently

A riding suit no costlier than would fit

A franklin's housewife.

Fis. Madam, you 're best consider.

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, i.o; hcie.

Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in thi.m

That 1 cannot look through. Away, I pi'ylhee;

Do as I bid thee : there's no more to say;

Accessible is none but Wilford way. \_£ACt:nt.

Scene IIL—Wales. Amountainous Couniry
tvith a Cave.

A;//t,v-BELARl US; GuiDERlus, (?;/£/Arvira.U'S.

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with

such [g^ile

Whose roof 's as low as ours ! Stoop, bo)s : tliis

Instructs you how to adore the heavens, and
bows you

Toamorning'sholyoffice: the gates ofmonarchs
Are arch'd so high that giants may jet through,

And keep their impious turbans on, without

Good-morrow to the sun.—Hail, thou fair

heaven !

We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly

As prouder livers do.

Uni. Hail, heaven !

Arv. Hail, l-.eaven !

Bel. Now for our mountain sport : up to

yond hill,

\'oiit legs are young; I'll tread these Hals.

Consider,

When you above perceive me like a crow,

That it is place which lessens and sets ofi :

And you may then revolve what tales I have
told you

Of courts, of princes, of tlie tricks in war :

This service is not service so being dune,

P>ut being so allow'd : to apprehend thus

Draws us a profit from all things we see ;

And often, to our comfort, shall we find

The sharded beetle in a safer hold

Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life

Is nobler than attending for a check,

Is.icher than doing nothing for a baulile,

Prouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk :

Such gain the cap of him that makes 'em fine,

Vet keeps his book uncross'd : no life to ours.

Gut. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor

unfledg'd, [know not

Have never wing'd from view o' the nest ; mr
What air 's from home. Haply this life is best.

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding

With your stiff age : but unto us it is

A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ;
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A prison for a debtor, that not dares

To stride a limit.

yli-v. What should we speak of

Wlien we are old as you ? when we sliall hear
Tlie rain and wind beat dark December, how.
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse

'

The freezinghoursaway? We have seen nothing:
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox for prey ;

Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat

:

Our valour is to chase what flies ; our cage
We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird,

And sing our bondage freely.

Be-/. Flow you speak !

Did you but know the city's usuries,

And felt them knowingly: the art o' the court,

As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to climb
Is certain falling, or so slipperj' that

The fear 's as bad as falling : the toil o' the war,
A pain that only seems to seek out danger
I' the name of fame and honour ; which dies i'

the search,

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph
As record of fair act ; nay, many times
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worse,
tlust court'sy at the censure.—O, boys, this

story

The world may read in me : my body 's mark'd
With Roman swords ; and my report was once
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd me

;

And when a soldier was the theme, my name
W'as not far off: then was I as a tree [night

\Vhose boughs did bend with fruit : but in one
A storm or robbery, call it what you will,

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my
leaves,

And left me bare to weather.
Gnf. Uncertain favour?
£c-/. My fault being nothing,—as I have told

you oft,

—

[vail'd

But that two \nllains, whose false oaths pre-

Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline
I was confederate with the Romans: so
Follow'd my banishment ; and this twenty years
This rock and these demesnes have been my

vi'orld :

Where I have liv'd at honest freedom
; paid

More pious debts to heaven than in all

The fore-end of my time.—But up to the
mountains !

This is not hunters' language.—He that strikes

The venison first shall be the lord o' the feast

;

To him the other two shall minister ;

And we will fear no poison, which attends
In place of greater state. I '11 meet you in the

val I eys. [Exeunt Gu i . and Akw
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature !

i nese boys know little they are sons to the king

;

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive.

They think they are mine : and tliough train'J

np thus meanly [hi*

r the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do
The roofs ofpalaces ; and nature prompts theni.

In simple and low things, to prince it much
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,

—

The heir of Cymbelina and Britain, who
The king his father call'd Guiderius,—Jove 1

When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story : say, Thus mine enemy fell.

And thus /set my foot on 's iiech ; even then
The princely blood flov.'s in his cheek, he sweats.

Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in

posture [walj—
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cad-
Once Arviragus,—in as like a figure

Strikes life into myspeech, and showsmuch more
I lisown conceiving. Hark, thegameisrous'd!

—

O Cymbeline ! heaven and mj- conscience Icnows
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon.
At three and two years old, I stole these babes ;

Thinking to bar thee of succession, as
Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euripliile,

Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their

mother,
And every day do honour to her grave

:

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd.

They take for natural father. The game is up.

lExit.

Scene iN.— Wales, near Milford-Haven.

Enter Bisanio and Imogen.

Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from
horse, the place

Was near at hand.—Ne'er long'd my mother so
To see me first as I have now.—Bisanio ! Man I

WTiere is Posthumus? What is in thy mind
That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks

that sigh

From the inward of thee? One but painted thus

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd

Beyond self-explication : put thyself

Into a 'haviour of less fear, ere wildness
N^anquish my steadier senses. What's the

matter?
Why tendcr'st thou that paper to me, with
A look untsnder? If't be summer news.
Smile to't before; if winterly, thou necd'st

But keep that countenance still.—My husband's

hand !

That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftiecl him.

And he's at some hard point.—SpoaL. uiau;

thy tongue
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Jlay take off some extremity, which to read

Would be even mortal to me.
Pis. Please you, read

;

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing

I'he most disdain'd of fortune.

Tmo. {Reads.'] Thy mistress^ Pisanio, hath

played the striwipet in my bed; the testimonies

ivhereof lie bleeding iii me. I speak net out of
v-'cak surmises ; butfrom proofas strong as my
gnef and as certain as 1 expect my revenge.

Thatpart thou, Pisanio, fiiust actfor me, ifthy

faith be not tainted witli the breach of hers. Let
thine own ha7ids take away her life ; I shallgive

thee opporiurdty at Milford-Haven : she hathmy
letter for the purpose : where, if thou fear to

strike, and to make me ccriaiji it is done, thou

art tJie pander to her dishonour, and equally to

me disloyal.

Pis. What, shall I need to draw my sword ?

the paper

Hath cut her throat already.—No, 'tis slander
;

Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose
tongue

Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath

Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie

All corners of the world: kings, queens, and
states,

r> raids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave

This viperous slander enters.—What cheer,

madam ? [false ?

Iifio, False to his bed? What is it to be

To lie in watch there, and to think on him ?

To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge

nature.

To break it with a fearful dream of him,

And cry myself awake? tliat 's false to his bed,

Is it?

Pis. Alas, good lady I [lachimo,

Imo. I false ! Thy conscience wi;ness :

—

Thou didst accuse him of inconlinency

;

Thou then look'dst like a villain; now, me-
thinlcs.

Thy favour 's good enough.—Some jay of Italy,

Whose mother was her painting, hath betray'd

him

:

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ;

And for I am richer than to hang by the walls

I must be ripp'd : to pieces with me !—O,
Men's vows are women's traitors J All good

seeming,
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought
Put on for villany,—not born where 't grows,
But worn a bait for ladies.

Pis. Good madam, hear me.
Imo. True honest men being heard, like false

/Eneas, [weeping
Were, in his time, thought false : and Sinon's

Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity

From most true wretchedness: so thou. Post-

humus,
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men;
Goodly and gallant shall be false and perjur'd

From thy great fail.—Come, fellow, be thou
honest

:

[him.
Do thou thy master's bidding : when thou see'st

A little witness my obedience : look !

I draw the sword myself : take it, and hit

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart

:

Fear not ; 'tis empty of all things but grief

:

Thy master is not there ; who was indeed
The riches of it : do his bidding ; strike.

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause ;

But now thou seem'st a coward.
Pis. Hence, vile instrument

!

Thou shalt not damn my hand.
Imo. Why, I must die ;

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art

Noservant of thymaster's : against self-slaughter

There is a prohibition so divine [heart

:

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my
Something's afore 't. — Soft, soft! we'll no

defence

;

Obedient as the scabbard.—What is here?

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus
All turn'd to heresy? Away, away.
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more
Be stomacher's tomy heart. Thus may poor fools

Believe false teachers: though those that are

betray'd

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor

Stands in worse case of woe.

And thou, Posthumus, that didst set up
My disobedience 'gainst the king ray father.

And make me put into contempt the suits

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find

It is no act of common passage, but

A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself

To think, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her

That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory
Will then be pang'dbyme.— Pr'y thee, despatch:

The lamb entreats the butcher: where 's thy

knife ?

Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding.

When I desire it too.

Pis. O gracious lady.

Since I receiv'd command to do this business

I have not slept one wink.

Imo. Do't, and to bed then.

Pis. I '11 wake mine eyeballs blind first

J/;io. Wherefore then

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus'd

So many miles with a pretence? this place?

Mine action and thine own? our horses' labouii?

The time inviting thee? the perturb'd couri.

I n
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For my being absent ; whereunto I never

Purpos^. return? Why hast ihou gone so far,

To be unbetil when ihou hast ta'en thy stand,

The elected deer before thee ?

Pis. But to win lime

To lose so bad employment ; in the which

I have consider'd of r-, course. Good lady,

Hear me with patience.

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary: speak:

I have heard T am a strumpet 5 and mine ear,

Therein false struck, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak.

Pis, Then, madam,
I thought you would not back again.

Imo, Most like,

—

Bringing me here to kill me.
ph. Not so neither :

But if I were as wise as honest, then

Mv purpose would prove well. It cannot be

Llut that my master is abus'd:

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art,

Hath done you both this cursed injury.

Inio. Some Roman courtezan.

Pis. No, on my life:

I'll give hut notice you are dead, and send him
Some bloody sign of it; for 'tis commanded
I should do so : you shall be miss'd at court,

And tliai will well confirm it.

I;no. Why, good fellow.

What shall I do the while? where bide? how
live?

Or in my life what comfort when I am
Dead to my husband?

Pis. If you '11 back to the court,

—

Into. No court, no father ; nor no more ado
With that harsh, noble, simple nothing,

—

That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me
As fearful as a siege.

Pis. If not at court,

Then not in Britain must you bide.

I;!io. Where then?

Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day,
night,

Are (hey not but in Britain? I' the world's

vclumc
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in 't

;

In a great pool a swan's nest : pr'ythee, think

There 's livers out of Britain.

i Pis. I am most glad

You thii-ik of other place. The ambassador,
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-IIaven
To-morrow: now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise

That which to appear itself must not yet be,
But by self-danger, you should tread a course
Privy and full of view ; yea, haply, near
^'he icsidcrice of Boslhumus,—so nigh at least

That though his actions were not visible, yet

Report should render him hourly to your ear,

As truly as he moves.
Into. O, for such means.

Though peril to my modesty, not death c .'t,

I would adventure.

Pis. Well then, here's the point:

Vou must forget to be a woman ; change
Command into obedience ; fear and niceness,—
1 he handmaids of all women, or, more truly,

Woman its pretty self,— into a waggish courage ;

Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and
As quarrelousas the weasel; nay, you must
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,

Exposing it,—but, O, the harder heart

!

Alack, no remedy !—to the greedy touch

Of common-kissing Titan; and forget

\'our laboursome and dainty trims, wherein

Vou made great Juno angry.

//no. Nay, be brie!

;

I see into thy end, and am almost

A man already.

Pis. First, make yourself hut like one.

I'ore-thinking this, I have already fit,

—

'Tis in my cloak-bag,—doublet, hat, hose, all

That answer to them: would you, in their

serving,

And with what imitation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lf.cius

Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
Wherein you are happy,—which you'll make

him know
If that his head have ear in music,—doubtless

With joy he will embrace you; for he's lion-

ourable

And, doubling that, most holy. Your means
abroad

Wvd have me, rich ; and I will never fail

IV-ginning nor supplyment.
luio. Thou art all the comfort

The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away

:

There 's more to be consider'd; but we '11 even

All that good time will give us: this attempt

1 am soldier to, and will abide it with
\ prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee.

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short

farewell,

Lest, being miss'd, I be suspected of [tres?,

^'our carriage from the court. My noble niis-

llere is a box; I had it from the queen;
What 's in 't is precious ; if you are sick at sea

Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this

Will drive away distemper.—To some shade,

And fit you to your manhood :—may the gods

Direct you to the liest

!

Ir/:o. Amen : I thank thee.

iExet:.:.'.
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SCENK V. -Britain. A Rootn in Cym-
beline's Palace.

^«^'er;-CYMBELINE, QUEEN, ClOTEN, LuCIUS,
and Lords.

Cym. Thus far ; and so farewell.

Liic. Thanks, royal sir.

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence

;

And am right sorry that I must report ye

]My master's enemy.
Cytn. Our subjects, sir,

Will aot endure his yoke ; and for ourself

To cTiOV/ less sovereignty than they, must needs

Appear unkinglike.

LtiC. So, sir, I desire of you

A condact over-land to Milford-IIaven.

—

Madam, all joy befall his grace and you !

Cyin. My lords, you are appointed for that

office;

The due of honour in no point omit.

—

So farewell, noble Lucius.

Luc. Your hand, my lord.

CIo. Receive it friendly : but from this time

forth

I wear it as your enemy.
Liic. Sir, the event

Is yet to name the winner: fare you well.

Cyin. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my
lords.

Till he have cross'd the Severn.—Happiness!
YExeuni Lucius and Lords.

Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it

honours us

That we have given him cause.

Cla. 'Tis all the better

;

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it.

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the em-
peror

How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness:

The powers that he already hath in Gallia

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he

moves
His war for Britain.

Queen. 'Tis not sleepy business

;

But must be look'd to speedily and strongly.

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen.

Where is our daughter ? She hath not appear'd

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd

The duty of the day : she looks us like

A thing more made of malice than of duty:

We have noted it.—Call her before us; for

We have been too slight in sufferance.

\_E.\-ti an Attendant.

Queen. Royal sir.

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd

Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord,

'Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty.

Forbear sharp speeches to her : she 's a lady

So tender of rebukes that words are strokes.

And strokes death to her.

Re-enter Attendant.

Cym. Where is she, sir? How
Can her contempt be answer'd?

Atten. Please you, sir,

Her chambers are all lock"d ; and there 's no
answer [make.

That will be given to the loud'st of noise we
Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her,

She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close;

Whereto constrain'd by her infirmity

Sb.e should that duty leave unpaid to you
Which daily she was bound to proffer: this

She wish'd me to make known; but our great

court

Made me to blame in memor}'.

Cym. I ler door 's lock'd ?

Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that which
I fear

Prove false

!

[E.xif.

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king, [vant,

CIo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old ser-

I have not seen these two days.

Queen. Go, look after.—

•

[Exit Cl.OTEN.

Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthumus !

—

He hath a drug of mine ; I pray his absence

Proceed, by swallowing that ; for he believes

It is a thing most precious. But for her, [her;

Where is she gone? Haply despair hath seiz'd

Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she 's flown

To her desir'd Posthumus: gone she is

To death or to dishonour ;and my end
Can make good use of either: she being down,
I have the placing of the British crown.

Re-enter Cloi EX.

How now, my son !

do. 'Tis certain she is fled.

Go in and cheer the king: he rages; none

Dare come about him.

Queen. All the better : may
,

This night forestall him of the coming day !

[Exit:

Clo. I love and hate her : for she 's fair and

royal, [quisite

And that she hath all courtly parts more ex-

Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one

The best she hath, and she, of all compounded,

Outsells t .em all.—I love her therefore: but.

Disdaining me, and throwing favours on
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The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment
That what's else rare is chok'd; and in that

point

I will conclude to liate her, nay, indeed,

To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools shall

—

Enter Pisanio.

Who is here? What, are you packing, sirrah ?

Come hither : ah, you precious pander ! Villain,

Where is thy lady? In a word ; or else

Thou art straightway with the fiends.

Pis. O, good my lord

!

Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter

—

I will not ask again. Close villain,

I "11 have this secret from thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus?
From wi ^se so many weights of baseness cannot

A dram o/ worth be drawn.
Fis. Alas, my lord,

liovv can she be with him? Wlicn was she
miss'd?

He is in Rome.
Clo. Where is she, sir? Come nearer;

No further halting: satisfy me home
\Vhat is become of her.

Fis. O, my a 11-worthy lord!

Clo. All-v/orthy villain

!

Discover where thy mistress is at once,

At the next word,—no more of worthy lord,

—

Speak, or thy silence on the instant is

Thy condemnation and thy death.

Pis. Then, sir.

This paper is the liistory of my knowledge
Touching her flight. \Fre>, -ittijig a letter.

Clo. Let's see't.—I will pursue her

Even to Augustus' throne.

Pis. [Aside. ] Or this or perish.

She's far enough; and what he learns by this

May prove his travel, not her danger.
Clo. Hum!
Pis. [Aside.] I'll write to my lord she's

dead. O Imogen,
Safe mayst thou wander, saJfe return again

!

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true?

Pis. Sir, as I think,

Clo. It is Posthumus' hand; I know't.

—

Sirrah, if thou wouldst not be a villain, but do
me true service, undergo those employments
wherein I should have cause to use thee with a
serious industry,—that is, what villany soe'er I

bid thee do, to perform it directly and truly,

—

I would think thee an honest man : thou shouldst
neither want my means for tliy relief nor my
Invoice for thy preferment. , ^

Pis. Well, my good lord.
*" ^-

Clo. Wilt thou ser\'e me?—for since patiently

and constantly ihou hast stuck to the bare for-

tune of that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not,

in the course of gratitude, but be a diligent

follower of mine,—wilt thou serve me?
Pis. Sir, I will.

Clo. Give me thy hand; here's my purse.

I last any of thy late master's garments in thy

possession ?

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the

same suit he wore when he took leave of my
lady and mistress-

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch

that suit hither: let it be thy -first service; go.

Pis. I shall, my lord. [Exit.

Clo. Meet thee at Miiford-Haven !—I forgot

to ask him one thing; I'll remember 't anon

:

even there, thou villain Posthumus, will I kill

thee.—I would these garments were come.
She said upon a time,—the bitterness of it I

now belch from my heart,—that she held the

very garment of Posthumus in more respect

than ray noble and natural person, together widi
the adornment of my qualities. With that suit

upon Yny back will I ravish her: first kill him,
and in her e)'es ; there shall she see my valour,

vv-hich will then be a torment to her contempt.

He on the ground, my speech of insultment

ended on his dead body,—and when my lust

hath dined,—which, as t say, to vex her, I will

execute in the clothes that she so praised,—to

the court I'll knock her back, foot her home
again. She hath despised me rejoicingly, and
I "11 be merry in my revenge.

Re-enter Pisanio, -wilh tJis clothes.

Be those the garments?
Pis. Ay, my noble lord.

Clo. How long is 't since she went to MilfofS-

Havcn ?

Pis. She can scarce be there yet.

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that

is the second thing that I have commanded
thee: the third is, that thou wilt be a volun-

tary mute to my design. Be but duteous, and
true preferment shall tender itself to thee.

—

My revenge is now at Miiford: would I had
wings to follow it I—Come, and be true.

[Exit.

Pis. Thou bidd'st me to my loss : for true to

thee

Were to prove false, which I will never be.

To him that is most true. To Miiford go,

And find not her whom thou pursu'st.—Flow,
flow,

You heavenly blessings on her !—This fool's

speed
Be cross'd wiih slowness ; labour be his meed !

\Exit.
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ScENE VI.

—

Wales. Before the Cave of
Belarius.

Enter Imogen, in boy's clothes.

Into. I see a man's life is a tedious one :

I have tir'd myself; and for two nights together

Have made the ground my bed. I should be
sick,

But that my resolution helps me.— Milford,

When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd
thee,

Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think

Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean,
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars

told me
I could not miss my way : will poor folks lie,

That have afflictions on them, knowing 'tis

A punishment or trial ? Yes ; no wonder,
When rich ones scarce tell true : to lapse in

fulness

Is sorer than to lie for need ; and filsehood
Is worse in kings than beggars.—My dear lord !

Thou art one o' the false ones : now I think

on thee

J.Iy hunger 's gone ; but even before, I was
At point to sink for food.—But what is this ?

Here is a path to't J 'tis some savage hold :

I were best not call ; I dare not call : yet

famine,

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

Plenty and peace breeds cowards ; hardness ever

Of hardiness is mother.—Ho ! who 's here ?

If anything that 's civil, speak ; if savage,

Take or lend.—Ho !—No answer ? then I '11

enter.

Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy
Cut fear the sword like me, he '11 scarcely look

on't.

Such a foe, good heavens 1 [Goes into the Cave.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and
ARVIR.A.GUS.

Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'J best wood-
man, and

Are master of the feast : Cadv.-al and I

Will play the cook and servant ; 'lis our match :

The sweat of industry would dry and die

But for the end it v/orks to. Come ; our stomachs
Will make what 's homely savoury : weariness

Can snore upon the flint, vvhen restive sloth

Finds the down pillow hard.—New, peace be
here,

Poor house, that keep'st thyself!

Gui. I am throughly weary.
Ai-Ot I am weak with toil, yet strong in

appetite.

Gui. There is cold meat i' the cave ; >ve '11

browse on that

Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd.

Bel. Stay ; come not in,

[Looking into the Cave.

But that it eats our victuals, I should think

Here were a fairy.

Gui. V\^hat 's the matter, sir ?

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not.

An earthly paragon !—Behold divincness

No elder than a boy

!

Re-enter IMOGEN.

Into. Good masters, harm me not

:

Before I enter'd here I call'd ; and thought

To have begg'd or bought what I have look :

good troth,

I have sloFn nought ; nor would not, though

I had found
Gold strew'd o' the floor. Plere 's money for

my meat

:

I would have left it on the board, so soon
As I had made my meal ; and parted

With prayers for the provider.

Ciii. Money, youth ?

Ai-v. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt I

And 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those

^\^^o worship dirty gods.

lino. I see you are angry :

Know, if you kill me for ray fault, I should

Have died had I not made it.

Bel. Whither bound ?

Inio. To Milford-Haven.

Bel. \^Tiat 's your name ?

fino. Fidele, sir, I have a kinsman who
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford ;

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger,

I am fallen in this offence.

Bel. Pr'ythee, fair j'outh,

hink us no churls, nor m.easure our good minds

By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd

!

'Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer

Ere you depart ; and thanks to stay and eat it.—
Boys, bid him welcome.

Gui. ' ere you a woman, youth,

I should woo hard but be your groom,—In

honesty

I'd bid for you as I do buy.

Arv. I '11 make 't my comfort

He is a man ; I 'II love him as my bro'.her :

—

And such a welcome as I'd give to him,

After long absence, such as yours :—most wel-

come !

Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends.^

Imo. 'Rlongst friend;-.

If brothers.—[^i-z'i/£.] Would it had been so that;

they
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Had been my father's sons ! then had my prize

Been less ; and so more equal ballasting

To thee, Posthmnus.

Bel. He wrings at some distress.

Gui. Would I could free 't

!

Ai-v. Or I ; whate'er it be,

What pain it cost, what danger! gods!

Bel. Hark, boys. {iVhispertng.

lino. Great men,
That had a court no bigger than this cave,

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue

Which their own conscience seal'd them,

—

laying by
That nothing gift of differing multitudes,

—

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me,
gods !

Id change my sex to be companion with them.

Since Leonatus' false.

Bel. It shall be so.

Buys, we'll go dress our hunt.—Fair youth,

come in :

Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have
supp'd

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story.

So far as thou wilt speak it.

Gui, Pray, draw near.

Arv. The night to the owl and morn to the

lark loss welcome.
lino. Thanks, sir.

Arv. I pray, draw near.

\_E.xeHnl.

Scene VII.— Rome. A public Place.

Enter two Senators a;/(/ Tribunes.

I Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperor's
writ:

That since the common men are now in action

'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians,
And that the legions now in Gallia are

lull weak to undertake our wars against

The fallen-off Britons, that we do incite

The gentry to this business. He creates

Lucius pro-consul : and to you, the tribunes,

For this immediate levy, he commends
His absolute commission. Long live Cccsar !

1 Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ?

2 Sen. Ay.
I Tri. Remaining now in Gallia?

1 Sen. With those legions

Which I have spoke of, whereunto j'our le\"y

Muitbesupplyant: the words ofyour commission
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time
Of their despatch.

I Tri. V'e will discharge our duty.

\_Exeu7it.

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

Wales. The Forest near the Cave of

Belarius.

Enter Cloten.

Ch. I am near to the place where they should

meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How
fit his garments serve me ! Why should his

mistress, who was made by him that made the

tailor, not be fit too? the rather,—saving rever-

ence of the word,—for 'tis said a woman's fit-

ness comes by fits. Therein I must play tlie

workman. I dare speak it to myself,—for it is

not vainglory for a man and his glass to confer

in his own chamber,—I mean, the lines of my
body are as well drawn as his ; no less young,

more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, be-

yond him in the advantage of the time, above

liim in birth, alike conversant in general services,

and more remarkable in single oppositions: yet

this imperceiverant thing loves him in my de-

spite. What mortality is I Posthumus, thy head,

whicii now is growing upon thy shoulders, shall

within this hour be off, thy mistress enforced,

thy garments cut to pieces before thy face; and
all this done, spurn her home to her father, who
may haply be a little angry for my so rough

usage ; but my mother, having power of his

testiness, sliall turn all into my commendations.
.My horse is tied up safe : out, sword, and to a

sore purpose ! Fortune, put them into my hand I

This is the very description of their meeting-

place : and the fellow dares not deceive me.
\_Exit.

Scene II.

—

Wales. Before the Cave.

Enter,from the Cave, Belarius, Guiderius,
Arviragus, a;M^ Imogen.

Bel. [ 71? Imogen.] You are not well: remain

here in the cave ;

We '11 come to you after hunting.

Ai-J. [To Imogen.] Brother, stay here:

Are we not brothers?

/ino. So man and man should be ;

But clay and clay differs in dignity,

Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick.

Gui. Go you to hunting. I '11 abide with him.

/mo. So sick I am not,—yet I am not well

;

But not so citizen a wanton as [me;

To seem to die ere sick : so please you, leave

Stick to your journal course : the broach of

custom ['ue

Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by

Cannot amend me : society is no comfort
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To one not snci;il)le : I am not very sick,

Since I can reason of it. I'ray you, trust me
here :

I '11 rob none but myself ; and let me die,

Stealing so poorly.

Gut. I love thee ; I have spoke it:

I low much the quantity, the weight as much,

As I do love my father.

Bel. What ? how ! how !

AtT'. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me
In my good brother's fault : I know not why
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say

L' ; ve's reason 's without reason : the bier at door,

And a demand who is't shall die, I 'd say

]\ly father, net this youth.

Bel. lAside.'X O nolle strain !

worthiness of nature ! breed of • eatness !

Cowards father cowards, and base ings sire

base :

Nature hath meal and bran, contempt and grace.

1 'm not their father ; yet who this sh- aid be

Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me.--
'Tis the ninth hour o' the morn.

Arv. Brother, farewell.

Imo. I wiih ye sport.

Arit. Vou health,—so please you, sir.

Imo. \_Aside.\ These are kind creatures.

Gods, what lies I have heard !

Our eourtiers say all 's savage but at court

:

Experience, O, thou disprov'st report!

The imperious seas breed monsters ; for > »e dish,

Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.

I am sick still ; heart-sick.— Hsanio,

I "11 now taste of thy drug. \SivaUows some.

Gui. I could not stir him ;

He said he was gentle, but unfortunate ;

D. .honestly afflicted, but yet honest. [after

Arv. Thus did he answer me: yet said heie-

I might know more.
Bel. To the field, to the field !-

We'll leave you for this time: go in and rest.

Arv. We '11 not be long away.

Bel. I'lay, be not sick,

For you must be our housewife.

Imo. Well, or ill,

I am bound to you.

Bel, And shalt be ever.

\Exit Imogen into the Cave.

This youth, howe'er distress'd, appears he hath

had
Good ancestors.

Arv. How angel-like he sings !

Gui. But his neat cookery ! He cut our roots

in characters ;

And sauc'd our broths as Juno had been sick,

And he her dieter.

Arv. Nobly he yokes

A smiling with a sigh,—as if the sigh

Was that it was for not being such a smile ;

The smile mocking the sigh that it would fly

From so divine a temple to commix
With winds that sailors rail at.

Gui. I do note,

That grief and patience, rooted in him both,

Mingle their spurs together.

Arv. Grow, patience !

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine
His perishing root with the increasing vine !

Bel. It is great morning. Come, away !
—

Who 's there ?

Enter Cloten.

Clo. I cannot find those runagates; that vil-

lain

I lath mock'd me.— I am faint.

Bel. Those runagates !

Means he not us? I partly know him; 'tis

Cloten, the son o' the queen. I fear some
ambush.

I saw him not these many years, and yet

I know 'tis he.—We are held as outlaws: hence!
Gui. He is but one: you and my brothet

-.earch

What companies are near : pray you, away;
Let me alone with him.

{^Exeunt Belarius aW Arviragus.
Clo. Soft !—What are you

That fly me tlius? some villain mountaineers?

I have heard of such.—What slave art thou ?

Gui. A thing

More slavish did I ne'er than answering

A slave v%ithout a knock.
Clo. Thou art a robber,

A law-breaker, a villain ; yield thee, thief.

Gui. To whom ? to thee ? What art thou ?

have not I

An arm as big as thine? a heart as big?

Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not

My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou an.

Why I should yield to thee ?

Clo. Thou villain base,

Know'st me not by my clothes?

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal,

Who is thy grandfather : he made those clothes,

Which, as it seems, mak'", thee.

tlo. Thou precious varlet.

My tailor made them not.

Gui. Hence, then, and thank

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some
fool;

I am loth to beat thee.

Clo. Thou injurious thief.

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Gui. What's thy name?
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Ch. Cloten, thou villain.

Cni. Clolen, thou double villain, bethyname,
I cannot tremble at it ; were it load, or adder,

spider,

'Tuould move nie sooner.

C/o. To thy further foarj

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know
I'm son to the queen.

Ctii. I'm Sony for 't ; not seeming
i"o worthy as thy birth.

C/o. Art not afcard ?

Ctti, Those that I reverence, those I fear,

—

the wise

:

At fools I laugh, not fear them.
Clo. Die the dealli

:

When I have slain thee with my proper hand,
I '11 follow those that even now fled hence,

And on the gates of Lud's town set your
heads:

Vicld, rustic mountaineer. \_Exewtt fi^htivt;.

Re-enlcf Belarius a«^/ Arviragus.

Bel. No company 's abroad.

Arv. None in the world: you did mistake
him, sure.

Bel. I cannot tell : lonj^ is it since I saw hi;n,

But lime hath nothing blurr'd those lines of

favour

Wliich then he wore ; the snatches in his voice,

And burst of speal^ing, were as his : I am
absolute

''Twas very Clolen.

Arv. In this place we left them :

1 wish my brother make good time Vv^ith him.
You say he is so fell.

Bel, Being scarce made up,

1 mean to man, he had not apprehension
L)i roaring terrors ; for defect of judgment
Is oft the cure of fear.—But, see, thy brother.

Re-enter GuiDERIUS "wilh Clotem's head.

Gui. This Cloten wasafool, an empty purse,

—

There was no money in't : not Hercules
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he hud

none

:

Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne
I>Iy head as I do his.

Bel. What hast thou done ?

Cut. I am perfect wnat : cut off one Cloten's
head,

Son to the queen, after bis own report

;

WTio call'd me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore.
With his own single hand he 'd take us in,

Dis[;lace our heads where,—thank the gods !

—

they grow,
And set them on Lud's town.

Bel. We are all undone.

Gui. Why, worthy father, what have we to

lose

But that he swore to take, our lives? The law
Protects not us : then why should we be tender,

To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ;

Flay judge and executioner all himself,

For we do fear the law? What company
Discover you abroad ?

Bel. No single scul

Can we set eye on, but in all safe reason
lie must have some attendants. Though his

humour
Was nothing but mutation,—ay, and that

From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, net
Absolute madness could so far have rav'd,

To bring him here alone : although perhaps
It may be heard at court that such as we
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time
May make some stronger head : the which l.e

hearing,

—

As it is like him,—might break out, and swear
lie 'd fetch us in ; yet is 't not probable
To come alone, either he so undertaking [fVar,

Or they so suffering: then on good ground we
If we do fear this body hath a tail

More perilous tlian the head.
Arv. Let ordinance

Come as the gods fcresay it : howsoe'er,
My brother hath done well.

Bel. I had no mind
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele's sickness

Did make my way long forth.

Gui. With his own swor('.

Which he did wave against my throat, I ha\ e

ta'en

Mis head from him : I '11 throw 't into the creek

Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea,

.\nd tell tlie fishes he 's the queen's son, Cloten :

That 's all I reck. [£.«//.

Bel. I fear 'twill be reveng'd ;

Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done 't I

though valour

Becomes tliee well enough.
A7-V. Would I had done't.

So the revenge alone pursu'd me !—Polydore,
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed: I would

revenges, [us through.

That possible strength might meet, would seek
And put us to our answer.

Bel. Well, 'tis done :—
We '11 hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger
Where there 's no profit. I pr'ythee,toourrock ;

You and Fidele play ihe cooks : I '11 stay

Till hasty Polydore return, and bring liiia

To dinner presently.

Ai~o. Poor sick Fidele I
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I '11 willinglj' to him : to gain his colour

I 'd let a parish of such Clotens' blood,

And praise myself for charity. [Exit
Bel. O thou goddess,

Thou divine nature, how thyself thou blazon'st

In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle

As zephyrs blowing below the violet,

Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rough,

Their royal blood enchafd, as the rud'st wind
That by the top doth take the mountain pine,

And make liim stoop to the vale. 'Tis v/onder

That an invisible instinct should frame them
To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught

;

Civility not seen from other ; valour

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop

As if it had been sow'd. Yet still it's strange

What Cloten's being here to us portends,

Or what liis death will bring us.

Re-enter Guiderius.

Gul. Where 's my brother?

I have sent Cloten's clotpoli down the stream.

In embassy to his mother: his body 's hostage

For his return. [Soletnn music.

Bel. My ingenious instrument I

I lark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion

Ilath Cadwal now to give it motion? liark !

Gni. Is he at home ?

Bel. He went hence even now.
Giii. \Vhat does he mean ? since death of my

dear'st mother
It did not speak before. All solemn things

Should answer solemn accidents. The matter?

Triumphs for nothing and lamenting toys

Is jollity for apes and grief for boys.

Is Cadwal mad ?

Bel. Look, here he comes,
And brings the dire occasion in his arms
Of what we blame him for

!

Re-enter Arviragus, bearing Imogen as dead
in his ai-7Hs.

Arv. The bird is dead
That we have made so much on. I had rather

Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to

sixty.

To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch,

Than have seen this.

Giti. O sweetest, fairest hly!

My brother wears thee not the one half so well

As when thou grew'st thyself.

Bel. O melancholy

!

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find

Tile ooze to show what coast thy sluggish crare

Mighteasiliest harbour in?—Thou blessed thing!

Jove knows what man thou might'st have made

;

but I.

Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy !

How found you him ?

Arv. Stark, as you see

:

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber,
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at: his rigiit

cheek
Reposing on a cushion.

Giii. Where ?

Am. O' the floor

;

His arms thus leagu'd : I thought he slept ; and
put [rudeness

My clouted brogues from off my feet, whose
Answer'd my steps too loud.

Gui. Why, he but sleeps :

If he be gone he '11 make his grave a bed
;

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted,
.And worms will not come to ihee.

Arv. With fairest flower-,

Whilst summer lasts and I live here, Fidele,

I '11 sweeten thy sad grave: thou shalt not lack

Tlie flower that 's like thy face, pale primrose ;

nor
The azure hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander,

Out-sweeten'd not thy breath : the ruddock
would.

With charitable bill,—O bill, sore shaming
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie

Without a monument!—bring thee all this ;

Vea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers ar2

none.

To winter-ground thy corse.

Gui. Pr'ythee, have done;
And do not play in wench-like words willi tiu^t

Which is so serious. Let us bury him,

And not protract with admiration what
I-; iK/W due debt.—To the grave !

A)~>. Say, where shall 's lay him?
ihii. By good Euriphile, our mother.
Ai-v. Be't so:

And let us, Polx'dore, tliough now our voici-s

Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the

ground,
As once our mother : use like note and woids.

Save that Euriphile must be Fidele.

Gui. Cadwal,
I cannot sing : I 'II vveep, and word it v^ilh tliee

;

For notes of sorrow »ut of tune are worse
Than priests and fanes that lie.

Ai-v. We '11 speak it, then.

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the lc;.s:

for Cloten
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys:

And though he came our enemy, remicmbcr.

He was paid for that : thou mean and mighty,

rotting

Together, have one dust, yet reverence,

—
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That angel ofthe world,—doth make distinction

Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was
princely

;

And though you took his life, as being our foe,

Yet bury him as a prince.

Gut. Pray you, fetch him hither.

Thersites' body is as good as Ajax',

When neither are alive.

Arv. If you '11 go fetch him,

We'll say our song the whilst.—Brother, begin.

S^Exit Belarius.
Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to

the east

;

1 ly father hath a reason for 't.

Arv. 'Tis true.

Gui. Come on, then, and remove him.
Arv. So,—Begin.

SONG.
Gut, Fear no more the heat o' the sun,

Nor the furious winter's rages
;

Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages

:

Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Arv. Fear no more the frown o' the great

;

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke

:

Care no more to clothe and eat
;

To thee the reed is as the oak :

The sceptre, learning, physic, must
All follow this, and cume to dust.

Gtti. Fear no more the lightning-flash,
Ar-j. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone;
Gni. Fear not slander, censure rash ;

Ar-j. Thou hast finish'd joy and moan:
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must

Consign to thee, and come to dust.

Gill. No exerciser harm thee !

Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee !

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee I

A rzi. Nothing ill come near thee !

Both. Quiet consmnmation have ;

And renowned be thy grave t

Re-enter Belari us with the body of Cloten.

Gui. We have done our obsequies : come,
lay him down. [night, more :

Bel. Here's a few flowers; but 'bout mid-
The herbs that have on them cold dew o' the

niglu [faces.

—

Are strewings fut'st for graves.—Upon their

You were as flowers, now wither'd : even so
Theseherblets shall,which we upon youstrew.

—

Come on, away : apart upon our knees.
The ground that gave them first has them again

:

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain.

^Exeunt Bel., Gui., atid Akv.
Jmo. \Awaking.'\ Yes, sir, to Milford-llaven ;

which is the way?

—

I thank you.—By yon bush?—Pray, how far

thither?

'Ods pittikins ! can it be six mile yet ?

—

I have gone all night. Faith, I '11 lie down and
sleep.

But, soft ! no bedfellow :—O gods and god-
desses ! [Seeing the body.

These flowers are like the pleasures of the world;

This bloody man, the care on 't.— I hope I

dream ;

For so I thouc;ht I was a cave-keeper.

And cook to honest creatures: but 'tis not so;

'Tv.-as but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing.

Which the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes

Are sometimes, like our judgments, blind.

Good faith,

I tremble still with fear : but if there be
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity

As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it

!

The dream 's here still : even when I wake it is

Without me, as within me; not imagin"(l, felt.

A headless man !—The garments of Posthumus

!

I know the shape of 's leg: this is his hand ;

His foot Mercurial; his Alartial thigh;

The brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial face

—

Murder in heaven?—How!—'Tis gone.— Pis-

anio.

All curses madded flecuba gave the Greeks,

And mine to boot, be darted on thee! Thou,
Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten,

Hast here cut off my lord.—To write and read

Be henceforth treacherous!—Damn'd Pisanio

Hath with hisforged letters,—damn'd Pisanio,

—

From this most bravest v-essel of the world
Struck the main-top!—O Posthumus! alas,

WTiere is thy head? where 's that? Ay nie

!

where 's that?

Pisanio might have kill'd thee at the heart.

And left thy head on.—How should this be?

Pisanio?

'Tis he and Cloten : malice and lucre in them
Have laid this woe here. O 'tis pregnant,

pregnant

!

The drug he gave me, which he said was precious

And cordial to me, have I not found it [home
Murderous to the senses? That confirms it

This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's: O!

—

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood,

That we the horrider may seem to those

Wliich chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord !

Enter Lucius, a Captain and other Officers,

and a Soothsayer.

Cap. To them, the legions garrison'd in Gallia,

After your will, have cross'd the sea : attendmg
You here at Milford-llaven with your ships:

They are in readiness.
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Luc. But what from Rome?
Cap. The senate hath stirr'd up the confmers

And gentlemen of Italy; most willing spirits.

That promise noble service : and they come
Under the conduct of bold lachimo,

Sienna's brother.

Luc. When expect you them?
Cap. With the next benefit o' the wind.

Luc. This forwardness

Makes our hopes fair. Command our present

numbers [sir,

Be muster'd; bid the captains look to't.—Now,
What have you dream'd of late of this war's

purpose.'^ [a vision,

-

Sooth. Last night the very gods show'd me
I fast and pray'd for their intelligence,—thus :

—

I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd

From the spongy south to this part of the west,

Tiiere vanish'd in the sunbeams: which por-

tends,

—

Unless my sins abuse my divination,

—

Success to the Roman host.

Luc. Dream often so,

And never false.—Soft, ho ! w hat trunk is here

Wit'aout his top?—The ruin speaks that some-
time

It was a worthy building.—How! a page!

—

Or dead or sleeping on him? But dead, rather

;

For nature doth abhor to make his bed
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.

—

Let 's see the boy's face.

Cap. lie's alive, my lord.

Luc. He'll, then, instruct us of this body.

—

Young one,

Inform us of thy fortunes; for it seems
They crave to be demanded. Who is this

Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow ? or who was he.

That otherwise than noble nature did, [terest

I lalh alter'd that good picture? What 's thy in-

In this sad v-jreck? IIow came it? Who is it?

What art thou?

Imo. I am nothing : or if not,

Nothing to be were better. This was my master,

A very valiant Briton and a good,

That here by mountaineers lies slain: alas!

There is no more such masters: I may wander
From east to Occident, C17 out for service,

Try many, all good, serve truly, never
Fmd such another master.

Luc. 'Lack, good youth

!

Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining than

Thy master in bleeding: say his name, good
friend. [and do

Imo. Richarddu Champ.

—

[Asz'de.] If I do lie.

No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope
They'll pardon it.—Say you, sir?

Luc. Thy name?

Lmo. Fidcle.

Lt/c. Thou dost approve thyself the very

same: [name.

Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy

Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say

Thou shalt be so well master'd ; but, be sure,

No less belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters,

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner

Than thine own worth prefer thee : go with me.

If/w. I'll follow, sir. But Grst, an't please

the gods,

I '11 hide my master from the flies, as deep

As these poor pickaxes can dig: and when
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha' strew'cj

his grave.

And on it said a century of prayers,

Such as I can, twice o'er, I '11 weep and sigh;

And leaving so his service, follow you.

So please you entertain me.
Luc. Ay, good youth ;

And rather father thee than master thee.

—

My friends.

The boy hath taught us manly duties : let us

Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can.

And make him with our pikes and partisans

A grave: come, arm him.—Boy, he is preferr'd

By thee to us; and he shall be interr'd

As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes:

Some falls are means the happier to arise.

\_£xeufi(.

Scene III.—Britain. A Room in Cy.m-

EELINe's Falacc.

£';.'/£?r Cymbei.ine, Lords, PiSANlO, and
Attendants.

Cym. Again; and bring me word how 'tis

with her.

A fever v/ith the absence of her son

;

\^Exit an Attendant.

A madness, of which her life's in danger,—
Heavens,

I low deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen,

The great part of my comfort, gone; my queen

Upon a desperate bed, and in a time

When fearful wars point at me; her son gone,

So needful for this present: it strikes me, past

The hope of comfort.—But for thee, fellow.

Who needs must know of her departure, and

Dost seem so ignorant, we '11 enforce it from thee

By a sharp torture.

Pis. Sir, my life is yours, [tress,

I humbly set it at your will: but, for my mis-

I nothing know where she remains, why gone,

Nor when she purposes return. Beseech your

highness,

Hold me your loyal seivaiiU
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I Lord. Good my liege,

Tlie day that she was missing he was here:

I dare be bound he 's true, and shall perform
Ai! parts of his subjection loyally.

F(ir Cloten,

—

There wants no diligence in seeking him,

And will no doubt be found.

Cym. The time is troublesome,

—

V.'e '11 slip you for a season ; but our jealou<ry

[Zi; PiSANIO.
Does yet depend.

I Lord. So please your majesty.

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn,
i\re landed on your coast; with a supply

Of Ro!na<n gentlemen by the senate sent.

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and
queen !

—

I am a-maz'd with matter.

I Lord. Good my liege,

Your preparation can affront no less

Than what you hear of: come more, for m.ore

you 're ready:

The want is but to put those powers in motion
That long to move.

Cym. I thank you. Let 's withdraw,
And meet the time as it seeks us. We fear not
What can from Italy annoy us ; but

We grieve at chances here.—Away

!

[Exeunt all but PiSANlO.
Pis. I heard no letter from my master since

I wrote him Imogen was slain : 'tis strange :

K or hear I from my mistress, who did promise
To yield me often tidings; neither know I

What is betid to Cloten ; but remain
Perplex'd in all : the heavens still must work.
Wherein I am false I am honest; not true to be

true

:

These present wars shall find I love my country.
Even to the note o' the king, or I '11 fall in them.
All other doubts, by-time let them be clear'd:

iortune brings in some boats thai are not steer'd.

\_Exit.

Scene IV.—Wales. Before the Cave.

Enter Bei.aeitjs, GuiDERius, a)2d

Arviragus.

Gut. The noise is round about us.

Bel. Let us from it.

A>-v. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to

lock it

From action and adventure?
Gut. Nay, what hope

Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans
Must or for Britons slay us or receive us
For barbarous and unnatural revolts

ijuring their use, and slay us after.

Bel. Sons,

We '11 higher to the mountains ; there secure us.

To the king's party there 's no going : newness
Of Cloten's death,—we being not loiown, net

muster'd
Among the bands,—may drive us to a render
Where we have liv'd ; and so extort from 's

That which we 've done, whose answer would
be death,

Drawn on with torture.

Gut. This IS, sir, a doubt
In such a time nothing becoming you
Nor satisfying us.

Arv. It is not likely

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh.

Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their

eyes

And ears so cloy'd importantly as now,
That they will waste their time upon cur note,

To know from whence we ate.

Bel. O, I am known
Of many in the army : many years,

Though Cloten then but young, you see, not

wore him
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king

Hath not deserv'd my service nor your loves ;

Who find in my exile the want of breeding

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless

To have the courtesy your cradle promis'd,

But to be still hot summer's tanlings and
The shrinking slaves of winter.

Gid. Than be so,

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army :

I and my brother are not known ; yourself

So out of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown,

Cannot be question'd.

Arv. By this sun that shines,

I '11 thither : what thing is it that I never

Did see man die ! scarce ever look'd on blood.

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and
venison

!

Never bestrid a horse, save one that had

A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel

Nor iron on his heel ! I am ash.-iiii'd

To look upon the holy sun, to have

The benefit of his blessed beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.
Gjii. By heavens, I '11 go:

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave,

I '11 take the better care ; but if you will not,

The hazard therefore due fall on me by

The hands of Romans !

Arv. So say I,—Amen.
Bel. No reason I, since of your lives you set

So slight a valuation, should reserve

My crack'd one to more care. Have with you,

boys 1
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If in your country wars you chance to die,

That is my bed too, lads, and there I '11 lie

:

Lead, lead.—[Aside. ] The time seems long ;

their blood thinks scorn

Till it fly out, and show them princes born.

[£xet(ii/.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Britain. /I Field between the

British and Eofiian Camps.

Enter POSTIIUMUS zvztk a bloody handkerchief.

Post. Yea, bloody cloth, I '11 keep thee ; for

I wish'd
Thou shouldst be colour'd thus. You married

ones,

If each of you should take this course, how
many

Must murder wives much better than them-
selves

For wrying but a little I O Pisanio I

Every good servant does not all commands :

No bond but to do just ones.—Gods ! if you
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I

never
Had liv'd to put on this : so had you sav'd

The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck

lile, wretch more worth your vengeance. But
alack,

You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's

love.

To have them fall no more : j'ou some permit
To second ills with ills, each elder worse,
And make them dread it, to the doers' thrift.

But Imogen is your own : do your best wills,

And make me bless'd to obey !—I am brought
hither

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight

Against my lady's kingdom : 'tis enough
That, Britain, I have kill'd thy mistress; peace !

i '11 give no wound to thee. Therefore, good
heavens.

Hear patiently my purpose :—I '11 disrobe me
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself
As does a Briton peasant : so I '11 fight

Against the part I come with ; so I '11 die

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life

Is every breath a death : and thus unknown,
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril

Myself I '11 dedicate. Let me make men know
IViore valour in me than my habits show.
Gods, put the strength o' the Leonati in me !

To shame the guise o' the world, I will begin
The fashion,—less without and more within.

[Exit.

Scene II.

—

Britain. A Field between the \

Camps.

Bitter, atone side, Lucius, Iachiho, Imogen,
and the Roman Army ; at the other side, tl.e

British Army ; LeonATUS PosTHUM us/5//<7w-

ing it like a poor soldier. They march over
andgo out. Alarums. Then enter again, in
skirmish, Iachimo and Posthumus : he
vanqnisheth and disarfiicth Iachimo, and
then leaves him.

lack. The heaviness and guilt within n-.y

bosom
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady,

The princess of this country, and the air on 't

PvCvengingly enfeebles me ; or could this ca; i,

A veiy drudge of nature's, have subdu'd me
In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours

borne
As I wear mine are titles but of scorn.

If that thy gentr)', Britain, go before

This lout as he exceeds our lords, the odds
Is that we scarce are men, ana you are gods.

\_Exit.

The battle continues ; the Britons fly ; CvM-
EEi.iNE is taken : then enter to his resent

Belarius, Guiderius, c:«(f Arviragus.

Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the auvanta£;3

of the ground ;

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us but

The villany of our fears.

Gui. and Arv. Stand, stand, and figlitl

Re-enter Posthumus, andseconds the Britons :

they rescue Cvmbei.ine, and exeunt. 2 hen
re-enter Lucius, Iachimo, awa' Imogen.

Liic. Away, boy, from the troops, and save

thyself

;

For friends kill friends, and the disorder 's such

As war were hoodwink'd.
lach. 'Tis their fresh suppHco.

Luc, It is a day turn'd strangely : or betimes

Let 's re-enforce or fly \_Exeit)il..

Scene III.

—

Britain. Another part of the

Field.

Enter PosTHUMUS and a British Lord.

Lo7-d. Cam'st thou from where they made the

stand ?

Post. I did :

Though J'OU, it seems, come from the fliers.

Lord. I did.

Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was
lost,

But that the hea%'ens fought : the king himseif

Of his wings destitute, the army broken,
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And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying

Through a strai<;ht lane ; the enemy full-hearlcd,

Lulling the tongue with slauglilering, having

work
'More plentiful than tools to do 't, struck down
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some

falling [danim'd
1\I -rely through fear; that the strait path was
V\'kIi dead men hurl behind, and cowards living,

To die with lengthen'd shame.
Lord. Where was this lane ?

ro:>t. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd

with turf,

V/liich gave advantage to an ancient soldier,

—

i\n honest one, I warrant ; who deserv'd

K > long a breeding a , his white beard came to.

In doing this for 's country :—athwart the lane

lie, with two striplings,—lads more like to run
The country bas: than to commit such slaughter;

Willi faces fit for masks, or rather fairer

Than those for preservation cas'd, or shame,

—

Made good the passage ; cried to those that fled,

V ir DfitairCs harts die flying, not our mat

:

I'o darkness fleet, souls that fly backwards

!

Sta/id ;

0> we are Romans, and will give you that

Like beasts whichyoushuti beastly, atidmay save.

But to look back in frown: stand, stand!—
These three,

Three thousand confident, in act as many,

—

For three performers are the file when all

I'he rest do nothing,—with this word, Stand,
stand !

/iccommodated by the place, more charming
With their own nobleness, —which could have

turn'd

A distaff to a lance,—gilded pale looks,

I'art shame, part spirit renew'd ; that some,
" turn'd coward

But by example,—O, a sin in war
D.inm'd in the first beginners !

—
'gan to look

The way that they did, and to grin like lions

Upon the pikes o the hunters. Then began
A stop i' the chaser, a retire ; anon
A rout, confusion thick : forthwith they fly,

Cliickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles

;

_
slaves, [cowards,

—

The strides they victors made : and now our
Like fragments in hard voyages,—became
The life o' the need ; having found the back-

door open [wound !

Of the unguarded hearts, heavens, how they
Some slain before ;somedying;sometheirfriends
O'erborne i' the former wave : ten chas'd by one
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty:
Those that would die or ere resist are grown
The mortal bugs o' the field.

Lord. This was strange chance,

—

A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys !

Post. Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made
Rather to wonder at the things you hear
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon 't,

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one :

Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane.

Preserved the Liritons, was the Romans' bane.

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir.

Post. 'Lack, to what end?
Who dares not stand his foe I '11 be his friend ;

For if he '11 do as he is made to do
I know he '11 quickly fly my friendship too.

You have put me into rhyme.
Lord. Farewell ; you 're angry.

[Exit.

Post. Still going?—This is a lord ! O noble

misery,

—

To be i' the field and ask what news of me !

To-dayhow many would havegivcn their honours
Tohavesav'd their carcasses ! took heel todo't.

And yet died too ! I, in mine own woe charm'd.
Could not find death where I did hear hi;n

groan, [monster,

Nor feel him where he struck : being an ugly

'Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds,

Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we
That draw his knives i' the war.—Well, I will

find him :

For being now a favourer to the Briton,

No more a Briton, I have resuin'd again

The part I came in : fight I will no more.
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall [is

Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaugiiter

Here made by the Roman; great the answer be
Britons must take : for me, my ransom 's death

;

On either side I come to spend my breath
;

WTiich neither here I "11 keep nor bear again,

But end it by some means for Lnogen.

Enter two British Captains ««</ Soldiers.

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is

taken

:

'Tisthought the old man and his sons wereangels.

2 Cap. There wasa fourth man, in a silly habit,

That gave the affront with them.
1 Cap. So 'tis reported :

But none of 'em can be found.—Stand ! \>ho's

there ?

Post. A Roman

;

Who had not now been drooping here if seconds

Had answer'd him.

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog !

—

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell

WTiat crows have peck'd them here :—he brags

his service.

As if he were of note : bring him to the king.
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.£'«/t'r Cymbeline attended; Belarius, Guid-
ERius, Arviragus, Pisanio, a7id Roman
Captives. 7X(j Captains /r^j-^w^ Posthumus
to Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a
Gaoler : after which allgo out.

Scene IV.

—

Britain. A Prison.

Enter Posthumus and two Gaolers.

1 Gaol. You shall not now be stolen, you have
locks upon you ;

So, graze as you find pasture.

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach.

\^Exetint Gaolers.
Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art

a way,
I think, to liberty : yet am I better [rather

Than one that 's sick o' the gout ; since he had
Groan so in perpetuity than be cur'd

l;y the sure physician death, who is the key
To unbar these locks. My conscience, thou art

fetler'd [give me
INIore than my shanksand wrists : you good gods,
The penitent instrument to pick that bolt,

Then free for ever ! Is 't enough I am sorry ?

So children temporal fathers do appease ;

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent ?

I cannot do it better than in gyves,

Desir'd more than constrain'd : to satisfy,

If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take
No stricter render of me than my all.

I know you are more clement than vile men.
Who of their broken debtors take a third,

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again

On their abatement : that 's not my desire :

For Imogen's dear life take mine ; and though
'Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life

; you coin'd it :

'Tween man and man they weigh not every stamp;
Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake :

You rather mine, being yours : and so, great

powers,
If you will take this audit, take this life.

And cancel these cold bonds.—O Imogen !

I '11 speak to thee in silence. \_Slecps.

Solemn Music. Enter, as in an apparition,

SiciLius Leonatus,/^/'//^^ to Posthumus,
an old man attired like a warrior, leading in

his hand an ancie?it matron, his zvife and
mother to Posthumus, with music before

them: then, after other music, follow the two
young Leonati, brothers to Posthumus,
•with wounds, as they died in the wars. They
circle Posthumus round as he lies sleeping.

Sici. No more, thou thunder-master, show
Thy spite on mortal flies

:

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide,

That thy adulteries

Rates and revenges.

I lath my poor boy done aught but well.

Whose face I never saw ?

I died whilst in the womb he stay'd

Attending nature's law :

Whose father then,—as men report

Thou orphans' father art,

—

Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him
From this earth-vexing smart.

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,

But took me in my throes ;

That from me was Posthumus ripp'd,

Came crying 'mongst his foes,

A thing of pity !

Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry,

Moulded the stuff so fair

That he deserv'd the praise o' the world
As great Sicilius' heir.

I Bro. When once he was mature for man.
In Britain where was he

That could stand up his parallel

;

Or fruitful object be
In eye of Imogen, that best

Could deem his dignity ?

I\foth. With marriage wherefore was he mock'd.
To be exil'd, and thrown

From Leonati' seat, and cast

From her his dearest one,

Sweet Imogen ?

Sici. WTiy did you suffer lachimo,
Slight thing of Italy,

To taint his nobler heart and brain

With needless jealousy ;

And to become the geek and scorn

C the other's viilany ?

2 Bro. For this from stiller seats we came,
Our parents and us twain.

That, striking in our country's cause,

Fell bravely and were slain
;

Our fealty and Tenantius' right

With honour to maintain.

I Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath
To Cymbeline perform'd:

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods,

Why hast thou thus adjourn"d
The graces for his merits due.

Being all to dolours turn'd ?

Sici. Thy crystal window ope ; look out J

No longer exercise

Upon a valiant race thy harsh
And potent injuries.

2H'
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Mo/k, Since, Jupiter, our son is good,

Take off his miseries.

Sici. Peep through thymarble mansion ; help

;

Or we poor ghosts will ciy

To the shining synod of the rest

Against thy deity.

Both Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal,

And from thy justice fly.

Jupiter descends in ihimder and l!ghtm'77g, sil-

ing upon an eagle: he Ihrows a thunderbolt.

Jlie Ghosts fail on their kfiees.

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low.

Offend our hearing; hush I—How dare you
ghosts

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know.
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts?

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers :

Be not with mortal accidents oppress'd ;

No care of yours it is ; you know 'tis ours.

Whom best I love I cross ; to make my gift.

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content

;

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift

:

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent.

Our Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in

Our temple was he married.—Rise, andfade!

—

He shall be lord of Lady Imogen,
And happier much by his affliction made.

This tablet lay upon his breast, wherein
Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine :

And so away : no further with your din

Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.

—

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline.

\_
Ascends.

Sici. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath

Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle

Stoop'd, as to foot us : his ascension is

More sweet than our bless'dfields : his royal bird

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak,

As when his god is pleas'd.

All. Thanks, Jupiter

!

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he isente r'd

Ilis radiant roof.—Away ! and, to be blest.

Let us with care perform his great behest.

[Ghosts vanish.

Post. \^]Vaking.'\ Sleep, thou hast been a

grandsire, and begot

A father to me ; and thou hast created

A mother and two brothers : but, O scorn !

Gone ! theywenthencesosoonasthey were born.

And so I amawake.—Poor wretches that depend
On greatness' favour dream as I have done,
Wake and find nothing.—But, alas, I swerve :

Many dream not to find, neither deserve,

_Aud yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I,

That have this golden chance, and know not

why. [rare one I

What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O
Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects

So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers,

.\s good as promise.

\^Reads.'\ U'hcnas a liott's whelp shall, to

himself wtkno'cvn, without seekingfind, and be

embraced by a piece of tender air ; and w/icn

from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches

which, being dead many years, shall after re-

vive, be jointed to tlie old stock, and freshly

grow ; then shall Posthumus end his miseries,

Britain be fortunate, andflourish in pecue and
plenty,

'Tis still a dream ; or else such stuffas madmen
Tongue, and brain not : either both or nothing :

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such

As sense cannot untie. Be what it is.

The action of my life is like it, wkich
I '11 keep, if but for sympathy.

Re-enter Gaoler.

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death?

Post. Over-roasted rather ; ready long ago.

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir : if you be

ready for that, you are well cooked.

Post, So, if I prove a good repast to the

spectators, the dish f)ays the siiot.

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir. But
the comfort is, you shall be called to no more
payments, fear no more tavern bills ; wliich are

often the sadness of parting, as the procuring of

mirth : you come in faint for want of meat,

depart reeling with too much drink ; sorry that

you have paid too much, and sorry that you are

paid too much; purse and brain both empty,

—

the brain the heavier for being too light, the

purse too light, being drawn of heaviness : O,
of this contradiction you shall now be quit.

—

O, the charily of a penny cord I it sums up
thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor

and creditor but it ; of what's past, is, and to

come, the discharge:—)-our neck, sir, is pen,

book, and cminlers ; so the acquittance follows.

Post. I am merrier to die than thou art to

live.

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the

toothache : but a man that were to sleep yoiif

sleep, and a hangman to help him to bed, I

think he would cliange places with his ofiiccr ;

for, look you, sir, you know not which way you

shall go.

Post. Yes, indeed do I, fellow.

Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head, then ;

I have not seen him so pictured: you musO
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cither be directed by some that take upon them
to know, or take upon yourself that which I am
sure j'ou do not know ; orjump the after-inquiry

on your own peril : and how you shall speed in

your journey's end I think you '11 never return

to tell one.

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want
eyes to direct them the way I am going, but

such as wink and will not use them.

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a

man should have the best use of eyes to see the

way of blindness ! I am sure hanging 's the

way of winking.

Elder a Messenger.

Mess. Knock off his manacles ; bring your

priso)ier to the king.

Post. Thou bringest good news,—I am called

to be made free.

Gaol. I '11 be hanged, then.

Posl. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler :

no bolts for the dead.

\Exeiiui Post, and Messenger.

Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows

and beget young gibbets I never saw one so

prone. Yet, on my conscience, there are verier

knaves desire to live, for all he be a Roman;
and there be some of them too that die against

their wills ; so should I if I were one. I would
we were all of one mind, and one mind good ;

O, Iherewere desolationofgaolersand gallowses!

I speak against my present profit ; but my wish

halh a preferment in 't. \_Exil,

Scene V.

—

Britain. Cymbeline's Tent.

Enter Cymbeline, Eelarius, Guiderius,
Arviraglts, Pisanio, Lords, Officers, atid

Attendants.

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods
have made

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart

That the poor soldier that so richly fought,

Whose rags sham'd gilded arms, whose naked
breast

Stepp'd before targes of proof, cannot be found :

1 le shall be happy that can find him, if

Our grace can make him so. \

Bel. I never saw
Such noble fury in so poor a thing

;

Such precious deeds in one that promis'd naught
But beggary and poor looks.

Cym. No tidings of him ?

Fis. He hath been search'd among the dead
and living.

But no trace of him.

Cym. To my grief, I arn

The heir of his reward, which I will add
To you, the liver, heart, and b: lin of Britain,

[7b Bel., Gui., and Akv.
By whom I grant she lives. 'Tis now the time
To ask of whence you are s—report it.

Bel.
_

Sir,

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen :

Further to boast were neither true nor mode t,

Unless I add we are honest.

Cym, Bow your knees.
Arise my knights o' the battle : I create you
Conspanions to our person, and will fit you
With dignities becoming your estates.

Enter CoRNEiJUS and Ladies.

There's business in these faces.—Why so sadly
Greet you our victory? you look like l\omans,
And not o' the court of Britain.

Cor. llail, great king !

To sour your happiness, I must report

The queen is dead.

Cym. WTio worse than a physici i

Would this report become ? But I consider

By medicine life may be prolonged, yet death
Will seize the doctor too.—llow ended she?

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life ;

Vv'hich, being cruel to the world, concluded
Rfost cruel to herself. What she confess'd

I will report, so please you : these her women
Can trip me if I err ; who with wet cheeks
Were present when she Saish'd.

Cym. Pr'ythce, say.

Cor. First, she confess'd she never lov'd you

;

only

Affected greatness got by you, not you :

Married your royalty, was wife to your place ;

Abhorr'd your person.

Cy?n. She alone knew this

;

And but she spoke it dying, I would not
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore i hand
to love

With such integrity, she did confess

Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life.

But that her flight prevented it, she had
Ta'en off by poison.

Cym. O most delicate fiend !

Who is 't can read a woman?—Is there more ?

Cor. INforc, sir, and worse. She did confess

she had
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took,
Should by the minute feed on lifcjanil, lingering,

By inches waste you: in which time she pur-

pos'd.

By watching, weeping, tendance^ kissing, to
O'ercome you with her show; and in time,

When she had fitted you with hex craft, to work
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Her son into llie adoption of the crown:
Bat, failing of her end by his strange absence,
Grew shameless-desperate; open'd, in despite

Of heaven and men, her purposes; repented

The evils she hatch'd were not effected ; so,

Despairing, died.

Cvm. Heard you all this, her women?
I La.iy. We did, so please your highness.

Cyin. Mine eyes
Were not in fault, for she was beautiful

;

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart

That thought her like her seeming; it had been
vicious

To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughter

!

That it was folly in me thou mayst say.

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all

!

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, ami
other Roman Prisoners, guarded; PosTHU-
Mus behindf and Imogen.

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute; that

The Britons have raz'd out, though with the

loss [suit

Of many a bold one, whose kinsmen have made
That their good souls may be appeas'd with

slaughter [granted

:

Of you their captives, which ourself have
So, think of your estate. [day

Liu. Consider, sir, the chance of war: the

Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us

We should not, when the blood was cool, have
threalen'd

Our prisoners with the sword. But since the

gods
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be call'd ransom, let it come: sufficeth

A Roman with a Roman's heart can suffer

:

Augustus lives to think on't: and so much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I will entreat ; my boy, a Briton born.

Let him be ransom'd: never master had
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent,

So tender over his occasions, true,

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join

With my request, which I '11 make bold your
highness

Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm
Though he have serv'd a Roman: save him, sir,

And spare no blood beside.

Cym. I have surely seen him:
His favour is familiar to me.

—

Boy, thou hast look'd thyself into my grace.

And art mine own.—I know not why nor
wherefore

To say live, boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live :

Anrl ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt.

Fitting my bounty and thy stale, I '11 give it;

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner.

The noblest ta'en.

Imo. I humbly thank your highness.

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ;

And yet I know thou wilt.

Into. No, no: alack,

There's other work in hand: I see a thing

I>itler to me as death: your life, good master,

Must shuffle for itself.

Luc. The boy disdains me.
He leaves me, scorns me : briefly die their joys

That place them on the truth of girls and
boys.—

Why stands he so perplex'd?

Cym. What wouldst thou, boy?
I love thee more and more ; think more and

more [on? speak,

What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st

Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend?

hno. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me
Than I to your highness ; who, being born your

vassal,

Am something nearer.

Cym. Wherefore ey'st him so?

Imo. I '11 tell you, sir, in private, if you please

To give me hearing.

Cym. Ay, with all my heart,

And lend my best attention. What 's thy name ?

Imo. Fidele, sir.

Cym. Thou 'rt my good youth, my page ;

I 'U be thy master: walk with me ; speak freely.

[Cym. and Imo. converse apart.

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death?
Arv. One sand another

Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad

Who died, and was Fidele.—What think you?
Gtii. The same dead thing alive.

Bel. Peace, peace ! see further ; he eyes us

not ; forbear

;

Creatures may be alike : were 't he, I am sure

He would have spoke to us.

Qui. But we saw him dead.

Bel. Be silent ; let 's see further.

Pis. yAiidc.\ It is my mistress :

Since she is living, let the time run on
To^ood or bad.

[Cym. and Imo. come fonvard.

Cym. Come, stand thou by our side ;

Make thy demand aloud.

—

[To Iach.] Sir,

step you forth ;

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely;

Or, by our greatness and the grace of it.

Which is our honour, bitter torture shall

Winnow the truth from falsehood.—On, speak

to him. [render

Imo. My boon is that this gentleman may
Of whom he had this ring.
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Post. [Aside.
] What 's that to him ?

Cyw. That diamond upon your finger, say,

How came it yours? [that

Jach. Thou 'It torture me to leave unspoken
'Vhich to be spoke v/ould torture thee.

Cym. How ! me?
lacli. I am glad to be constrain'd to utter

that wiiich

Torments me to conceal. By villany

I got this ring: 'twas Leonatus' jewel,

Whom thou didst banish ; and,—which more
may grieve thee,

.'\-- it doth me,—a nobler sir ne'er liv'd

'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more,
my lord ?

Cym. All that belongs to this.

lack. That paragon, thy daughter,

—

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false

spirits

Quail to remember,—Give me leave ; I faint.

Cym. My daughter! what of her? Renew
thy strength :

I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will

Than die ere I hear more : strive, man, and
speak.

lack. Upon a time,—unhappy was the clock

Tiiat struck the hour !— it wr.3 iti Home,

—

accurs'd [would
Tlie mansion where!—'twas at a feast,—O,
Our viands had been poison'd, or .t least

Those which I heav'd to head !—the good
Posthumus,

—

What should I sa)-? he was too good to be
Where ill men were; and was tlie best of all

Amongst the rar'st of good ones,—sitting sadly.

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy

For beauty that made barren the swell'd boast

Of him that best could speak ; for feature laming
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva,
Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition,

A shop of all the qualities tliat man
Loves woman for ; besides that hook of wiving,

I'^airness which strikes the eye,

—

Cym. I stand on fire :

Come to the matter.

lack. All too soon I shall.

Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly.—This
Posthum.us,

—

Most like a noble lord in love, and one
That had a royal lover,—took his hint

;

And not dispraising whom we prais'd,—therein

He was as calm as virtue,—he began
His mistress' picture ; which by his tongue being

made,
And then a mind put in't, either our brags
V\''ere crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his description

Prov'd us unspeaking sots.

Cym. ^'''^y> riay, to the purpoi3.

lack. Your daughter's chastity—there ii

begins.

Flo spake of her as Dian had hot dreams
And she alone were cold: whereat I, wretch,

Made scruple of his praise; and v/ager'd with
him

Pieces of gold, 'gainst this, which then he w ore

Upon his honour'd finger, to attain

In suit the place of's bed, and win this ring

By hers and mine adulter)': he, true knight,

Ko lesser of her honour confident

Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring;

And would so, had it been a carbv.;:cle

Of Phcebus' wheel ; and might so safely, had
i^

Been all the worth of's car. Away to Britain

Port I in this design. Well may you, sir,

Remember me at court, w here I v\as taught
Of your chaste daujhter the wide difference

'Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus

quench'd
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain

'Gan in your duller Britain operate

Most vilely,—for my vantage excellent;

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd

That I return'd with simular proof enough
To make the noble Leonatus mad,
By wounding his belief in her renown
With tokens thus and thus ; averring notes

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her brace-

let,—
cunning how I got it!—nay, some marks

Of secret on her person, that he could not

But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd,

1 having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,

—

Methinks I see him now,

—

PosL [Comingforivard.\ Ay, so tiiou dost,

Italian fiend !—Ah me, most credulous fool.

Egregious murderer, thief, anything
Tliat 's due to all the villains past, in being.

To come !—O, give me cord, or knife, or poison,

Some upright justicer ! Thou, king, send out
For torturers ingenious : it is I

That all the abhorred things o' the earth amend
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus,
That kill'd thy daughter:—villain-like, I lie,

—

That caus'd a lesser villain than myself,

A sacrilegious thief, to do't:—the temple
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself.

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set

The dogs o' the street to bay me : every villair

Be call'd Posthumus Leonatus ; and
Be villany less than 'twas!—O Imogen I

My queen, my life, my wife ! O InKjgen,

Imogen, Imogen

!

Imo. Peace, my lord; hear, heai,

—
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Post. Sliall 's have a play of tliis ? Thou
scornful p:ige,

There lie ihy part. ^Striking her: she falls.

Pis. O, gentlemen, help! [mus

!

Mine and your mistress !—O, my lord Posthu-

Youne'erkill'd Imogen till now.—Help, help!

—

Mine honour'd lady

!

Cym. Does the world go round?

Post. How come these staggers on me?
Pis. Wake, my mistress!

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to

strike nie

To death with mortal joy.

Pis. How fares my mistress?

fmo, O, get thee from my sight

;

Thou gav'st me poison: dangerous fellow,

hence

!

Breathe not where princes are.

Cym. The tune of Imogen.
Pis. Lady,

The gods throw stones of sulphur on me if

That box I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thing: I had it from the queen.

Cym. New matter still?

Imo. It poison'd me.
Cor.

_

O gods !—
I left out one thincj which the queen confess'd,

Which must approve thee honest: If Pisanio

Have., said she, given liis mistress that confection

Which I gave him for cordial, slie is serdd
As I would serve a rat.

Cym. Wliat's this, Cornelius?

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importun'd me
To temper poisons for her; still pretending

The satisfaction of her knowledge only

In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs.

Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose

Was of more danger, did compound for her

A certain stuff, which, being ta'en, would cease

The present power of life; but in short time
All offices of nature should again

Do their due functions.—Have you ta'en of it?

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead.

Bel. My boys.

There was our error.

Qui. This is sure Fidele.

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady

from you?
Think that you are upon a rock ; and now
Throw me again. [Embracing him.

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul.

Till the tree die

!

Cyvt. How now, my flesh, my child !

What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act?

Wilt thou not speak to me?
^nq^' Your blessing, sir.

^Kneeling.

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I

blame ye not;

You had a motive fjr it.

[ To GuiDERius and Arviragds.
Cym. My tears that fall

Prove holy water on thee! Imogen,
Thy mother 's dead.

Imo. I am sorry for't, my lord.

Cym. O, she was naught; and long of her

it was
That we meet here so strangely: but her son

Is gone, we know not how nor where.

/Vj. My lord,

Now fear is from me, I '11 speak troth. Lord
Cloten,

Upon my lady's missing, came to me
With his sword drawn ; foam'd at the mouth,

and swore,

If I discover'd not which way she was gone,

It was my instant death. By accident

1 had a feigned letter of my master's

Tlicn in my pocket ; which directed him
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford;

Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments.

Which he enforc'd from me, away he posts

With unchaste purpose, and with onth to violate

My lady's honour : what became of him
I farther know not.

Gui. Let me end the story:

I slew him there.

Cytn. Marry, the gods forfend !

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips

Pluck a hard sentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth.

Deny 't again.

Giii. I have spoke it, and I did it.

Cym. He was a prince. [me
Gui. A most incivil one : the wrongs he did

Were nothing prince-like ; forhe did provoke nie

With language that would make me spurn the sea.

If it could so roar to me: I cut off's head ;

And am right glad he is not standing here

To tell this tale of mine.
Cym. I am sorry for thee :

By tliine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and
must

Endure our law : thou'rt dead.

Imo. That headless man
I thought had been my lord.

Cym. Bind the offender.

And take him from our presence.

Bel. Stay, sir king :

This man is better than the man he slew,

As well descended as thyself ; and hath

More of thee merited than a band of Clotens

Had ever scar for.—Let his arms alone ;

[ To the Guard.

They were not born for bondage.
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Cym. ^^T^y, old soldier,

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for

By tasting of our wrath? Plow of descent

As good as we?
Arv. In that he spake too far.

Cym. And thou shall die for "t.

Bel. We will die all three :

But I will prove that tv/o on 's are as good
As I have given out him.—IJy sons, I must,

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech,

Th.ough, haply, well for you.

A'-v. Vour danger 's

Ours.
Gtii. And our good his.

Bel. Have at it, then !

—

By leave,—thouhadst, great king, asuljject who
Was call'd Belarius.

Cyni. 'Wliat of him ? he is

A br.nish'd traitor.

Bel. He it is that hath

Assum'd this age : indeed, a banish'd man ;

1 knov/ not how a traitor.

Cym. Take him hence :

The v/hole world shall not save him.
Bel. Not too hot

:

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ;

And let it be confiscate all so soon,

As I have rcceiv d it.

Cym. Nursing of my sons !

Bel. I am too blunt and saucy : here 's my
knee

:

Ere I arise I will prefer my sons ;

Then spare not the old father. Mighty sir,

These tvv'oyoung gentlemen, that call me father.

And think they are my sons, are none of mine;
They are the issue of your loins, my liege,

And blood of your begetting.

Cym. How! my issue !

Bel. So sure as you your father's. I, old

Morgan,
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd

:

Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punish-

ment
Itself, and all my treason ; that I suffer'd

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes,

—

For such and so they are,—these twenty years

Have I train'd up : those arts they have as I

Could put into them ; my breeding, was, sir, as

Vour highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile,

Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children

Upon my banishment : I mov'd her to 't

;

Having recciv'd the punishment before

For that which I did then : beaten for loyalty

Excited me to treason : their dear loss,

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shr.p'd

Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir,

Here aie your sons again; and I must icse

Two of the sweet'st companions in the world :

—

The benediction of these covering heavens

Fall on their heads like dew ! fur they are worthy

To inlay heaven with stars.

Cym. Thou weep'st, and speak'st.

The service that you three have done is more
Unlike than this thou tell'st. I lost my children:

If these be they, 1 know not how to wish
A pair of worthier sous.

Bel. Be pleas'd awhile.—
This gentleman, whom I call Polydore,

Most wortliy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius j

This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus,

Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp'd

In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hai.d

Of his queen mother, which, for more probation,

I can with ease produce.

Cytn. Guiderius had
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ;

It was a mark of wonder.
Bel. This is he ;

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp:
It was v.'ise nature's end in the donation,

To be his evidence now.
Cym. O, what, am I

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mothc;-

Rejoic'd deliverance more.—Bless'dmayyou be.

That, after this strange starling from your orbs,

You may reign in them now !—O Imogen,
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom.

lino. No, my lord ;

I have got two worlds by't.—O my gtntic

brothers.

Have we thus met? O, never say hereafter

But I am truest speaker : you calTd me brother

When I was but your sister ; I you brothers

When you were so indeed.

Cym. Did you e'er meet ?

Arv. Ay, my good lord.

Gal. And at first meeting lov'd
;

Continued so until we thought he died.

Cor. By the queen's dram she svvallow'd.

Cym. O rare instinct

!

When shall I hear all through ? This fierce

abridgment
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which
Distinction should be rich in.—Where ? how

liv'd you ?

And when came you to serve our Roman captive ?

How parted with your brothers? how first met
them ? [These,

Why fled you from the court? and whithei?

\\A your three motives to the battle, with

I know not how much more, should be de-

manded ;

And all the other by-dependencies, [place

From chance to chance : but nor the lime n-^t
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Will serve our long inter'gatories. See,

Posthumus anchors upon Imogen ; [eye

And she, like harmless lightning, throws her
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting

Each object with a joy : the counterchange
Is severally in all.—Let 's quit this ground, '

And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.

—

Thou art my brother ; so we '11 hold thee ever.

[To Belarius.
Idio. Youaremyfalhertoo; and did relieve me.

To see this gracious season.

Cym. All o'erjoy'd,

Save these in bonds : let them be joyftd too.

For they shall taste our comfort.

Imo. My good master,
I will yet do you service.

Lite. Happy be you !

Cym. The forlorn soldier, thatsonoblyfought.
He would have well becom'd this place, and

gnic'd

The thankings of a king.

Posl. I am, sir,

Tlie soldier that did company these three^
I 1 poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for

Tiie purpose I then follow'd.—That I was he.
Speak, lachimo : I had you down, and might
1 iave made you finish.

lack. I am down again : [Kneeling.
But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee,
As then your force did. Take that life, beseech

you.

Which I so often owe : but your ring first
;

And here the bracelet of the truest princess

That ever swore her faith.

Post. Kneel not to me :

Tlie power that I have on you is to spare you ;

The malice towards you to forgive you : live.

And deal with others better.

Cym. Noljly doom'd !

We '11 learn our freeness of a son-in-law
;

Pardon 's the word to all.

Arv. You holp us, sir.

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ;

Joy'd are we that you are. [of Rome,
Post. Your servant, princes.—Good my lord

Call forth your soothsayer : as I slept, me-
thought

Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back,
Appear'd to me, with other spritely shows
Ofmine own kindred : when I wak'd I found
This label on my bosom ; whose containing
Is so from sense in hardness that I can
Make no collection of it : let him show
His skill in the construction.

Luc. Philarmonus,

—

'^poth. Here, my good lord.

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning.

Sooth. [Reads. ^ Whenas aUotHswhclp shall,

to himself unknown, wit/taut seeking/ind, and
be embraced by a piece of tender air ; and when
from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches,

vjhich, being dead many years, shall after re-

vive, be jointed to the old stock, and freshly
grow ; then shall Posthumus end his miseries,

Britain be fortunate, a>tdflourish in peace and
plenty.

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ;

The fit and apt construction of thy name.
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much :

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter,

[To Cymbelink.
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer
We term it vndier : which mulier I divine

Is this most constant wife ; who even now,
Answering the letter of the oracle.

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp'd about
With this most tender air.

Cym. This hath some seeming.

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cpnbeline,
Personates thee: and thy lopp'd branches point

Thy two sons forth, who, by Belarius stol'n,

For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd,

To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue

Promises Britain peace and plenty.

Cym. Well,
By peace we will begin :—and, Caius Lucius,

Although the victor, we submit to Ciesar,

And to the Roman empire
;
promising

To pay our wonted tribute, from the which
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ;

Whom heavens, injustice both on her and hers.

Have laid most heavy hand.
Sooth. The fingers of the powersabove do tune

The harmony of this peace. The vision.

Which I made known to Lucius ere the stroke

Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant,

Is full accomplish'd; for the Roman eagle,

From south to west on wing soaring aloft,

Lessen'd herself, and in the beams o' the sun

Sovanish'd: which foreshow'd our princely eagle.

The imperial Cxsar, should again unite

His favour with the radiant Cymbeline,
Which shines here in the west.

Cym. Laud we the gods ;

And let our crooked smokesclimljtotheirnosirils

From our bless'd altars. Publis'.i we this peace

To all our sul:)jects. Set we forward : let

A Roman and a British ensign wave
Friendlytogcther: sothrough Lud'stownmarch:
And in the temple of great Jupiter

Our peace we'll ratify; seal it with feasts.

—

Set on there !—Never was a war did cease,

Ere bloody hands were wash'd, v.ith such a

peace. [Exeuut.
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ACTL
Scene L—Rome. Before the Capitol.

The Tomb of the Andronici appea}-ing ; the

Tribunes and Senators aloft. Enter, beloiv,

Saturninus and his Followers on one side,

and Bassianus and his Followers on the

other, with drums and colours.

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my ''iglit,

D-'fend the justice of my cause with arms ;

AikI, countrymen, my loving followers.

Plead my successive title with your swords :

I am his first-born son that was the last

That wore the imperial diadem of Rome :

Then let my father's honours live in me,
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

Bas. Romans,—friends, followers, favourers

of my right,

—

If ever Bassianus, Csesar's son,

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep, then, this passage to the Capitol

;

And suffer not dishonour to approach
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate.

To justice, continence, and nobility :

But let desert in pure election shine ;

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

<ith theEnter Marcus Andronicus aloft,

crown.

Marc. Princes,—that strive by factions and
by friends

Ambitiously for rule and empery,

—

[stand

Know that the people of Rome, for whom we
A special party, have by common voice.

In electicjn for the Roman empery.

Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Puis

For many good and great deserts to Rome :

A nobler man, a braver warrior,

Lives not this day within the city walls :

He by the senate isaccited home
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths

;

That, with his sons, a terror to our foes,

Hathyok'd a nation strong, train'd up in arms.

Ten years are spent since first he undertook

This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms

Our enemies' pride : five times he hath return 'd

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons

In cofiins from the field ;

And now at last, laden with honour's spoils,

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms.

Let us entreat,—by honour of his name
Whom worthily you would have now succeed,

And in the Capitol and senate's right,

Whom you pretend to honour and adore,

—

That you withdraw yon, and abate your strength ;

Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should,

Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness.

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my
thoughts !

Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do afty

In thy uprightness and integrity,

And so I love and honour thee and tliine,
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Thy noble brother Titus and his sons,

And her to whom my tlioughts are humbled all,

Gracious Laviiiia, Rome's rich ornament.

That I will here dismiss my loving friends ;

And to my fortunes and the people's favour

Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd.
'

[Exeuni the Followers ^Bas.
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in

my right,

I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ;

And to the love and favour of my country

Commit myself, my person, and the cai;se.

[Exeunt the Followers o/S^'i'.

Rome, be as just and gracious unto me
As I am confident and kind to thee.

—

Open the gates, tribunes, and let me in.

Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor.

[^Flourish. Exeunt ; Sat. atid i>AS. go up
into the Capitol.

Enter a Captain.

Cap. Romans, make way. The good An-
dronicus.

Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion,
Successful in the battles that he fights,

With honour and with fortune is return'd

From where he circumscribed wi;h his sword,

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome.

Flourish of trumpets, &^<r. Enter Marti us

and MuTlus ; after them two Men beariiis;

a coffin covered with black ; then Lucius a}id

QuiNTUS. After them TiTUS Andronicus ;

and then Tamora, luith Alakbus, Deme-
trius, Chiron, Aaron, and otiier Goths,

prisoners ; Soldiers and People following.

The bearers set down the coffin, and TiTUS
speaks.

Tit. Mail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning
weeds !

Lo, as the bark that hath discharg'd her fraught

Returns with precious lading to the bay
From whence at first she weigh'd her ancliorage,

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs,

To re-salute his country with his tears,

—

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.

—

Thou great defender of this Capitol,

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend !

—

Romans, of five-and-twenty valiant sons,

Half of the number that King Priam had,

Behold the poor remains, alive and dead !

These that survive let Rome reward with love;

These that I bring unto their latest home,
With burial amongst their ancestors :

Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my
sword.

Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own,

Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet.

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx?^
Make way to lay them by their breilsren.

—

[The tomb is opened.

There greet in silence, as the dead are v.cnt,

And sleep in peace, slain in your countrj-'swars

!

sacred receptacle of my joys.

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,

1 low many sons of mine hast thou in store.

That thou wilt never render to me more !

Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the

Goths,
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile

Ad manes fratni'u sacrifice his flesh

Before this earthly prison of their bones

;

That so the shadows be not unappeas'd.

Nor we disturb'd with prodigies on earth.

Tit. I give him you,—the noblest that sur-

vives,

The eldest son of this distressed queen.

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren ! — Gracious
conqueror.

Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed,

A mother's tears in passion for her son :

And if thy sons were ever dear to thee,

O, think my son to be as dear to me !

Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy triumphs and return,

Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke ;

But must my sons be slaughter'd in the streets

For valiant doings in their country's cau?e .<'

O, if to fight for king and common weal

Were piety in thine, it is in these.

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood :

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods?
Draw near them, then, in being merciful

:

Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge :

Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-born son.

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me.
These are their brethren, whom you Goths

beheld
Alive and dead ; and for their brethren slain

Religiously they ask a sacrifice :

To this your son is mark'd ; and die he must,

Toappease their groaningshadows that are gone.

Luc, Away with him ! and make a lire

straight

;

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood
Let 'shew his limbs till they be clean consum'd.

[Exeunt Luc, QuiN., Marc, cWMut.,
with Alarbus.

TaJH. O cruel, irreligious piety

!

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous P

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome.
Alarbus goes to rest ; and we survive

To tremble under Titus' threatening looks.

Then, madam, stand resolv'd ; but hope withal
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The self-same gods that arm'd the Queen of

Troy
With opportunity of sharp revenge

Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent,

May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths,

—

When Goths were Goths and Tamora was
queen,

—

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Re-enter LuciUS, QuiNTUS, Martius, and
MUTIUS, with their sisjords bloody.

Luc, See, lord and father, how we have
perform'd

Our Roman rites: Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd,

And entrails feed the sacrificing fire,

Whosesmokc like incense doth perfumethe sky.

Rcniaineth naught but to inter our brethren,

And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome.
Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus

Make this his latest farewell to their souls.

[ Trzimpetssounded andthe cojjinlaid in thetomb.

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ;

Rome's readiest champions, repose you here in

rest.

Secure from worldly chances and mishaps !

Here lurks no treason, here no en\y swells,

Here grow no damned grudges ; here are no
storms,

No noise, but silence and eternal sleep

:

Enter Lavinia.

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons !

Lav, In peace and honour live Lord Tilus

long

;

My noble lord and father, live in fame !

Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears

I render for my brethren's obsequies ;

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy

Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome

:

O, bless me here with thy victorious hand,

Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud !

Tit, Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly

reserv'd

The cordial of mine age to glad my heart !

—

.iivinia, live; outlive thy father's days.

And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise !

Enter, below, Marcus ANDr.ONicus and Tri-

bunes ; re-enter Saturninus, Bassianus,
and Attendants.

Marc, Long live Lord Titus, my beloved

brother,

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome !

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother

Marcus. [ful wars,

TiTarc. And welcome, nephews, from success-

You that survive and you that sleep in fame

!

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all.

That in your country's service drew your swords:
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp
That hath aspir'd to Solon's happiness,

And triumphs over chance in honour's bed.

—

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been.
Send thee by me, their tribune and their trust.

This palliament of wliile and spotless hue;
And name thee in election for the empire
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons;

Be candidatus, then, and put it on.

And help to set a head on headless Rome.
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits

Than his that shakes for age and feebleness:

What, should I don this robe and trouble you?
Be chosen with proclamations to-day.

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life.

And set abroach new business for you all?

Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years.

And led my country's strength successfully,

And buried one-and-twenty valiant sons.

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms.

In right and service of their noble country:

Give me a staff of honour for mine age,

But not a sceptre to control the world

:

Upriirht he held it, lords, that held it last.

jMarc, Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the
empery. [tell?

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou

Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus.

Sat. Romans, do me right ;—

•

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe them
not

Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor.

—

Andronicus, would thou wert shipp'd to hell

Rather than rob me of the people's hearts

!

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good
That noble-minded Titus means to thee

!

Tit. Content thee, prince; I will restore to

thee [selves.

The p)eople's hearts, and wean them from theav
Bas. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee,

But honour thee, end will do till I die:

My faction if thou strengthen Vvith thy friends,

I will most thankful be; and thanks to men
Of noble minds is honourable meed. [here,'

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes

I ask your voices and your suffrages:

Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus?
Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus,

And gratulate his safe return to Rome,'*
The people will accept whom he admits.^

Tit, Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit Ij

make.
That you create your emperor's eldest son.

Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope,

lillJl
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Reflect on Rome as Titan's rays on earth,

And ripen justice in this commonweal :

Then, if you will elect by my advice.

Crown him, and say. Long live our emperor!
Marc. With voices and applause of every

sort.

Patricians and plebeians, we create

Lord Saturninus Rome's great emperor

;

And say. Long live our emperor Sat:mine!
\A longflourish.

Sal. Titus Aridronicus, for thy favours done
To us in our election this day
I give thee thaaks in part of thy deserts.

And will wi;h deeds requite thy gentleness;

And for an onset, Titus, to advance
Thy name and honourable family,

Lavinia will I make my empress,
Rome's royal mistress, mistress of my heart,

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse

:

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please

thee? [match
Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this

I hold me highly honour'd of your grace:

And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine,

—

King and commander of our commonweal,
The wide world's emperor,—do I consecrate

!My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners;

Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord

:

Receive them, then, the tribute that I owe,
Mine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet.

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life !

How proud I am of thee and of thy gifts

Rome shall record ; and when I do forget

The least of these unspeakable deserts,

Romans, forget your fealty to me.
Tit. [To Tamora.] Now, madam, are you

prisoner to an emperor

;

To him that for your honour and your state

Will use you nobly and your followers.

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue
That I would choose were I to choose anew.

—

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance

:

Though chance of war hath wrought this change
of cheer,

Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome

:

Princely shall be thy usage every way.
Rest on my word, and let not discontent

Daunt all your hopes: madam, he comforts

you
Can make you greater than the Queen of

Goths.

—

Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with this?

Lav. Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility

Warrants these words in princely courtesy.

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia.—Romans, let

us go

:

Ransomless here we set our prisoners free

:

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and
drum.
{Flourish. Sat. courts Tamora in

dumb show.

Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is

mine. {Seizing Lavinia.
Tit. How, sir ! are you in earnest, then, my

lord?

Bas. Ay, noble Titus; and resolv'd withal
To do myself this reason and this right.

Marc. Suum cuique is our Roman justice:

This prince in justice seizelh but his own.
Luc. And that he will and shall, if Lucius

live. [peror's guard?—
Tit. Traitors, avaunt!—Where is the em-

Treason, my lord,—Lavinia is surpris'd !

Sat. Surpris'd! by whom?
Bas. By him that justly may

Bear his betroth'd from all the world away.
[Exeunt Bas. and ]Mar. zuith Lav.

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence
away,

And with my sword I '11 keep this door safe.

[Exeunt Luc, Quix., and Mar.
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I '11 soon bring

her back.

A/ut. My lord, you pass not here.

Tit. What, villain boy i

Barr'st me my way in Rome?
[Stabbing MuTIUS.

Mttt- Help, Lucius, help 2

[Dies.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. My lord, you are unjust ; and more
than so,

III wrongful quarrel you have slain your son.

Tit. Nor thou nor he are any sons of mine;
My sons would never so dishonour nie:

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor.

Luc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife,

That is another's lawful promis'd love. [Exit.

Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her

not,

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock

:

I '11 trust by leisure hirn that mocks me once;
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons.

Confederates all thus to dishonour me.

Was there none else in Rome to make a stale

But Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus,

Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thini.,

That said'st I begg'd the empire at tb.y hands.

Tit. O monstrous! what reproachful words
are these? [ing piece

Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that change

To him that flourish'd for her with his sword j

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy;
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One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons,

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome.
Tit. Ti'iese words are razors to my wounded

heart. [Goths,

—

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of

That, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her

nymphs,
Dost overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome,

—

If thou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice,

Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride,

And will create thee empress of Rome.
Speak, Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my

choice?

And here I swear by all the Roman gods,

—

Silh priest and holy water are so near.

And tapers burn so bright, and everything

In readiness for Ilymenceus stand,

—

i will not re-salute the streets of Rome,
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place

I lead espous'd my bride along with me.

Tarn. And here, in sight of lieaven, to Rome
I swear,

If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths,

She will a handmaid Ije to his desires,

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth.

Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon.—Lords,

accompany
Your noble emperor and his lovely bride.

Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine,

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered :

There shall we consummate our spousal rites.

[.£'.rt7/>// Sat. and his Followers; Tam.
and her sons; Aaiion a)id QiO\\\s.

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride.

—

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,

Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs?

Re-enUr Marcus, Lucius, Quixtus, and
Martius.

Marc, O Titus, see, O see what l lou hast

done

!

In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son.

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of

mine,

—

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed

That halh dishonour'd all our family

;

Unworthy brother and unworthy sons !

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes;
Give Mutius burial with our brethren.

Tit, Traitors, away ! he rests not in this

tomb :

—

This monument five hundred years hath stood,

W'liich I have sumptuously re-edified:

Here none but soldiers and Rome's servitors

Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawb:

—

Bury him where you can, he comes not heye.

Marc, My lord, this is impiety in you:

My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him;
lie must be buried with his brethren.

Qiiin. and Mart. And shall, or him we viill

accompany. [that word?
Tit. And shall ! Wliat villain was it spake
Qiiin, lie that would vouch it in any place

but here. [spite?

Tit. What, would you bury him in my de-

Marc. No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee

To pardon Mutius, and to buiy him.

Tit, Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my
crest, [wounded

:

And with these boys mine honour thou hast

My foes I do repute you every one;

So trouble me no more, but get you gone.

Marc. He is not with himself; let us with-

draw.
Quin. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried.

[Marcus and the Sons c/ Titus Icneel.

Marc. Brother, for in that name doth nature

plead,

—

[speak,

—

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature

Tit. Speak thou no move, if all the rest will

speed.

M'arc, Renowned Titus, more than half my
soul,

—

'

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us
all,—

Marc. Sufler thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble nephew here in virtue's nest,

Tliat died in honour and Lavinia's cause;

Thou art a Roman,—be not barbarous.

The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax,

That slew himself; and wise Laertes' son

L>id graciously plead for his funerals:

Let not young Ivlutius, then, that was thy joy.

Be barr'd his entrance here.

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise:

The dismall'st day is this that e'er I saw.

To be dishonour'd by my sons in Rome !

—

Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

[Mutius is put into thr tomb„

Luc. There lie thy bones, sv/eet Mutius, with
thy friends.

Till we M'ilh trophies do adorn thy tomb.
All. \_Ls.'nccling. ] No man shed tears for noble

Mutius;

He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause.

JlLarc. My lord,— to step out of these dreary
dumps,

—

How comes it that the subtle Queen of Goths
Is of a sudden thus advanc'd in Rome?

Tit. I know not, Marcus ; but I know it is,

—

Whether by device or no, the heavens can tell

:

Is she not, then, beholden to the man
That brought her for this high good turn so far ?

Marc. Yes, and will nobly bim reuiuneiale.
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^Flo7trish. Re-cnrcr, at one side, Saturni-
Nus aitaided; Tamora, Demetrius, Chi-
ron, fl«(/ Aaron: at the other, Bassianus,
Lavinia, and others.

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play'd your
prize:

lGoc] give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride

!

Bas. And you of yours, my lord ! I say no
I more,
iNor wish no less ; and so I lake my leave.

Sat, Traitor, if Rome have law or we have
power,

Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape.

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my
own,

My true-betrothed love, and now my wife?
But let the laws of Rome determine all

;

Meanwhile I am possess'd of that is mine, [us ;

Sat. 'Tis good, sir : you are very short with

But if we live we '11 be as sharp with you.

Bas. My lord, what I have done, as best I

may.
Answer I must, and sliall do with my life.

Only thus much 1 give your grace to loiow,

—

By all the duties that I owe to Rome,
This noble gentleman, Lord Titus here,

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd,

That, in the rescue of Lavinia,

With his own hand did slay his youngest son,

In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath
To be controU'd in that he frankly gave

:

Receive him, then, to favour. Saturnine,

That hath express'd himself, in all his deeds,

A father and a friend to thee and Rome.
Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my

deeds

:

'Tis thou and those that have dishonour'd me.
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge
How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine

!

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me speak indifferently for all ;

And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past.

Sat. What, madam ! be dishonour'd openly,

And basely put it up without revenge?
Tarn. Not so, my lord ; the gods of Rome

forfend

I should be author to dishonour you :

Bvitbn mine honour dare I undertake

For good Lord Titus' innocence in all.

Whose fury not dissembled speaks his griefs

;

Then at my suit look graciously on him ;

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose,

Nor with sour looks aftiict his gentle heart.—

tly lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last

;

\Aside,

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents :

Vou are but newly planted in your tl.ronc;

Lest, then, the people and patricians too.

Upon a just survey, take Titus' part,

And so supplant you for ingratitude,

—

Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,

—

Yield at entreats ; and then Icl me aloiK .

I '11 find a day to massacre them all.

And raze their faction and their family.

The cruel father and his traitorous sons,

To whom I sued for my dear son's life

;

And make them know what 'tis to let a queen
Kneel in the streets and beg for grace in vain.—
Come, come, sweet emperor,—come, Androni«

cus,

—

Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart

That dies in tempest of thy angry frown.

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath pi#-

vail'd.

Tit. I thank your majesty and her, my lord :

These words, these looks, infuse new life in

me.
Tarn. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome,

A Roman now adopted happily.

And must advise the emperor for his good.
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ;

—

.\nd let it be mine honour, good my lord.

That I have reconcild your friends and you.

—

For you, Prince Bassianus, I have pass'd

My word and promise to the emperor
That you will be more mild and tractable.

—

.Vnd fear not, lords,—and you, Lavinia,

—

I'ly my advice, all humbled on your knees,

Vou shall ask pardon of his majesty.

Luc. We do ; and vow to heaven and to his

highness

That v.hat we did was mildly as we might,

Tendering our sister's honour and our own,
Jl/arc. That on mine honour here I do protest.

Sat. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more.
Tarn. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we nmst all

be friends

:

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ;

I will iiot be denied: sweet heart, look back.

Sai. Marcus, for thy sake and thy brother's

here.

And at my lovely Tamora's entreats,

I do remit these young men's heinous faults:

Stand up.

—

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore''

I would not part a bachelor from the priest.

Come, if the emperor's court canfeast two brides,

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends.

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora.
Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty

To hunt the panther and tie hart with me.
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With horn and hound we '11 give your grace bon-

jour.

Sat. Be it so, Tilus, and gramercy too.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

—

Rome. Before ike Palace.

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus' top,

Sale out of fortune's shot ; and sits aloft,

Secure of thunder's crack or lightning's flash ;

Advanc'd above pale envy's threatening reach.

As when the golden sun salutes the morn,
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams,

Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach.

And overlooks the highest-peering hill

;

So Tamora

:

Upon her will doth earthly honour wait,

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart and fit thy thoughts

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress,

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph

.

'°"§
Ilast prisoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains,

And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes

Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus.

Away with slavish weeds and servile thoughts !

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold.

To wait upon this new-made empress.
To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen.
This goddess, this Semiramis, this njrniph,

This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine,

And see hisshipwreckand his conmionweal's.

—

MoUa ! what storm is this ?

Enter Demetrius aW Chiron braving.

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit

wants edge
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd ;

\nd may, for aught thou know'st, affected be.

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all

;

And so in this, to bear me down with braves.

'Tis not the difference of a year or tv/o

.Makes me less gracious or thee more fortunate :

1 am as able and as fit as thou
To serve and to deserve my mistress' grace ;

And that my sword upon thee shall approve.

And plead my passions for Lavinia's love.

Aar. [Aside.] Clubs, clubs! these lovers

will not keep the peace.

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother,
unadvis'dt

Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side,

Are you so desperate grown to threat your
Iriends ?

Go to ; have your lath glu'd within your sheath

Till you know better how to handle it. [have,

C/ii. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I

Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare.

Dem, Ay, boy, grow ye so brave?

[ T/iey dra'v.

Aar. [Coming fo7ivard.'\ Why, how now,
lords !

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw,
And maintain such a quarrel openly ?

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge :

I would not for a million of gold

The cause were known to Ihemitmost concerns

;

Nor would your noble mother for much more
I!e so dishonour'd in the court of Rome.
For shame, put up, ^
Dem. Not I, till I have sheath'd '

My rapier in his bosom, and withal

Thrust these reproachful speechesdown his throat

That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here.

Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full re-

solv'd,

—

[tongue,

Foul-spoken coward, that thunder'st with thy

And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform.

Aar. Away, I say !

—

Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore.

This petty brabble will undo us all.—

•

Why, lords, and think you not how dangerous

It is to jet upon a prince's right ?

What, is Lavinia, then, become so loose.

Or Bassianus so degenerate.

That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd

Without controlment, justice, or revenge?

Voung lords, beware ! and should the empress
know [please.

This discord's ground, the music would not

Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the

world :

I love Lavinia more than all the world.

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make soma
meaner choice :

Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope.

Aar. WTiy, are you mad ? or know ye not
in Rome

riow furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook competitors in love?

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths

Dy this device.

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths

Would I propose to achieve her whom I love.

Aar. To achieve her !—How?
Dem. WTiy mak'st thou it so strange ?

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ;

She is a woman, therefore may be won ;

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd.

What, man ! more water glideth by the miii

Than wots the miller of ; and easy it is
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Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know

:

Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother,

Better than he have worn Vulcan's badge.

Aar. \^AstJe.'\ Ay, and as good as Saturnim^s

may.
Detn. Then why should he despair tha£^

knows to court it

With words, fair looks, and liberality?

What, hast not thou full often struck a doe,

And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose?

Aar. Why, then, it seems some certain snatch

or so

Would serve your turns.

Chi, Ay, so the turn were serv'd.

Dem. Aaron, thou hast hit it.

Aar. Would you had hit it too !

Thci should not we be tir'd with this ado.

Why. bark ye, hark ye,—and are you such fools

To square for this ? Would it offend you, then.

That both should speed ?

Chi. Faith, not me.

Dem. Nor me, so I were one.

Aar. For shame, be friends, and join for

that you jar :

'Tis policy and stratagem must do
That you affect ; and so must you resolve

That what you cannot as you would achieve,

Vou must perforce accomplish as you may.

Take this of me,—Lucrece was not more chaste

Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love.

A speedier course than lingering languishment

j\[ust we pursue, and I have found the path.

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ;

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop

:

Tlie forest-walks are wide and spacious ;

And --lany unfrequented plots there are

Fitted by kind for rape and villany

:

Single you thither, then, this dainty doe.

And strike her home by force if not by words :

This way, or not at all, stand you in hope.

Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit

To villany and vengeance consecrate.

Will we acquaint with all that we intend ;

And she shall file our engines with advice

That will not suffer you to square yourselves.

Bat to your wishes' height advance you both.

The emperor's court is like the house of fame.

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, and ears :

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull

;

There speak and strike, brave boys, and take

your turns ;
[eye,

There serve your lust, shadow'd from heaven's

And revel in Lavinia's treasury.

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of nocowardice.

Dem. Siifas ant nefas, till I find the stream

To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,

Per Slyga, per manes vehor. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Forest near Kome : a Lod^e
seen at a distance. Horns and cry ofhounds
heard.

^«/^rTitus Andronicus, v<ith Hunters, tir'r.,

Marcus, Lucius, Qui.ntus, ««4/Martius.

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and
gay,

The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green.

Uncouple here, and let us make a bay.

And v.ake the emperor and his lovely bride,

And rouse the prince, and ring a hunter's peal.

That all the court may echo with the noise.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,

To attend the emperor's person carefully

:

I have been troubled in my sleep this night.

But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd.

Horns wind a peal. Enter SATURNINt'',
Tamora, Bassianus, Lavinia, Deme-
trius, Chiron, aW Attendants.

Many good-morrows to your majesty ;

—

Madam, to you as many and as good :

—

I promised your grace a hunter's peal.

Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lord ;

Somewhat too early for new-married ladies.

Bas. Lavinia, how say you ?

Lav. I say no ;

I have been broad awake two hours and more.

Sat. Come on, then, horse and chariots let

us have.

And to our sport.

—

[To Ta.mora.] Madam,
now shall ye see

Our Roman hunting.

Marc. I have dogs, my lord,

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase,

And climb the highest promontory top.

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the

game
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er the plain.

£)ein. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse

nor hound,
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground.

\_ExeuHt.

Scene III.—.4 lonely part of the Forest.

Enter A^ROS with a bag ofgold.

Aar. lie that had wit would think that I

had none,

To bury so much gold under a tree,

And never after to inherit it.

Let him that thinks of me so abjectly

Know that this gold must coin a stratagem.

Which, cunningly effected, will beget
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A veiy excellent piece of villany :

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest

\Hides the gold.

That have their alms out of the empress' chest.

Enter Tamora.

I

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st

thou sad

WTien everything doth make a gleeful boast ?

The birds chant melody on every bush
;

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ;

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,
And make a chequer'd shadow on the ground :

Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit,

And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds.
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd horns.

As if a double hunt were heard at once.

Let us sit down and mark their yelping noise
;

And,—after conflict such as was suppos'd

The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy'd.

When with a happy storm they were surpris'd.

And curtain'd with a counsel-keeping cave,

—

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms.
Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber

;

Whiles hounds and horns and sweet melodious
birds

Be unto us as is a nurse's song
Of lullaby to bring her babe asleep.

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your
desires,

Saturn is dominator over mine

:

What signifies my deadly-standing eye,

My silence and my cloudy melancholy.
My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls
Even as an adder when she doth unroll

To do some fatal execution?
No, madam, these are no venereal signs.

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.

Hark, Tamora,—the empress of my soul.

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in

thee,

—

This is the day of doom for Bassianus :

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day;

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity.

And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood.

Seest thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee.

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll.

—

Now question me no more,—we are espied

;

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,

Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction.

Tarn. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me
than life ! [comes

:

Aar, No more, great empress, Bassianus
Be cross with him ; and I '11 go fetch thy sons
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be.

\Exit.

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia.

vome s royBas, WTio have we here ?

empress,

Unfurnish'd of her well-beseeming troop?
Or is it Dian, habited like her,
\Vho liath abandoned her holy groves
To see the general hunting in this forest?

Ta7n. Saucy controller of our private steps

!

Had I the power that some say Dian had,
Thy temples should be planted presently
With horns, as was Actseon's ; arid the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs,
Unmannerly intruder as thou art

!

Lav. Under your patience, gentle empress,
'Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning;
And to be doubted that your Moor and you
Are singled forth to try experiments : [day !

Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-

'Tis pity they should take him for a stag.

Bas. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cim-
merian

Doth make your honour of his body's hue, '

Spotted, detested, and abominable.
Why are you sequester'd from all your train.

Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed.

And wander'd hither to an obscure plot.

Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor,
If foul desire had not conducted you ?

Lav. And, being intercepted in your spor^

'

Great reason that my noble lord be rated

For sauciness.—I pray you, let us hence.
And let her joy her raven-colour'd love ;

This valley fits the purpose passing well.

Bas. The king my brother shall have note of
this. [noted long :

Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him
Good king, to be so mightily al.us'd !

Tarn. Why have I patience to endure all this?

Enter DEMETRIUS and Chiron.

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our
gracious mother !

Why doth your highness look so pale and wan ?

Tarn. Have I not reason, think you, to look
pale?

These two have 'tic'd me hither to this place :—
A barren detested vale you see it is

;

The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean,

O'ercome with moss and baleful mistletoe:

Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds.

Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven :

—

And when they show'd me this abhorred pit

They told me, here at dead time of the night

A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes.

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins.

Would make such fearful and confused cries
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As any mortal body hearing it

Should straight (all mad or else die suddenly.

Ko sooner had they told this hellish tale

But straight they told me they would bind mc
here

Unto the body of a dismal yew,

And leave me to this miserable death :

And then they call'd me foul adulteress,

Lascivious Goth, and all tho bitterest terms

That ever ear did hear to such effect

:

And had you not by wondrous fortune come,

This vengeance on me had they executed.

Revenge it, as you love your mother's life.

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children.

Dcm. This is a witness that I am thy son.

\_Stabs Bassianus.
Chi. And this for me, struck home to show

my strength.

\_Aho stabs Bas. , who dies.

Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis,—nay, barbarous

Tamora,
For no name fits thy nature but thy own !

Tani. Give me thy poniard ;—you shall

know, my boys, [wrong.

Your mother's hand shall right your mother's

Der/i. Stay, madam ; here is more belongs

to her ; [straw :

First thrash the corn, then after burn the

This minion stood upon her chastity,

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, [ness :

And with that painted hope braves your mighti-

And shall she carry this unto her grave ?

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch.
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole,

And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust.

Tarn. But when ye have the honey ye desire,

Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting.

Chi. I warrant you, madam, we will make
that sure.

—

Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy
That nice,- preserved honesty of yours, [face,

—

Lav. O Tamora ! thou bear'st a woman's
7'am. I will not hear her speak ; away with

her

!

[a word.
Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but
Vcm. Listen, fair madam : let it be your

glory

To see her tears ; but be your heart to them
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain, [the dam ?

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach
O, do not learn her wrath,—she taught it thee;

The milk thou suck'dst from her did turn to

marble

;

Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny.

—

Yet every mother breeds not sons alike :

Do thou entreat her show a woman pity.

ITo Chiron.

Chi. '.V^hat, wouldst thou have me prov;
myself a bastard ? [lark :

Lav. 'Tis true, the raven doth not hatch a
Yet I have heard,—0, could I find it now !

—

The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure
To have his princely paws par'd all av/ay :

Some say that ravens foster forlorn children.

The whilst their own birds famish in their nests:

O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no.

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful

!

lam. I know not what it means:—away with

her!
Lav. O, let me teach thee ! for my father's

sake.

That gave thee life, when well he might have
slain thee.

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

7aw. Iladst thou in person ne'er offended me,
Even for his sake am I pitiless.—
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain

To save your brother from the sacrifice
;

But fierce Andronicus would not relent :

Therefore away with her, and use her as you
will;

The worse to her the better lov'd of me.
Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen,

.\nd with thine own hands kill me in this place !

For 'tis not life that I have begg'd so long

;

Poor I was slain when Bassianus died.

Tarn. What begg'st thou, then? fond woman,
let me go.

Lav. 'Tis present death I beg ; and one thing

more,
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell

:

O, keep me from their worse than killing lust,

And tumble me into some loathsome pit,

Where never man's eye may behold my body:
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. [fee :

Tam. So should I rob my sweet sons of their

No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. [long.

De/n. Away ! for thou hast stay'd us here too

Lav. No grace? no womanhood? Ah,
beastly creature !

The blot and enemy to our general name !

Confusion fall,

—

Chi. Nay, then I '11 stop your mouth :—bring

thou her husband :

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him.

[Dl£M. ihro-ws Bas.'s body into the pit ; then

exit with Chi., dragging off V,^.v .

Tam. Farewell, my sons: see that you make
her sure :

—

Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed
Till all the Andronici be made aw.iy.

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor,
And let my spleenful sons this trull deflower.
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Re-enter Aaron, loiih Quintus and
Marti us.

Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot

before :

Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit

Where I espied the panther fast asleep.

Qi'Jn. My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes.

Mart. And mine, I promise you ; were 't not

for shame,
Well could I leave our sport to sleep a\\hile.

\ Falls into the pit.

Quin. What, art thou fallen?—What subtle

hole is this, [briers,

\Aniose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing

L'pon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood

As fresh as morning's dew distill'd on flowers ?

A very fatal place it seems to me.

—

[fall ?

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the

Mai-t. O brother, with the dismallest object

hurt

That ever eye with sight made heart lament !

Aar. iAside.^ Now will I fetch the king to

find them here.

That he thereby may give a likely guess

ilow these were they that made away his

brother. [Exit.

Mart. V/hy dost not comfort me, and help

me out

From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole?

Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear ;

A chilling sv/eat o'er-runs my trembling joints ;

?.Iy heart suspects more than mine eye can see.

3Iart. To prove thou hast a true divining

heart,

Aaron and thou look down into this den.

And see a fearful sight of blood and death.

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate

heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold

The thing whereat it trembles by surmise:

O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till now
Was I a child to fear I know not Vv'hat.

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here,

All on a heap, like to a slaughter'd lamb.

In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit.

Quin. If it be dark, how dost tnou know
'tis he?

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear

A precious ring that lightens all the hole,

Wliich, like a taper in some monument,
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks.

And shows the ragged entrails of the pit

:

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood.

O brother, help me with thy fainting hand,

—

If fear bath made thee faint, as me it hath,

—

Out of this fell devouring receptacle,

As hateful as Cocylus' misty mouth.
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help

thee out

;

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good,
I may be pluck 'd into the swallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave.

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink.

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without
thy help. [again,

Quin. Thy hand once more; I will not lose

Till thou art here aloft, or I below :

Thou canst not come to me,—I come to thee.

[Fails in.

Enter Saturninus with Aaron.

Sat. Along with me : I '11 see what hole is

here,

And what he is that now is leap'd into it.

—

Say, who art thou that lately didst descend
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ?

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicus,
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour.

To find thy brother Bassianus dead. [jest

:

Sat. My brother dead ! I know thou dost but

He and his lady both are at the lodge

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase

;

'Tis not an hour since I left him there.

Mart. We know not where you left him all

alive ;

But, out, alas ! here have we found him dead.

Re-enter Tamora, with Attendants ; TlTUS
Andronicus and 'Lvcivs.

Tarn. Where is my lord the king ?

Sat. Here, Tamora; though griev'd with kill-

ing grief.

Tarn. Where is thy brother Bassianus ?

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my
wound :

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered.

Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ,

[ Giving a letter.

The complot of this timeless tragedy ;

And wonder greatly that man's face can fold

In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny.

Sat. [Reads. ^ An if we rfiiss to meet him
handsomely,—

Sweet huntsman, Bassianus "'tis we mean,—
Do thou so much as dig thegravefor him :

Thou knozv'st our meaning. Lookfor thy reward
Among the Jiettles at the elder tree

Which overshades the 7nouth of that same pit

Where we decreed to bury Bassianus.

Do this, andpurchase us thy lastingfriends.

O Tamora ! was ever heard the like ?

—

This Ls the pit and this the elder tree ;—
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L(Jo!:, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out

That shoul'l have murder'd Bassianus here.

ylar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.

[Showing it.

Sat. [To Titus.] Two of ihy whelps, fell curs

of bloody kind,

Have here bereft my brother of his life.

—

Sirs, drag them froin the pit unto the prison :

There let them bide until we have devis'd

Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them.

Tam. What, are they in this pit? O wondrous
tiling !

I low easily murder is discovered !

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed,

Tliat this fell fault of my accursed sons,

—

Accursed if the fault be prov'd in them,

—

Sat. If it be prov'd ! you see it is apparent.

—

Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ?

Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up.

Tit. I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail
;

For, by my father's reverend tomb, I vow
They shall be ready at your highness' will

To answer their suspicion with their lives.

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them : see thou follow

me.

—

[murderers:
Some bring the murder'd body, some the

Let them not speak a word,—the guilt is plain;

For, bymy soul, were there worse end than death,

That end upon them should be executed.

Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king

:

Fear not thy sons ; they shall do well enough.
Tit. Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk

\vi;h them.

[ Exeunt severally. Attendants bearing the bod}'

Scene IV.

—

Another part of the Forest.

^;i/6'r Demetrius (T/7(/Chiron, with Lav^nia
7-avished ; her hands cut off, and her torigne

cut out.

Dem. So, now go tell, and if thy tongue can
speak,

Who 'twas that cut thy tongue and ravish'd thee.

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy mean-
ing so.

And if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe.

Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can
scrowl, [hands.

Chi. Go home, call for sweet v;ater, wash thy
Dem. Slie hath no tongue to call, nor hands

to wash

;

And so let 's leave her to her silent walks.
Chi. An 'twere my case I should go hang

myself. [the cord.

JDem. If thou hadst hands to lielp thee knit

[Exeunt De.M. and ClU-

Enter Marcus.

Marc. Who is this,—my niece,—that liies

away so fast ?

—

Cousin, a word ; where is your husband ?

—

If I do dream, would all my wealth would
wake me

!

If I do wake, some planet strike me down,
That I may slumber in eternal sleep !

—

Speak, gentle niece,—what stern ungentle
hands [bare

Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body
Of her two branches,—those sweet ornaments
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to

sleep in.

And might not gain so great a happiness
.•\s have thy love? Why dost not speak to me?

—

.'Mas, a crimson river of warm blood.

Like to a bubliling fountain stirr'd with wind,
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips.

Coming and going with thy honeyed breath.

lUit sure some Tereus hath deflowered thee.

And lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy

tongue.

Ah, now thou turn'st away thy face for shame '

And notwithstanding all this loss of blood,

—

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,

—

Vet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face

Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud.

Shall I speak for thee? shall I say 'tis so?
O, that I knew thy heart, and knew the beast,

That I might rail at him, to ease my mind I

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd,

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue,

And in a tedious sampler sevv'd her mind :

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee

;

A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met,
And he halh cut those pretty fingers off

That could have better sew'd than Philomel.

O, had the monster seen those lily hands
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute.

And make the i>ilken strings delight to kiss

them, [life !

He would not then have touch 'd them for hi:?

Or had he heard the heavenly harmony
Which that sweet tongue hath made,
I le would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet.

('ome, let us go, and make thy father blind ;

l-"or such a sight will blind a father's eye :

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant mead -

;

What will whole months of tears thy fatlicr's

eyes ?

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee

:

O, could our mourning ease thy misery !

[Excur.:,
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ACT III.

Scene I.

—

Rome. A Street.

£';^;Vr Senators, Trilmnes, a«rt'OfficersofJustice,

rviik MARTiusa/;^/ QuiNTUS bound,'passing

on to the flace of execution ; Titus going

before, fieadi?ig.

Tit. Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes,

stay !

For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent

In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept

;

Per all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed ;

For all the frosty nights that I have watcli'd
;

And tor these bitter tears, which now you see

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ;

Ee pitiful to my condemned sons,

Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thougJtL

For two-and-twenty sons I never wept.

Because they died in honour's lofty bed.

For these, good tribunes, in the dust I write

[^Throwing himself on tlie ground.
]My heart's deep languor and my soul's sad tears :

Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite ;

I\Iy sons' sweet blood will make it shame and
blush.

\Exetoit Sen., Trib., S^c.y withthiprisono s.

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain,

That shall distil from these two ancient ruins,

Than youthful April shall with all his showers:
In summer's drought I '11 drop upon thee still

;

In winter, with warm tears I '11 melt the snow,
And keep eternal spring-time on thy face.

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood.

Enter Lucius with his sxvcrd drawn.

O reverend tribunes ! O gentle aged men!
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death

;

And let me say, that never wept before,

My tears are now prevailing orators.

Luc. O noble father, you lament in vain

:

The tribunes hear you not, no man is by

;

Aiid you recount your sorrows to a stone.

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me
plead.

—

Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you.
Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you

speak. [hear

Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man : if they did
They woald not mark me ; or if they did mark
They would not pity me ; yet plead I must,
And bootless unto them.
Therefore I tell my sorrov/s to the stones ;W by, though they cannot answer my distress,

Yet in some sort they are better than the

tribunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale :

When I do weep they humbly at niy feet

Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me;
And were they but attired in grave weeds
R(jme could afford no tribune like to these.

A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than
stones ;

A stone is silent, and ofi'endeth not,

—

And tribunes with their tongues doom men
to death. \Rises.

But wherefore stand'st thou vulh thy wcapi^n

drawn? [death :

Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their

For which attempt the judges have pronounc'd
My everlasting doom of banishment.

1 it. O happy man ! they have befriended

tiiee.

Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive

That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ?

Tigers must prey ; and Rome aflords no prey
But me and mine : how happy art thou, then,

From these devourers to be banished !

—

But who comes with our brother Marcus here?

Enter MARCUS and Lavinia.

Marc. Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to weep;
Or if not so, thy noble heart to break :

I bring ccnsursing sorrow to thine age.

lit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then.

Marc. This was thy daughter.

lit. Why, Marcus, so she is.

Luc. Ay me ! this object kills me ! [her.

—

Tit. P'aint-hearted boy, arise, and look upon
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand
I lath made thee handless in thy father's sight?

What fool hath added water to the sea,

Or brought a fagot to bright-burning Troy?
My grief was at the height before thou cam'st ;

And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds.

Give me a sword, I '11 chiip oft' my hands too ;

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain;

And they have nurs'd this woe in feeding life;

In bootless prayer have they been held up.

And they have serv'd me to efl'ectless use :

Now all the service I require of them
Is that the one will help to cut Mic other.

—

'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands

;

For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain.

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, w ho hath martyr'd

thee?
Marc. O, that delightful engineofher thoughts.

That blabb'd them with such pleasing eloquence.

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage,

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung

Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear I

Luc. O, say thou for her, who haih done rhis

deed?
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Marc. O, thus I found her, straying in the

park,

Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer

That hath receiv'd some unrecuring wound.
Zi/. It was my deer ; and he that wounded

her

Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead :

For now I stand as one upon a rock,

Envlion'd with a wilderness of sea ;

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,
Expecting ever when some envious surge

Will in his brinish bowels swallow him.

This way to death my wretched sons are gone ;

Here stands my other son, a banish'd man ;

And here my brother, weeping at my woes :

But that which gives my soul the greatest spurn

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul.

—

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight

1 1 would have madded me : what shall I do
Kow I behold thy lively body so?
Thou hast no hands to wipe away thy tears,

Kor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee

:

Thy husband he is dead ; and for his death
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this.

—

Look, Marcus !—ah, son Lucius, look on her !

When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey dew
Upon a gather'd Kly almost vvither'd.

Marc. Perchance she weeps because they
kill'd her husband :

Terchance because she knows them innocent.

Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be
joyful,

Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them.

—

No, no, they would not do so foul a deed

;

Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.—
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips

;

Or make some sigh how I may do thee ease :

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,
And thou, and I, sit roundabout some fountain,

Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks
How they are stain'd, as meadows, yet not dry.
With miry slime left on them by a flood ?

And in the fountain shall we gaze so long,

Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness,

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ?

Or shall we cut away our hands like thine ?

Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows
Pass the remainder of our hateful days ?

What shall we do? let us, that have our tongues,
Plot some device of further misery.
To make us wonder'd at in lime to come.

Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears j for at

your grief

See h.ow my wretched sister sobs and weeps.
Marc. 'Patience, 'ear niece.—Good Titus,

dry thine eyes.

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine.
For thou, poor man, hast drown'd it with thine

own.
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks.

Tit. Mark,. Marcus, mark ! I understand her

signs:

Had she a tongue to speak, now would she
say

That to her brother which I said to thee :

His napkin, with liis true tears all bewet.
Can do no serv'ice on her sorrowful cheeks.

O, what a sympathy of woe is this,

—

As far from help as limbo is from bliss I

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor
Sends thee this word,—that if ihou love thy sons.

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus,

Or any one of you, chop off your hand
And send it to the king : he for the same
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive

;

.A.nd that shall be the ransom for their fault.

Tit. O gracious emperor ! O gentle Aaron 1

Did ever raven sing so like a lark

That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ?

With all my heart I '11 send the emperor
My hand :

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off?

Luc. Stay, father I for that noble hand of

thine,

That hath thrown down so many enemies.

Shall not be sent : my hand will sen-e the turn

:

My youth can better spare m}' blood than you ;

Andtherefore mine shall save my brothers' lives.

Marc. Which ofyour hands hath not defended
Rome,

And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe,

Writing destruction on the enemy's castle?

O, none of both but are of high desert

:

My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve

To ransom my two nephews from their death }

Then have I kept it to a worthy end.

Aar. Nay, come, agree whose hand shall

go along.

For fear tliey die before their pardon come.

Marc. My hand shall go.

Luc. By heaven, it shall not go !

Tit. Sirs, strive no more : such wiiher'd herbs

as these

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.

iL«c. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy

son.

Let me redeem my brothers both from death.

Marc. And for our father's sake and mocher'a

care,

Now let vaz show a brother's love to tliec.
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Tit. Agree between you ; I will spare my
hand.

Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe.

Marc. But I will use the axe.

\Exeunt Lucius and Marcus.
lit. Come hitlier, Aaron ; I '11 deceive them

both

:

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.
Aar, [As/Je.] If that be call'd deceit, I will

be honest,

And never whilst I live deceive men so :

—

But I '11 deceive you in another sort,

And that you '11 say ere half an hour pass.

[I/e cuts (7^ Titus's hand.

Re-enter Lucius and Marcus.

Tit. Now stay your strife : what shall be is

despatched.

—

Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand

:

Tell him it was a hand that warded him
From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it

;

More hath it merited,—that let it have.

As for my sons, say I account of them
As jewels purchas'd at an easy price ;

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own.
Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee :

—

Their heads I mean. O, how this villany

lAsidc.

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it 1

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,

Aaron will have his soul black like his face.

[Exit.

Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven.
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth :

If any power pities wretched tears,

To that I cAW—lTo Lavinia.] What, wilt

thou kneel with me ?

Do, then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear
our prayers

;

Or with our sighs we '11 breathe the welkin dim,
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds
V/hen they do hug him in their melting bosoms.

Marc. O brother, speak with possibilities,

And do not break into these deep extremes.
Tit, Is not my sorrow deep, having no

bottom?
Then be my passions bottomless with them.

Marc. But yet let reason govern thy lament.
Tit. If there were reason for these miseries.

Then into limits could I bind my woes

:

When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth

o'erflow ?

If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad,
Threatening the welkin with his big-swoln face?
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ?

I am the sea ; hark, hcv her sighs do flow I

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth ;

Then must my sea be moved with her siglis

;

Then must my earth with her conlmual tears

Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd :

For why my bowels cannot hide her v.oes.

But like a drunkard must I vomit thcui.

Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave
To ease their stomachs with their biiier touL^-ues.

Efiier a Messenger, with two heads anda hand.

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid
For that good hand thou sent'st the emperor.
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ;

And here 's thy hand, in scorn to thee sent
back,

—

Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock'd :

That woe is me to think upon thy woes.
More than remembrance of my father's death.

[Exit.
Marc. Now let hot /Etna cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell !

These miseries are more than may be borne.
To weep v.'ith them that vveep doth ease soma

deal ;

But sorrow flouted at is double death.

Luc. Ahj that this sight should make so deep
a wound,

And yet detested life not shrink ihereat 1

Tliat ever death should let life bear his name.
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe

!

[Lavinia kisses liim..

Marc. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfort-

less

As frozen water to a starved snake. [end ?

7 it. When will this fearful slumber have an
Marc. Now, farewell, flattery; die, Androni-

cus ;
[hea<ls,

Thou dost not slumber : see thy two sons*

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here ;

Thy other banish"d son, with this dear sight

Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I,

Even like a stony image, cold and numb.
Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs

:

Pvcnt off thy silver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal

sight

The closing up of our most wretched eyes :

Now is a lime to storm ; why art thou still ?

Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! [this hour.

Marc. \Vhy dost thou laugh ? it fits not with

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed -•

Besides, this sorrow is an enemy,
And would usurp upon my wateiy eyes.

And make them blind with tributary tears;

Then which way shall I find revenge's cave?

For these two heads do seem to speak to me.

And threat me I shall never come to bUss
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Till all these mischiefs be return'd again

Even in iheir throats that have committed them.
Come, let me see what task I have to do.

—

You heavy people circle me about,

That I may turn me to each one of you,

And swear unto my soul to right yovir wrongs.

—

The vow is made.—Come, brother, take a

head

;

And in this hand the other will I bear.

Lavinia, thou shalt be employ'd in these things ;

Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy

teeth.

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight

;

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay :

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there:

And if you love me, as I think you do.

Let 's kiss and part, for we have much to do.

{Exeiiiit TiTUS, Marci's, a«a^ Lavinia.
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble

father,

—

Tlie woefull'st man that ever liv'd in Rome :

Farewell, proud Rome ; till Lucius come again.

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life :

Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ;

O, would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been !

But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives

But in oblivion and hateful griefs.

ii Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs.
And make proud Saturnine and his empress
BL=g at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen.
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine.

\Exit.

Scene IL—Rome. A Noom in Titus's House.
A Banquet set out.

Euter Tnvs, Marcus, Lavinia, aWYouNO
Lucius, a boy.

Tit. So, so ; now sit : and look you eat no
more

Than will preserve just so much strength in us

As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.

Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot

:

Tiiy niece and L poor creatures, want ourhands.
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief

With folded arms. This poor right hand of

mine
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast

;

And when my heart, all mad with misery.

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh.

Then thus I thump it down.

—

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs !

\To Lavinia.
WTien thy poor heart beats with outrageous

beating,

{Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still.

Wound it with sighing, girl ; kill it with groans;
Or get some Utile kniie between thy teeth.

And just against thy heart make thou a hole,

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall

May run into that sink, and, soaking in,

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears.

Marc. P'ie, brother, fie ! teach her not thus

to lay

Such vi' lent hands upon her tender life.

Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote

already?

Wliy, Marcus, no man should be mad but I.

What violent hands can she lay on her life?

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of

hands ;

—

To bid /Eneas tell the tale twice o'er

How Troy was burnt and he made miserable?

O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands.

Lest we remember still that we have none.

—

Fie, fie, how frantically I square my talk,

—

As if we should forget we had no hands,

If Marcus did not name the word of hands !

—

Come, let 's fall to ; and, gentle girl, eat this.—
Here is no drink! Hark, Marcus, what she

says ;

—

I can interpret all her martyr'd signs;

—

She says she drinks no other drink but tears,

Brew'd with her sorrow, mesh'd upon her

cheeks :

—

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought

;

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect

As begging hermits in their holy prayers:

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to

heaven.

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign,

But I of these will wrest an alphabet, [in:j.

And by still practice learn to know thy me?,n-

Y. Luc. Good grandsire, leave these bitier

deep laments:

Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale.

Marc. Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov'd,

Doth weep to see his grandsire's heaviness.

Tit. Peace, tender sapling; thou art made of

tears.

And tears wiil quickly melt thy life av.'ay.

—

[Marcus strikes the disk with a knife.

What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy

knife?

Marc. At that that I have kill'd, my lord,—
a fly.

Tit. Out on thee, murderer ! thou kill'st my
heart

;

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny:

A deed of death done on the innocent

Becomes not Titus' brother: get thee gone;

I see thou art not for my company.
Marc. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fiy.

J
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Tit. But how if that fly had a father and
mother?

How would he hang his slender gilded wings,

And buzz Jamentinp' doings in the air!

Poor harmless fly,

That with his pretty buzzing melody
Came here to make us merry ! and thou hast

kill'd him. [favour'd fly,

Mare. Pardon me, sir; 'twas a black ill-

Like to the empress' Moor; therefore I kill'd

him.
Tit. O, O, O.

Then pardon me for reprehending thee,

i- or thou hast done a charitable deed.

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him
i* latteriiig myself as if it were the Moor
Come hither purposely to poison me.

—

There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora.

—

Ah, sirrah

!

Yet I do think we are not brought so low
But that between us we can kill a fly

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor.
Marc. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought

on him.

He takes false shadows for true substances.

Tit. Come, take away.—Lavinia, go with me:
I '11 to thy closet ; and go read with thee

Sad stories chanced in the times of old.

—

Come, boy, and go with me : thy sight is young,
And thou shalt read when mine begins to dazzle.

\_Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—Rome. Before Titus's House.

Utiier Titus and Marcus. Then enter

Young Lucius running, with books zmder
his arm, and Lavinia running after him.

Y. Luc. Help, grandsire, help! my aunt
Lavinia

Follows me everywhere, I know not why.

—

Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comes!
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean.

Marc. Siand by me, Lucius : do not fear

thine aunt. [harm.
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well ^o do thee

Y. Luc. Ay, when my father was in Rome
she did. [signs?

Marc. What means my niece Lavinia by these

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius : somewhat doth
she mean :

—

See, Lucius, see how much she makes of thee

:

Somewhither would she have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care
Read to her sons than she hath read to thee

Sweet poetry and TuUy's Orator.

Marc. Canst thou not guess wherefore she
plies thee thus? [guess,

Y. Lice. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I

Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her:

For I have heard my grandsire say full oft

Extremity of griefs would make men mad;
And I have read that Hecuba of Troy
Ran -nad through sorrow ; that made me to

fear

;

A'though, my lord, I know my noble aunt
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did.

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth:
Which made me down to throw my books, and

fly,-
Causeless, perhaps : but pardon me, sweet aunt:
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will most willingly attend your ladyship.

Marc. Lucius, I will.

[Lavinia turns over with her stumps the

books which Lucius has letfail.

Tit. How now, Lavinia!—Marcus, what
means this?

Some book there is that she desires to see.

Which is it, girl, of these?—Open them, boy.—
But thou art deeper read and better skill'd:

Come, and take choice of all my library,

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed.

—

Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus?

Marc. I think she means that there was
more than one

Confederate in the fact ;— ay, more there was,

Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge.

Tit. Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so?

Y. Luc. Grandsire, 'tis Ovid's Metamorpho-
sis ;

My mother gave it me.
Marc. For love of her that 's gone.

Perhaps she cuU'd it from among the rest.

Tit. Soft ! see liow busily she turns the leaves!

Help her:

What would she find?—Lavinia, shall I read?

This is the tragic tale of Philomel,

And treats of Tereus' treason and his rape ;

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.

Marc. See, brother, see ; note how she quotes

the leaves.

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpris'd, sweet
gill.

Ravish'd, and wrong'd, as Philomela was,

Forc'd in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy
woods ?

—

See, see !

—

Ay, such a place there is where we did hunt.—
O, had we never, never hunted there !

—

Pattern 'd by that the poet here describes.

By nature made for murders and for rape&

.
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Marc. O, why should nature build so foul a
den,

Unless the gods delight in tragedies?

Til. Give signs, sweet girl,—for here are

none but friends,

—

V/liat Roman lord it was durst do the deed :

'

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst,

That loft the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed?
A/arc. Sit down, sweet niece :—brother, sit

down by me.

—

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury,
Inspire me, that I may this treason find !

—

My lord, look here:—look here, Lavinia :

Thi? sandy plot is plain
;
guide, if thou canst,

T!iis after me, when I have writ my name
Without the help of any hand at all.

[//is wrilcs his nunic with his staff, guid-

ing it with his feet and mouth.
Curs'd be that heart that forc'd us to this

shift !

—

[last

Write thou, good niece ; and here display at

V.'liat CioJ will have discovcr'd for revenge :

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows
plain,

That we may know the traitors and the truth !

\_She takes the stajff in her mouth, guides

it with her stumps, and writes.

Tit. O, do ye read, my lord, what she hath
writ?

Stuprum—Chiron—Demetrius. [Tamora
A/.irc. What, what !—the lustful sons of

Pcrf)rmers of this heinous, bloody deed?
Tit. Alagni Dominafor poli.

Tarn, lentus audis scelera ? tarn lentus vides ?

Marc. O, calm thee, gentle lord ; although
I know

There is enough written upon this earth
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts,
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims,
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel;
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's

hope

;

And swear with me,—as, with the woeful fere

And fiilher of that chaste dishonour'd dame,
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape,

—

That we will prosecute, by good advice,

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths,
And see their blood, or die with this reproach.

Tit. 'Tis sure enough, an you knew how.
But if you hunt tliese bear-whelps, then beware:
The dam will wake ; and if she wind you once,
She 's with the lion deeply still in league.
And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back,
And when he sleeps will she do what she list.

You are a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it

alone ;

.i\nd, come, I will go get a leaf of brass.

And with a gad of steel will write these words,

And lay it by : the angry northern wind
Will blow these sands, like Sybil's leaves,

abroad, [y<^'J •

And where 's your lesson then ?—Boy, what say

Y. Luc. I say, my lord, that if I were a man.
Their mother's bedchamber should not be safe

For these bad-bondmen to the yoke o! Rome.
Marc. Ay, that 's my boy ! thy father hath

full oft

For his ungrateful country done the like.

Y. Luc. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live.

Tit. Com.e, go with me into mine armoury;
Lucius, I '11 fit thee ; and withal, my boy,

Shalt carry from me to the empress' sons

Presents that 1 intend to send them both :

Come, come ; thou 'It do thy message, wilt

thou not ? [grandsire.

Y. Luc. Ay., with my dagger in their bosoms,

Tit. No, boy, not so ; I '11 teach thee an-

other course.

—

Lavinia, come.— Marcus, look to my house :

Lucius and I '11 go brave it at the court ;

Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we'll be waited

on.

[Exeunt TiT., Lav., and Y. Li;c:.

r. O heavens, can you hear a good man
groan,

And not relent, or not compassion him ?

Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy,

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart

Than foemen's marks upon his batter'd shield ;

But yet so just that he will not revenge :
—

Revenge, ye heavens, for old Andronicus !

{Exit.

Scene IL—Rome. A Room in ilie Palace.

Enter Aaron, Demetrius and Chiron, at

one door ; at another door, YcUNG Luc 1 1=5

and an Attendant, with a bundle of weapons^

and verses writ upon them,

Chi. Demetrius, here 's the .son of Lucius ;

He hath some message to deliver us.

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad
grandfather. [uuiy,

Y. Luc. My lords, with all the humbleness I

I greet your honours from Andronicus,

—

And pray tlie Roman gods confound you both

!

[Aside.

Dcm. Gramcrcy, lovely Lucius: what's the

new s ?

Boy. [Aside. ] That you are both decipher'd,

that 's the news, [you»

For villains mark'd with rape.—May it please

My grandsire, well-advis'd, hath sent by lue

The goodliest weapons of his armoury
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To gratify your honourable youth,

The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say ;

And so I do, and with his gifts present

\ouT lordships, that whenever you have need,

V')U may be armed and appointed well

:

And so I leave you both,

—

[astJe] like bloody

villains.

[Exeunt Y. Luc. and Attendant.

Dem. What's here? A scroll ; and written

round about ?

I et 's see :

—

[AViii/f.] Integer vitcs, scelerisqut puriis^

Non eget MawijacuUs, ttec arru.

Chi. O, 'lis averse in Horace; I know it

well :

I read it in the grammar long ago.

Aar. Ay, just,—a verse in Horace ;—right,

you have it.

—

Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! [Aside.

Here 's no sound jest ! the old man hath found
their guilt ; [lines,

And sends them weapons wrapp'd about with
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick,

r.iit were our witty empress well a-foot.

She would applaud Andronicus' conceit.

i>ut let her rest in her unrest awhile.

—

And now, young lords, was't not a happy star

Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so.

Captives, to be advanced to this height?
It <lid me good before the palace gate

To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing.

Dem. But me more good to see so great a lord

Basely insinuate and send us gifts.

Aar. Had he not reason. Lord Demetrius ?

Did you not use his daughter very friendly?

Dem. I would we had a thousand Roman
dames

At svich a bay, by turn to serve our lust.

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love.

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say

amen.
Chi. And that would she for twenty

thou.sand more.
Deal. Come, let usgo ; and pray toall the gods

For our beloved mother in her pains.

Aar. [Aside.'\ Pray to the devils; the gods
have given us over.

[Flourish iviikin.

Dem. \Vliy do the emperor's trumpets flourish

thus ?

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son.

Dem. Soft ! who comes here ?

Elder a Nurse, with a hhickamoor Child in her
arms.

Nur. Good-morrow, lords :

O, tell ne, did you see Aaron the Moor?

Aar. Well, more or less, or ne'er a whit at all,

1 lere Aaron is ; and what with Aaron now ?

N'ur. O gentle Aaron, we arc all undone !

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore 1

Aar. \Vliy, what a caterwauling dost thou
keep !

What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms?
Nur. O, that wliich I would hide liom

heaven's eye, [grace !

—

Our empress' shame and stately Rome's dis-

She is deliver'd, lords,—she is deliver'd.

Aar. To whom ?

Nur. I mean, she's brought a-b( (1.

Aar. Well, God give her good rest ! What
hath he sent her ?

Nur. A devil.

Aar. Why, then she is the devil's dam ; a

joyful issue. [issue :

Nur. A joyless, di.smal, black, and sorrowlul

Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad

Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime :

Tlie empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal,

And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point.

Aar. Zounds, ye whore 1 is black so base a

hue ?

—

Sweet blowse, youareabeauteous blossom, sure.

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done ?

Aar. That which thou canst not undo.
Chi. Thou hast undone our mother.
Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother.

Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast

undone. [choice !

Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed

Accurs'd the ofi'spring of so foul a fiend 1

Chi. It shall not live.

Aar. It shall not die.

Nur. Aaron, it must ; the mother wills it .so.

Aar. What, must it, nurse ? then let no man
but I

Do execution on my flesh and blood.

Dem. I '11 broach the tadpole on my rapier's

point :

—

Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon despatch

it. [up.

Aar. Soonerthisswordshall plough thybowels

[Takes the (Z\\\\^ from //zcr Nurse, arid dra7x.'S.

Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your

brother ?

Now, by the burning tapers of the sky,

That shone so brightly when this boy was got,

lie dies upon my scimitar's sharp point

That touches this my first-born son and heir

!

I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,

With all histhreatening band of Typhon's brood,

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war,

Siiall seize this prey out of his father's hands.

What, what, ye sanguine, shallow-heaited boys!
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Ye white-lim'd walls ! ye alehouse-painted

signs !

Coal-black is better than another hue,

In that it scorns to bear another hue ;

For all the water in the ocean
Can never turn a swan's black legs to while,

Although she lave them hourly in the flood.

Tell the empress from me, I am of age

To keep mine own,—excuse it how she can.

Darn. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress

thus? [self,

—

Aar. My mistress is my mistress ; this, my-
The vigour and the picture of my youth :

This before all the world do I prefer ;

This maugre all tlie world will I keep safe,

Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome.
Dem. By this our mother is for ever sham'd,
Chi. Rome will despise her for tliis foul

escape.

Nur. The emjjeror, in his rage, will doom her

death.

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy.
Aar. Why, there 's the privilege your beauty

bears :

I'le, treacherous hue, that will betray with blush-

ing

The close enacts and counsels of the heart !

Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer :

Look how the black slave smiles upon the
father.

As who should say. Old lad, I am thine own.
1 le is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed

Of that self- blood that first gave life to you ;

And from that womb where you imprison'dvvere
lie is enfranchised and come to light

:

Kay, he is your brother by the surer side.

Although my seal be stamped in his face.

Nur. Aaron, what shall I say unto the

empress ?

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done,
And we will all subscribe to thy advice*
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe.

Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all con-
sult.

r.Iy son and I will have the wind of you :

Ivecp there : now talk at pleasure of your safety.

[ They sit.

Dem. How many womensaw thischild of his?

Aar. Why, so, brave lords ! when we join in

league

I am a Iamb : but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness.

The ocean swells not so as Aaroo. storms.

—

But say, again, how many saw the child F

Nur. Cornelia the midwife and myself;
And no one else but the deliver'd empress.

Aar, The empress, the midwife, and yourself:

Two may keep counsel when the third 's away

:

Go to the empress, tell her this I said :

—

\_Stabs her, arid she dies,

Weke, weke !—so cries a pig prepar'd to the

spit.

Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron? Wherefore
didst thou this ?

Aar. O Lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy:

Shall she live to betray this guilt of oars,

—

A long-tongu'd babbling gossip? no, lords, no :

And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman
;

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed

;

His child is like to her, fair as you are :

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold,

And tell them both the circumstance of all ;

And how by this their child shall be advanc'd,

And be received for the emperor's heir,

And substituted in the place of mine.
To calm this tempest whirling in the court

;

And let the emperor dandle him for his own.
Hark ye, lords ; ye see I have given her physic

[Pointing to the Nurse.

And you must needs bestow her funeral ;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms :

This done, see that you take no longer days,

But send the midwife presently to me.

The midwife and the nurse well made away,
Then let the ladies tattle what they please.

Chi. Aaron, I see thou wilt not trust the air

With secrets.

Dem. For this care of Tamora,
Herself and hers are highly bound to thee.

[Exetnit Dem. and Chi., bearing off the

dead Nurse.

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow
flies ;

There to dispose this treasure in mine arms.

And secretly to greet the empress' friends.

—

Come on, you thick-lipp'd slave, I '11 bear you
hence ;

For it is you that puts us to our shifts :

I '11 make you feed on berries and on roots.

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat.

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up
To be a warrior and command a camp. \_Exit,

Scene HI.

—

Rome, A public Place.

EnterTlTUS, bearingarrows, with letters at the

etids of than ; with him Marcus, Young
Lucius, and other Q^n\.\&mG.vi, with bows.

Tit. Come, Marcus, come:—kinsmen, this

is the way.

—

Sir boy, now let me see your archery

;

Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there

straight.

—
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Terras Astrcea reliquit

:

Be you remember'd, Marcus, she 's gone, she 's

fled. [shall

Sirs, take you to your tools. \'ou, cousins,

Go sound the ocean and cast your nets

;

Happily you may catch her in the sea ;

Yet there 's as little justice as at land.

—

No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it

;

'Tis you must dig with mattock and with spade,

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth :

Then, when you come to Pluto's region,

I pray you deliver him this petition ;

Toll lum it is for justice and for aid,

And that it comes from old Andronicus,

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.

—

Ah, Rome !—Weil, well ; I made thee miserable

What time I threw the people's suffrages

On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me.

—

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all.

And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch'd :

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her

hence ;

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice.

Marc. O Publius, is not this a heavy case,

To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? [cerns

Pub. Therefore, my lord, ii highly us con-

By day and night to attend him carefully.

And feed his humour kindly as we may,
Till time beget some careful remedy.

A/arc. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy.

Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

Tic. Publius, how now ! how now, my
masters !

What, have you met with her ? [word,

Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends you

If you will have Revenge from hell, you shall

:

Marry, for Justice, she is so employ'd, [else.

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere
So that perforce you must needs stay a time.

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with

dela)'S.

I '11 dive into the burning lake bolow,

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.

—

Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars v/e.

No big-bon'd men, fram"d of the Cyclops' size;

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back.

Vet wrung with wrongs more than our backs

can bear :

And, sith there is no justice in earth nor hell.

We will solicit heaven, and move the gods

To send down Justice for towreak ourwrongs.

—

Come, to this gear.—You are a good archer,

Marcus. {He gives them the at^ows.

Ad j\:'a,'i, that's for you:— here, ad ApoUi-

ntiii

:

—

Ad A/artem, that 's for myself :

—

Here, boy, to Pallas :— here, to Mercury:—
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine

;

\'ou were as good to shoot against the wind.—

•

To it, boy.—Marcus, loose when I bid.

—

Of my word, I have written to effect

;

There 's not a god left unsolicited. [court

:

Marc. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the

We will atHict the emperor in his pride.

lit. Now, masters, draw. \^Thcy shoot. ^ O,
well said, Lucius !

Good boy, in Virgo's lap ; give it Pallas.

Marc. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the

moon :

Your letter is with Jupiter by this.

Tit. Ha ! ha !

Publius, Publius, what hast thou done?
See, see, thou hast shot offone of Taurus' horns.

Marc. This was the sport, my lord: vhen
Publius shot.

The Bull, being gall'd, gave Aries such a knock
That down fell both the Ram's horns in the

court

;

And who should find them but the empress*

villain ?

She laugh'd, and told the Moor he should not

choose

But give them to his master for a present.

Tit. Why, there it goes : God give his lord-

ship joy !

Enter a Clown, with a basket and two pigcom
in it.

News, news from heaven I Marcus, the post is

come.
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters?

Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter?

Clo. Ho, the gibbet-maker ? he says that he

hath taken them down again, for the man must

not be hanged till the ne.xt week.

Tit. Bat what says Jupiter, I ask thee ?

Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupuer ; I never

drank with him in all my life.

'Jit. Vv'hy, villain, art not thou the carrier?

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else.

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ?

Clo. From heaven! alas, sir, I nevei came
there : God forbid I should be so bold to press

to heaven in my young days. Why, I am going

with my pigeons to the tribunal [jlebs, to take

up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and one

of the imperial's men.
Marc. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be to

serve for your oration ; and let Inm deliver the

pigeons to the emperor from you.

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to

the emperor with a grace ?
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Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace

in all my life.

Tit. Sirrah, come hither : make no more ado,

But give your pigeons to the emperor:
l!y me tl'.ou shalt have justice at his hands,

liold, hold; meanwhile here's money for tliy

charges.

—

Give me pen and ink.

—

[tion ?

Siiiah, can you with a grace deliver a supplica-

Clo. Ay, sir.

^ Tit. Then here is a supplication for you.

Ai.d when you come to him, at the first

approach you must kneel ; then kiss his foot

;

thin deliver up your pigeons; and then look

for your reward. I '11 be at hanil, sir ; see you
do it bravely.

do. I warrant you, sir, let me alone.

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife? Come, let

me see it.

ITcre, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; [ant:

—

For thou hast made it like an humble suppli-

And when thou hast given it to ihe emperor,
K.iock at my door, and tell me what he says.

Clo. God be with you, sir ; I will.

'lit. Come, Marcus, let us go.— Publius,

follow me. \^Exeui2l.

Scene IV.

—

Rome. Before the Palace.

E'^ter Saturninus, Tamora, Demetrius.
Chiron, Lords, and others ; Saturninus
with the arrows in his hand that TiTUS shot.

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these! was
ever seen

An emperor in Rome thus overborne.

Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent

Of legal justice, us 'd i.\ such contempt ?

My lords, you know, as do the mighlful gods,

I lowever these disturbers of our peace
liazz in the people's ears, there naught hath

pass'il,

15nt even with law, against the wilful sons
Of old Andronicus. And what an if

I I is sorrows have so overwlielm'd his wits,

S!iall we be thus aillictcd in his freaks.

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness?

And now he writes to heaven for his redress :

See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury;
This to Apollo ; this to the god of war ;

—

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome !

What's this 'ut hljelling against the senate.

And blazoning our injustice everywhere?
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords?

As who would say, in Rome no justice were.
Dut if I live, his feigned ecstasies

Shall be no shelter to these outrages :

lint he and his shall know that justice lives

In Saturninus' health ; whom, if she sleep,

lie '11 so awake as she in fury shall

Cut off the proud'st conspirator that lives.

Tain. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts,

Calm thee, and bear : .e faults ^ Titus' age,

The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons.

Whose loss hath pierc'd him deep, and scair'd

his heart

;

And rather comfort his distressed plight

Than prosecute the meanest or the best

For these contempts.

—

[Aside.] Why, thus ib

shall become
Iligh-witted Tamora to gloze with all

:

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick.

Thy life-blood on 't : if /Varon now be wise.

Then is all safe, the anchor 's in the port.

—

Enter Clown.

How now, good fellow ! wouldst thou speak
witli us ?

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be

imperial.

Tain. Empress I am, but yonder sits tk.e

emperor.
Clo. 'Tis he.—God and Saint Stephen give

you good-den: I have brought you a letter and
a couple of pigeons here.

[Saturninus reaiis the leifcr.

Sat. Go, take liim away, and hang him pie-

sently.

Clo. How much money must I have ?

7ain. Come, sirrah, you must be hang'd.

Clo. Ilang'd ! By 'r lady, then I have brour;ht

up a neck to a fair end. \Exit giianud.
Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs!

Shall I endure this monstrous villany?

I know from whence this same device proceeds

:

May this be borne,—as if his traitorous sons.

That died by law for murder of our brother,

1 lave bymy means been butcher'd wrongfully 1—
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair

;

Nor age nor honour shall shape privilege.

—

l'"or this proud mock I '11 be thy slaughter-man ;

Sly frantic wretch, that holp'st to make me
great.

In hope thyself should govern Rome and me.

Enter /^MILIUS.

Wliat news with thee, /Emilius?
ALntil. Arm, my lord! Rome never had more

cause !

The Goths have gather'd head ; and with a
power.

Of high resolved men, bent to the spoil,

They hither march amain, under conduct
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus

;
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WTio threats, in course of this revenge, to do
As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Saf. Is warHke Lucius general of the Goths ?

These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head

As flowers wilh frost, or grass beat down with

storms

:

Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach :

'Tis he the common people love so much ;

IMyself hath often overheard them say,

—

When I have walked like a private man,

—

That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully.

And they have wish'd that Lucius were their

emperor.

Tarn, Wliy should you fear ? is not your city

strong?

Saf. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius,

And will revolt from me to succour him.

'Jam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like

thy name.
Is the sun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it?

The eagle suffers little birds to sing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby,

Knowing that with the shadow of his wing
He can at pleasure stint their melody :

Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome.
Then cheer thy spirit: for know, thou emperor,

I will enchant the old Andronicus

With words more sweet, and yet more danger-

ous.

Than baits to fish or honey-stalks to sheep,

Whenas the one is wounded with the bait.

The other rotted with delicious feed.

Saf. But he will not entreat his son for us.

7a;«. If Tamora entreat him, then he vvill

:

For I can smooth and fill his aged ear

With golden promises that, were his heart

Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf.

Yet should both ear a-^d heart obey my tongue.

—

Go thou before [to ^Emilius]; be our ambassa-

dor ;

Say that the emperor requests a parley

Of warlilce Lucius, and appoint the meeting

Even at his father's house, the old Andronicus.

Sat. .-Tlmilius, do this message honourably :

And if he stand on hostage for his safety,

Bid him demand what pledge will please him
best.

^mil. Your bidding shall I do effectually.

\Exit,

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus,

And temper him, with all the art I have.

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike

Goths.
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again,

And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him.

l^Exeunl.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Plains ttear Rome.

Enter Lucius and Goths, with drum avd
colours.

Luc. Approved warriors and my faithful

friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,
Which signify what hate they bear their emperor.

And how desirous of our sight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be as your titles witness.

Imperious and impatient of your wrongs ;

And wherein Rome hath done you any scath

Let him make treble satisfaction.

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great

Andronicus, [fori ;

\\hose name was once our terror, now our com-
Whose high exploits and honourable deeds

Iiigrateful Rome requites with foul contempt,

Be bold in us : we '11 follow where t hou lead'sl,—

Like slinging bees in hottest summer's day.

Led by their master to the flowered fields,

—

And be aveng'd on cursed Tamora. [hiin.

Goths. And as he sailh, so say we all with

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you
all.

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ?

Entsr a Goth, kadiiig Aaron -with his Child

in his arms.

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops

I stray'd

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery

;

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye

Upon the wasted building, suddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall.

I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard

The crying babe controll'd with this discourse :—
Peace, tawny slave, half me and halfthy davtl

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art.

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers look.

Villain, thou mightst have been an emperor:

But where the bull and cow are both milk-white

They never do beget a coal-black calf.

Peace, villain, peace t—even thus he rates the

babe,

—

For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ;

irho, when he knoivs thou art the empresi babe.

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake.

With this, my weapon drawn, Irush'd upon him,

Surpris'd him suddenly, and brought him hither,

To use as you think needful of the man. [devil

Ltic. O worthy Goth, this is the incarnate

That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand ;

,
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empress' eye;
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Ar.d here 's the base fruit of his burning hist.

—

Say, wall-ey'd slave, whither vvouldst thou

convey
This growing image of thy fiend -hkc face?

Why dost not speak ? what, deaf? No ; not a

word ?

—

A halter, soldiers; hang him on this tree,

'\.nd by his side his fruit of bastardy,

ylar. Touch not the boy,—he is of royal blood.

Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good.

—

First hang the child, that he maysee it sprawl,

—

A sight to vex the father's soul withal.

Get me a ladder.

[A ladder drought, whuli Aaron is

obliged to ascend.

Aar. Lucius, save the child,

And bear it from me to the empress.

If thou do this, I '11 show thee wondrous things

That highly may advantage thee to hear:

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,

I '11 speak no more,—but vengeance rot you all !

Luc. Say on : an if it please me which thou

speak'st.

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish'd.

Aar. An if it please thee ! why, assure thee,

Lucius,

'Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak

;

For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacres,

Acts of black night, abominable deeds,

Complots of mischief, treason, villanies,

Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform'd

:

And this shall all be buried by my death.

Unless thou swear to me my child shall live.

Luc. Tell on thy mind; I say thy child shall

live. [begin.

Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I will

Luc. Who should I swear by ? thou believ'st

no god :

Tliat granted, how canst thou believe an oath ?

' Aar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not;
Yet, for I know thou art religious.

And hast a thing within thee called conscience,

With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies
Which I have seen thee careful to observe,

Therefore I urge thy oath ;—for that I know
An idiot holds his bauble for a god.
And keeps the oath which by that god he

swears ;

rTo that I '11 urge him :—therefore thou shalt vow
By that same god,—what god soe'er it be
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence,

—

To save my boy, to nourish and bring him up ;

Ot cls3 I will discover naught to thee.

[L'.'.c. Even by my god I swear to thee I will.

Aa*. First,? now thou, I begot him on the

empress.

!Li;t O most insatiate luxurious woman !

Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of

charity

To that which thou shalt hear of me anon.

'Twas her two sons that murder'd Bassianus

;

They cut thy sister's tongue, and ravish'd h'^r*

And cut her hands, and trimm'd her as thou
saw'st. [trimming ?

Luc. O detestable villain ! call'st thou that

Aar. Why, she was wash'd, and cut, and
trimm'd ; and 'twas

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it.

Luc. O barbarous, beastly villains, like thy-

self! [them:
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct

That codding spirit had they from their mother,
As sure a card as ever won the set

;

That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me,
As true a dog as ever fought at head.

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth.

I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole

Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay

:

I wrote the letter that thy father found,

And hid the gold within the letter menlion'd,

Confederate with the queen and her two sons:

And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue,

Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in 't?

I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand

;

And when I had it, drew m3sclf apart.

And almost broke my heart with extreme
laughter:

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall

When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads;

Beheld his tears, and laugh'd so heartily

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his:

And when I told the empress of this sport.

She swooned almost at my pleasing tale.

And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses.

Gotli. What, canst thou say all this, and
never blush?

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as tlic saying is.

Luc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous
deeds? [more.

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand
Even now I curse the day,—and yet, I think,

Few come within the compass of my curse,

—

Wherein I did not some notorious ill:

As, kill a man, or else devise his death

;

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it;

Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself;

Set deadly enmity between two friciids;

Make poor men's cattle stray and break their

necks;

Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night,

And bid the owners quench them with their

tears.

Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves,

And set them upright at their dear friends' doors.
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Even when their sorrows almost were forgot

;

And on their skins, as on tlie bark of trees,

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,

Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead.

Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things

As willingly as one would kill a fly;

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed

But that I cannot do ten thousand more, [die

Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he must not

So sweet a death as hanging presently.

Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil,

To live and burn in everlasting fire.

So I might have your company in hell.

But to torment you with my bitter tongue

!

Luc, Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak

no more.

Lliter a Goth.

3 Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from
Rome

Desires to be admitted to your presence.

Luc. Let him come near.

Enter .^MILIUS.

Welcome, ^milius: what's the news from
Rome? [Goths,

ALtrtil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the

The Rotnan emperor greets you all by me;
And, for he understands you are in arms,
lie craves a parley at your father's house,

Willing you to demand your hostages,

And they shall be immediately deliver'd.

I Goth. What says our general?

Ltic. yEmilius, let theemperorgivehispledges
Unto my father and my uncle Alarcus,

And we will come.—March away. [Exeunt.

Scene IL—Rome. Before Titus's House.

Enter Tamora, Demetrius, and Chiko»,
disguised.

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habili-

ment
I will encounter with Andronicus,
And say I am Revenge, sent from below
To join with him and right his heinous wrongs.
Knock at his study, where they say he keeps
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge;
Tell him Revenge is come to join with him.
And work confusion on his enemies.

[ 7 'hey knock.

Enter TlTV?,, above.

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation?

'Is it your trick to make me ope the door,

That so my sad decrees may tly away,

And all uiy study be to no effect?

You are deceiv'd: for what I mean to do
See here in bloody lines I have set down

;

And what is written shall be executed.

Tain. Titus, I am come to talk with thee.

Tit. No, not a word : how can I grace my
talk.

Wanting a hand to give it action?

Thou hast the odds of me ; therefore no more.
Tarn. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst

talk with me.
Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough :

Witness this wretched stump, witness these

crimson lines;

Witness these trenches made by grief and care

;

Witness the tiring day and heavy night;

\Vitne. J all sorrow, that I know thee well

For our proud empress, mighty Tamora:
Is not thy coming for my other hand ?

Tain. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora;
She is thy enemy and I thy friend :

I am Revenge; sent from the infernal kingdom
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down and welcome me to this world's

light
;

Confer with me of murder and of death :

There 's not a hollow cave or lurking-place,

No vast obscurity or misty vale.

Where bloody murder or detested rape

Can couch for fear but I will find lliem out ;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful

name,

—

Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake.
Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou sent

to me
To be a torment to mine enemies ? [come me.

Tarn. I am ; therefore come down and wel-

Tit, Do me some service ere I come to thee.

Lo, by thy side where Rape and Murder stands

;

Now give some 'surance that thouarlRevenge,

—

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels;
And then I'll come and be thy waggoner.
And whirl along with thee about the globe.

Provide thee two proper palfreys, black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away,
And find out murderers in their guilty caves :

And when thy car is loaden with their heads
I will dismount, and by the waggon-wheel
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long,

Even from Hyperion's rising in the east

Until his very downfall in the sea

:

And day by day I '11 do this heavy task.

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tani. These are my ministers, and come with

me.
Tit. Are these thy ministers ? what are they

caird ?



994 TITUS ANDRONICUS. [act v.

Tarn. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called

so

'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men.
Tit. Good lord, how like the empress' sons

they are

!

And you the empress ! But we worldly meiv
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes.

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee ;

And, if one arm's embracement will content

thee,

1 will embrace thee in it by and by.

S^Exitfront above.

Tarn. This closing with him fits his lunacy:

Whalc'er I forge to feed his brain-sick fits,

Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches,

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge
;

And, being credulous in this mad thought,

I '11 make him send for Lucius his son ;

y\nd, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure,

I "11 find some cunning practice out of hand
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths,
Or, at the least, make them his enemies.

See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme.

Enter TiTUS.

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for

thee :

Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful house ;

—

Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too :

—

How like the empress and her sons you are !

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor :

Could not all hell afford you such a devil ?

—

For well I wot the empress never wags
Bat in her company there is a Moor

;

And, would you represent our queen aright,

I I were convenient you had such a devil :

Biit welcome as you are. What shall we do?
Tarn. What wouldst thou have us do, An-

dronicus? [him.

Dcin. Show me a murderer, I '11 deal with
Chi. Show me a villain that hath done a rape.

And I am sent to be reveng'd on him.
Tatn. Show me a thousand that have done

thee wrong.
And I will be revenged on Ihem all. [Rome,

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of

And when thou find'st a man that 's like thyself,

Good Murder, stab him; he's a murderer.

—

Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap
To find another that is like to thee,

C5ood Rapine, stab him ; he 's a ravisher.

—

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court
There is a queen, attended by a Aloor ; [lion,

Well mayst thou know her by thy own propor-
F.)r up and down she doth resemble thee ;

I pray thee, do on them some violent death ;

They have been violent to me and mine.

Tarn. Well hast thou lesson'd us ; this shall

we do.

But would it please thee, good Andronicus,
To send for Lucius, thy thrice-valiant son.

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike
Goths,

And bid him come and banquet at thy house
;

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast,

I will bring in the empress and her sons,

The emperor himself, and all thy foes

;

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel.

And on them shall thou ease thy angry heart.

What says Andronicus to this device? [cails.

Tit. i\Iarcus, my brother !
—

'tis sad Titus

Enter MARCUS.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius

;

Thou shalt inquire him out among the Goths :

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ;

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are

:

Tell him the emperor and the empress too

Feast at my house, and he shall feast with them.
This do thou for my love ; and so let him
As he regards his aged father's life.

Marc. This will I do, and soon return again.

[Exit.

Tatn. Now will I hence about thy business,

And take my ministers along with me.
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay

with me,
Or else I 'II call my brother back again,

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.

Tarn. [Aside to thcm.\ What say you, boys?
will you abide with him.

Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor
How I have govern'd our determin'd jest ?

Yield to his humour, smooth and speak liim fair,

And tarry with him till I come again.

Tit. [Aside.] I know them all, though they

suppose me mad, [vices,

—

And will o'er-reach them in their own de-

A pair of cursed hell-hounds and iheir dam.
De/n. Madam, depart at pleasure ; leave us

here. [gees

Tam. Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now
To lay a com plot to betray lliy foes.

Jit. I know thou dost ; and, s\\ eet Revenge,
farewell

!

[Exit Tamoka.
C7ii. Tell us, old man, how shall we be

employ'd ? [do.—
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you td

Publius, come hither, Caius, and \^alenline 1

Enter PuBi.ius and others.

Pub. What is your will ?

Tit. Know you these two?
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Piih. The empress' sons,

I take the!n, Chiron and Demetrius.

Tit. Fie, Publius, fie ! thcu art too much
deceiv'd,

—

Th." one is Murder, Rape is the other's name ;

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius :

—

Cains and Valentine, lay hands on them :

—

OR have you heard me wish for such an hour,

And now I fmd it; therefore bind them sure ;

And stop their months if they begin to cry.

\_Exit. Publius, fi^c, lay hold on Ckiron
£2;.'£/ Demetrius.

Chi. Villains, forbear ! we aie the empress'

sons. [nianded.

—

Pub. And therefore do we what we are com-
Stcip close their mouths, let them not speak a

word.
lb he sure bound? look that you bind them fast.

I\.£-!:ntcr TiTUS Anpronicus, with Lavinia ;

he bearing a l:nijc and she a basin.

Tit. Come, conie, Lavinia ; look, thy foes

are liound.

—

[me ;

Si:s, stop their mouths, let them nc~>t speak to

T!ut let them hear what fearful words I utter.

—

viUains, Chiron and Demetrius !

Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd

with mud
;

This goodly summer with your winter mix'd.

Vou kiird her husband ; and for that vile fault

Two of her brothers were condcmn'd to deaih,

hand cut off and made a merry jest ;

\ her sweet hands, her tongue, and that,

more dear

Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity,

Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and forc'd.

\"hat v.'ould you say, if I should let you speak ?

\'illains, for shame you could not beg for giace.

Hark, wretches ! how I mean to martyr you.

1 !iis one hand yet is left to cut your throats,

V.'hilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumpsdoth hold

1 lie basin that receives your guilty blood.

\'oti know your mother means to feast with me,
And calls herself Revenge, and thinks iiie

mad :—
Hark, villains ! I will grind your bones to dust.

And with your blood and it 1 'il make a paste ;

And of the paste a coffin I will rear,

.•\nd make two pasties of your shameful heads :

And bid that strumpet, your unhallcw"d dam,
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase.

This is the feast that I have bid her to,

Ajid this the banquet she shall surfeit on ;

I'or worse than Philomel you us'd my daughter,
A.nd worse than Progne I will be reveng'd :

And now prepare your throats. Lavinia, come.
\_IIi cuts ilicir threats.

Receive the blood : and when that they are de;,d,

Let nie go grind their bones to powder small,

And with this hateful liquor temper it

;

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd.
Come, come, be evei-y one ofiicious

To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove
More stern and bloody tnun \}^^. Centatus' fe;ist.

So, novv bring them in, for I will play the cock.
And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes.

\_Exeunt, bearing lite dead bodies.

Scene III.

—

Rome. A Pavilion in Tnus's
Gardens, with tables, c^r.

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, lath
Aaron prisoner.

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since 'tis my father's

mind
That I repair to Rome, I am content.

I Goth. And onrs with thme, befall what
fortune will. [Moor,

Lnc. Good uncle, take you in this liarbarci.s

This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil
;

Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him,
Till he be brought unto the empress' face

For testimony of her foul proceedings :

And see the ambush of our friends be strong ;

I fear the emperor means no good to us.

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine enr,

And prompt me, that my tongue mny utter for;h

The venomous malice of my swelling heart!

Luc. Away, inhuman dog I unhallow'd
slave !—

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.

—

{Exeunt Goths luith Aar. Flourish within.
The trumpets show the emperor is at hand.

Enter Saturxinus a/^rt'TAMORA, wiui
AImilius, Tribunes, Senators, and others.

Sat. What, hath the firaiament more suns

than one?
L.uc. What boots il thee to call thyself ihesun?
I\Iarc. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break

the parle ;

These quarrels must be quietly debated.

The feast is ready, which the careful Titus

Hath ordain'd to an honourable end.
For peace, for love, for league, and good to

Rome

:

[places.

Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your
Sat. Marcus, we will.

{Hautboys sound. liie company sit at ted 'e.

Enter TiTUS, dressed lii-e a cook, La\'IN:a,
vailed. Young Lucius, and others. Tn us
places the dishes on the table.

2^1.. Wt.iCome, my giaciuus lord ; wclcume,
dread queen

;
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Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius;

And welcome all : although the cheer be poor,

'Twill fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it.

Saf. Why art thou thus atlir'd, Andronicus?
7>V. Because I would be sure to have all well

(.To er ertaiii your liighness and your empress..

Taw. We are beholden to you, good An-
dronicus. [were.

7>y, And if your highness knew my heart, yo .

My lord the emperor, resolve me this:

Was it well done of rash Virginius

To slay his daughter with his own right hand,

Because slio was enforc'd, stain'd, and de-

(lower'd ?

Sa/. It was, Andronicus.
ZiV. Your reason, mighty lord. [shame,

SaL Hrcause the girl should not survive her

And by iier presence still renew his sorrows.

7>V. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ;

A pattern, ])recedcnt, and lively warrant
For me, most wretched, to perform the like:—
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ;

[A'i7/s Lavinia.
And with thy shame thy father's sorrow die !

Saf. What hast thou done, unnatural and
unkind ?

ZiV. Kill'd her for whom my tears have made
me blind.

I am as woeful as Virginius was.

And have a thousand times more cause than he
To do this outrage ;—and it is now done.

Sa^. What, was she ravish'd? tell who did

the deed.

TzV. Will 't please you eat ? will 't please your
highness feed ?

Tarn. Why hast lliou slain thine only

daughter thus?

7>V. Not I ; 'twas Chiron and Demetrius :

They ravish'd her, and cut away her tongue ;

And they, 'twas ihey that did her all this wrong.
Sa^. Go, fetch them hither to us presently.

Tii. Why, there they are both, baked in that

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed,

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred.

'Tis true, 'tis true ; witness my Icnife's sharp
point. [A't7/s Tamora.

Saf. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed
deed ! \Kilh Titus.

Luc. Can the son's eye behold his father

bleed?
1 .

;
^re fe meed for meed , death for r. deadly deed.

[A'/7/jSaturn'ixus. a great tumult. Lucius,
Marcus, attd their partisans, c.sccnd the

steps before Titus's house.

Marc. You sad-fac'd men, people and sons

of Rome,

By uproar sever' ', like a flight of fowl
Scatter'd by wind and high tempestuous gusts,

O, let me teach you how to knit again
This scatter'd corn into one nuUual sheaf,

These broken limbs .again into one body ;

Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself,

And she whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to,

Like a forlorn and desperate castaway.
Do shameful execution on herself.

IJut if my frosty signs and chaps of age,

(]rave witnesses of true experience,
Cannot inchice you to attend my words,

—

Speak, Rome's dear friend [/i? Lucius] : ascrsb

our ancestor.

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse

To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear

The story of that baleful burning night

When subtle Greeks surpris'd King Priam's
Troy,

—

Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears.

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil woun. 1.

My heart is not compact of flint nor steel ;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief,

Hut floods of tears will drown my oratory

And break my very utterance, even in the linse

When it should move you to attend me most,
I>endinj your kind commiseration.
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale ;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him
speak.

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother

;

And they it were that ravished our sister :

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ;

Our father's tears despis'd, and basely cozcnJ
Of that true hand that fought Rome's quarrel c .

.\nd sent her enemies unto the grave.

Lastly, myself unkindly banished,

The gates shut on me, and turn'd • 'eeping ort.

To beg relief among Rome's enemies ;

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears,

And op'd their arms to embrace me as a frier.d

:

.\nd I am the turn'd-forlh, he it known to ycu,

That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood ;

And from her bosom took the enemy's point.

Sheathing the steel in my adventurous body.

Alas ! you know I am no vaunter, I ;

My scars can witness, dumb although they are,

That my report is just and full of truth.

But, soft i methinks I do digress too much.
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me ;

For when no friends are by, men praise then-
selves, [chi'.d.

Mare. Now is my turn to speak. Behold i hi

:

\_Pointing i: the Child in ar. Attendant's anus.
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Of this was Tamora delivered ;

The issue of an irreligious Moor,
Chiet architect and blotter of these woes:
The villain is alive in Titus' house,

Damn'd r.s he is, to witness this is true.

Now judge what cause had Titus to revenge

Th^bc wrongs unspeakable, past patience,

Or more than any living man could bear.

Now you have heard the truth, what say you,

Romans ?

Have we done aught amiss,—show us wherein.

And, from the place where you L'ehold us now.
The poor remainder of Andronici

Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down.
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains,

And make a mutual closure of our house.

Speak, Romans, speak ; and ifyou say we shall,

Lc, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall.

yEmil. Come, come, thou reverend man of

Rome,
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,

Lucius our emperor ; for well I know
The common voice do cry it shall be so.

Koma/is. \_Several speak.] Lucius, all hail,

Rome's royal emperor !

Ilfarc. Go. go into old Titus' sorrowful house,

[ To Attendants, who go itito the house.

And hither hale that misbelieving IViOor,

To beadiudg'd some direful slaughtering death.

As punishment for his most wicked life.

[Lucius, Marcus, Sifc, descend.

Romans. {^Several speak.] Lucius, all bail,

Rome's gracious governor

!

[s

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans : may I govern

To heal Rome's harms and wipe away her woe !

But, gentle people, give me aim awhile,

—

For nature puts me to a heavy task :

—

Stand all aloof ;—but, uncle, draw you near.

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk.

—

O, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips,

{Kisses Titus.

These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain'd

face.

The last true duties of thy noble son !

Marc. Tear for tear and loving kiss for kiss

Thy brother ]\Iarcus tenders on thy lips :

O, were the sum of these that I should pay

Countless and infinite, yet would I pay ihem !

Ltu. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and
learn of us [well ;

To melt in showers : thy grandsire lov'd thee

Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee,

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ;

Many a matter hath he told to tliec.

Meet and agreeing with thine infancy;

In that respect, then, like a loving child.

Shed yet some small drops from thy lender

spring.

Because kind nature doth require it so :

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe

:

Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave;

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him.

Y. Luc. O grandsire, grandsire ! even with

all my heart

Would I were dead, so you did live ajain !—
Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping ;

My tears will choke me if I ope my mouth.

Re-enter Attendants zvith Aaron.

.'E/nil. Vou sad .Andronici, have done with

woes

:

C'live sentence on this execrable wretch.

That hath been breeder of these dire events.

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and
famish him ;

There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food

:

If any one relieves or pities him.

For the offence he dies. This is our doom :

Some stay to see him fasten'd in the earth.

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute and fuiy

dumb?
1 am no baby, I, that with base prayers

I should repent the evils I have done :

Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did

Would I perform, if I might have my will:

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very soul. [hence,

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor

.And give him burial in his father's grave :

My father and Lavinia shall forthwith

Be closed in our household's monument.

As for that heinous tiger, Tamora,
^

No funeral rite, nor man in mourn'.il weeds,

No mournful bell shall ring her burial ;

But throw her forth to beasts and bir^"" : of prey

:

Iler life was beast-like and devoid of pity

;

And, being so, shall have like want of piiy.

See justice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor,

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning:

Then, afterwards, to order well the state,

That like events may ne'er it ruinate.

[Ejicunt.
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Scene,—Disfersedly i>i various Countries.
t

ACT L

Enter GovvER.

Before the Palace of Antioch.

T.T sing a song that old was sung,
From oshes ancient Gower is come ;

Assuming man's infirmities,

To glad your ear and please your eyes.

1 1 hath been sung at festivals,

On ember-eves and holy-ales;

And lords and ladies in their lives

Have read it for restoratives

:

The purchase is to make men glorious;
Et bonum quo aiitiquius, eo melius.

If you, born in these latter times.

When wit 's more ripe, accept my rhymes,
And that to hear an old man sing

May to your v.ishes pleasure bring,

I life would wish, and that I might
Waste it for you, like taper-light.

—

This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great
Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat;

Tlie fairest in all Syria,

—

I tell you what mine authors say.

This king unto him took a fere,

Who died and left a female heir,

So buxom, blithe, and full of face,

As heaven had lent her all his grace;
With whom the f;\ther liking took,

And her to incest did provoke :

—

Bad child; worse father ! to entice his own
To evil should be done by none :

Bat custom what they did begin
W?.^ with long use account no sin.

The beauty of this sinful dame

Made many princes thither frame
T(i seek her as a bed-fellow.

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow:

Which to prevent he made a law,

—

To keep her still, and mefl in awcj—
That whoso ask'd her for his wife,

His riddle told not, lost his life:

So for her many a wight did die.

As yon grim looks do testify.

What now ensues, to the judgment ot your eye
I give, my cause who best can justiiy. \_Exit.

Scene I —Antioch. A Room in the Palace.

E?iter Antiochv^, Pericles, and
Attendants.

Ant. Young Prince of Tjtc, you have at

large receiv'd

The danger of the task you undertake.
Per. I have, Antiochus, and, with a soul

Enibolden'd with the glory of her praise.

Think death no hazard in this enterprise.

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like 3.

bride.

For the embracements even of Jove himself;

At whose conception, till Lucina reign'd,

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence,

The senate-house of planets all did sit.

To knit in her their best perfections.

Music. Enter the Daughter of Antiochus.

Per. See v/here she comes, apparell'd like

the spring,

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king

Of every virtue gives renown to men

!
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Jler face the book of praises, where is rend

Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence

Sorrow were ever razd, and testy wrath
Ci'uld never be her niiid companion,

\'e gods, that made me man, and sway in love.

That have inflani'd desire in my breast

To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree.

Or die in the adventure, be my helps,

As I am son and servant to your will,

To Compass such a boundless happiness!

Ant. Prince I'ericles,

—

Per. That would be son to £;reat Antiochus.

Anf. Before thee siands this fair Hesperides,

With golden fruit, but dajigerous to be tciucliM ;

Fnr cietth-like dragons here affright thee hard :

1 1 j> face, like iieaven, eiuiceth thee to view

! lei countless glory, v\ hich desert must gain ;

And which, without desert, because thine eye

Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must d:e.

^'un sometime fam(.)us princes, like thyself,

firawn by repot t, adventurous by desire,

Tell thee, with speechless tongues and sem-
blance pale.

That, without covering, save yon field cf stars,

I lere they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars;
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist

I' or going on death's net, whom none resist.

Ft:/-. Antiochus, I thank thee, wlio hatli

taught

My frail mortality to know itself.

And by those fearful o!>jects to prepare
'i'liis body, like to them, to what I must

;

1 > >r death remember'd should be like a mirror.

Who tells us life 's but breaih, to trust it error.

I 11 make my will, then ; and, as sick men do,

W ho know llie w-orld, see heaven, but, feeling

woe,
r.ripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did;
I:) I bequeath a happy peace to you
/..id all good men, as every prince should do ;

My riches to the earth from whence they

came ;

—

Put my unspotted fire of love to you.

{To the Daughter of A^ntjochus.
Thus ready for the way of life or death,

1 wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus.
Ai'.t. Scorning advice,—read the conclusion,

then:

Which read and not expounded, 'tis decreed,

As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed.

Daugli. In all save that, mayst thou prove
prosperous

!

In all sa^e that, I wish thee happin-^ss!

J't'r. Like a bold chani; ion 1 assume the lists,

Kor ask advice of any other thought
iJiit faiihlulness and courage.

\_Reaus Ike Riddle.

I am no viper, yet I feed
On mo. her 'i fleili wliich did me breed.
I scu;,!it a husband, in wliic'i LI.our
I found t at kindness in a f..ther.

He s father, son, and hu'ibatid nt Id
;

I mother, wife, and yet hi- th d.

How they may be, rnd y t iii luo,

As you will live, resolve it jou.

Sharp physic is the last: but, O you powers
I'hat give heaven countless eyes to view men's

acts,

V\'hy cloud they not their sights perpetually,

If this be true, which makes me pale to read

it?—
Fair glass of light, I lov'd you, and could still,

yfakes hold of the hand of ihe Princess.

Were not this glorious casket stor d with ill

:

pi;t I must tell you,—now my thoughts revolt;

Fcr he 's no man on whom perlections wait

Phat, knowing sin within, will touch the gate.

V'ou 're a fair viol, and your sense the strings;

Who, fmger'd to make man his lawful music,

Would draw heaven dov/n, and all the gods to

hearken ;

Put, being play"d upon before your time.

Hell only danceih at so harsh a cliime.

Good sooth, I care not for you.

A III. Prince Pericles, touch not, I'.pon thy lifi,

i'or that 's an article within our law
As dangerous as the rest. Your time 's expir'd :

Either expound now, or receive your sentence.

Per. Great king,

Few love to hear the sins they love to act

:

'Twould 'braid yourself too near for me ti> tt 11 it.

Who has a book of all that monarchs do.

He 's more secure to keep it shut than shown :

For vice repeated is like the wandering wind,

Blows dust in others' eyes, to spread itself;

And yet the end of all is lx5ught thus dear,

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear:

To slop the air would hurt them. The blind

mole casts [ihrong'd

Copp'd hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is

By man's ofipression ; and the poor worm dolli

die for 't. [their will
;

Kings are earth's gods: in vice their law's

And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill?

It is enough you know ; and it is fit,

What being more known grows worse, to

smother it.

All love the womb that their first being bred.

Then give m)' tongue like leave to love my head.

All}. [Aside] Heaven, thai I had thy lie.id !

he has found the meaning: [Tyre,

But I will gloze with him.—Young Prince of

Though by the tenor of our strict edict,

Your exposition misinterpreting,

We mi^ht proceed to cancel of your days;
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Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree

As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise

:

Forty days longer we do respite you;
If by wiiich time our secret be undone,
This mercy shows we 'II joy in such a son:
And until then your entertain shall be
As doth befit our honour and your worth.

[£xeuni Ant., A/s Daughter, rt«(^/ Attendants.

Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin,

When what is done is like an hypocrite,

The which is good in nothing but in sight

!

If it be true that I interpret false,

Then were it certain you were not so bad
As with foul incest to abuse your soul

;

Where now you 're both a father and a son,

By your untimely claspings with your child,

—

VVhich pleasure fits an husband, not a father ;

—

And she an eater of her mother's flesh.

By the defiling of her parent's bed; [feed

And both like serpents are, who, though they

On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed.

Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men
Blush not in actions blacker than the night

Will shun no course to keep them from the light.

One sin I know another doth provoke

;

Murder 's as near to lust as flame to smoke:
Poison and treason are the hands of sin,

Ay, and the targets to put off the shame

:

Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you clear.

By flight I '11 shun the danger which I fear.

[Ex//.

Re-enter Antiochus.

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for the

which we mean
To have his head.

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy,

Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin

In such a loathed manner;
And therefore instantly this prince must die;

For by his fall my honour must keep high.

Who attends us there?

Enter Tiialiard.

Thai. Doth your highness call ?

Ant. Thaliard, you 're of our chamber, and
our mind

Partakes her private actions to your secrecy:

And for your faithfulness we will advance you.
Thaliard, behold here 's poison and here 's gold :

We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou must kill

him :

It fits thee not to ask the reason why,
Because we bid it. Say, is it done ?

Thai. My lord,

'Tis done.

A!:t. Enough.

Enter a Messenger.

Let your breath cool yourself, tellingyour haste.
Mess. My lord. Prince Pericles is fled.

\_Exit.

Ant. As thou
Wilt live, fly after : and as an arrow shot
I'rom a we!l-exi)erienc'd archer hits the mark
His eye doth level at, so thou ne'er return

Unless thou say Prince Pericles is dead.
Thai. My lord,

If I can get him once within my pistol's length
I '11 make him sure enough : so, farewell to your

highness.

Ant. Thaliard, adieu! {Exit TiiAL.] Till

Pericles be dead
My heart can lend no succour to my head.

\Exit.

Scene II.

—

Tyre. .-/ Roovi in the Palace.

Enter Pericles.

Per. [ Tothosemithoiit.] Letnonedisturbus.

—

Why should this change of thoughts.

The sad companion, duU-ey'd melancholy,
r)e my so us'd a guest as not an hour
In the day's glorious walk, or peaceful night,

—

The tomb where grief should sleep,—can breed
me quiet ?

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes
shun them.

And danger, which I fear'd, is at Antioch,
Whose aim seems far too short to hit nie here :

Vet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits,

Nor yet the other's distance comfort me.
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind.
That have their first conception by mis-dread.

Have after-nourishment and life by care ;

And what was first but fear what might be done.
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done.

And so with me :—the great Antiochus,^
'(.lainst whom I am too httle to conterid.

Since he 's so great, can make his will his act,

—

Will think me speaking, though I swear to

silence ;

Nor boots it me to say I honour him.
If he suspect I may dishonour him :

And what may make him blush in being known.
He'll stop the course by which it might be

known ;

With hostile forces he 'II o'erspread the land,

.'\nd with the ostent of war will look so huge.

Amazement shall drive courage from the state ;

Our men be vanquish'd ere they do resist,

And subjects punish'd that ne'er thought offence

:

Which care of them, not pity of myself,

—

Who once no more but as the tops of trees.
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Which fence the roots they grow by, and

defend them,

—

Makes both my body pine and soul to languish,

And punish that before that he would punish.

Enter Helicanus and other Lords.

1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in yout sacred

breast ! [to us,

2 Lord. And keep your mind till you return

Peaceful and comfortable !

Hel. Peace, peace, my lords, and give ex-

perience tongue.

They do abuse the king that flatter him :

Fv)r flattery is the bellows blows up sin ;

The thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark.

To which that blast gives heat and stronger

glowing ;

Wliereas reproof, obedient, and in order,

Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err.

When Signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace

He flatters you, makes war upon your life.

Prince, pardon me, or strike me if you please ;

I cannot be much lower than my knees.

Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares

o'erlook

What shipping and what lading 's in our haven,

And then return to us. \_Exetint Lords.] Heli-

canus, thou

Hast moved us : what seest thou in our looks ?

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord.

Per. If there be such a dart in princes' frowns,

How durst thy tongue move anger to our face?

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven,

from whence
They have their nourishment ?

Per. Thou know'st I have power
To take thy life from thee. [self ;

Hel. [/\nee/ing.'\ I have giound the axe my-
Do you but strike the blow.

Per. Rise, pr'ythee, rise.

Sit down, sit down: thou art no flatterer :

I thank thee for it ; and heaven forbid

That kings should let their ears hear their

faults chid !

Fit counsellor and servant for a prince.

Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant,

What wouldst thou have me do?
Ucl. To Vjear H'ith patience

Such griefs as you yourself do layupon yourself.

/tv. Thou speak'st like a physician, Heli-

canus,

That minister'st a potion unto me
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself.

Attend me, then : I went to Antioch,

Where, as thou know'st, against the face of

death,

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty,

From whence an issue I might propagate,

Are arms to princes, and bring joys to sulyects.

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder ;

The rest,—haik in thine ear,—as black as

incest :

Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father

Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but th.ou

know'st this,

'Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss.

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled,

Under the covering of a careful night,

Who seem'd mygood protector ; and, beinghere,

Bethought me what was past, what might
succeed.

I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants' fears

Decrease not, but grow faster than their years

:

And should he doubtit,—as no doubt he doth,—

•

That I bhould open to the listening air

How many worthy princes' bloods were shed

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope,

—

To lop that doubt, he '11 fill this land with arms.

And make pretence of wrong that I have done
him ;

When all, for mine, if I may call offence.

Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence:

Which love to all,—of which thyself art one,

Who now reprov'st me for it,

—

HI. Alas, sir !

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from
my cheeks,

Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts

How I might stop this tempest ere it came ;

And, finding little comfort to relieve them,

I thought it princely charity to grieve them.

Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given me
leave to speak,

Freely will I speak. Anliochus you fear.

And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant,

Who either by public war or private triason

Will take away your life.

Therefore, my lord, go travel for awhile.

Till that his rage and anger be forgot,

Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life,

Your rule direct to an)' ; if to me,
Day serves not light more faithful than I '11 be.

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ;

But should he wrong my liberties in my absence?

Hel. We '11 mingle our bloods together in the

earth.

From whence we had our being and our birth.

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee, then, and
to Tharsus

Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee ;

And by whose letters I '11 dispone myself

The care I had and have of subjects' good

On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can

bear it.

2 i 2
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I "U lake ihy word for failh, not ask thine oath :

Who shuns not to break one will sure crack

lioih :

But in our orhs we'll live so round and safe,

That time of Inilh this truth shall ne'er convince,

Thou show'dst a subject's shine, I a true prinde.

[Exeujii.

Scene III.

—

Tyke. Jh Ante-chamber in (he

Palace.

EnUr Th.VLIARD.

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this the court.

Here must I kill King Pericles ; and if I do it

n )i, I am sure to be hanged at home: 'tis

d.angerous.—Well, I perceive he was a wise

follow, and had good discretion, that, being

lud to ask what he would of the king, desired

he might Icnow none of his secrets. Now do I

see he had some reason for 't : for if a king bid

a man be a villain, he is bound by the indenture

of his oath to be one.—Hush ! here come the

Icrds of Tyre.

^///cvIIelicanus, Escanes, and other Lords.

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of

Tyre,

Further to question me of your king's departure :

His seaFd commission, left in trust with me.
Doth speak sufficiently he 's gone to travel.

Thai. \^As}de.'\ How! the king gone !

Hcl. If further yet you will be satisfied,

Why, as it were unlicens'd of your loves,

He would depart, I '11 give some light unto you.

Being at Antioch,

—

Thai. {Aside.'\ What from Antioch?
Hel. Royal Antiochus,—on what cause I

know not,

—

(so :

Took some displeasure at him ; at leasthe judgM
And doubting lest that he had err'd or sinn'd,

To chow his sorrow, he 'd correct himself ;

So puts himself unto the shipman's toil,

With whom each minute threatens life or death.

Thai. \^Asidc.'\ Well, I perceive

I shall not be hang'd now although I would ;

But since he 's gone, the king's ears it must please

He 'scap'd the land to perish on the seas.

I '1! present myself.—Peace to the lords of Tyre !

Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is wel-

come.
Thai. From him I come

With message unto princely Pericles ;

But since my landing I have understood
Your lord has betook himself to unknown

travels.

My message must return from whence it came.
Hel. We have no reason to desire it.

Commended to our master, not to us :

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,

—

As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre.

\Exeiint.

Scene IV.

—

Tharsus. A Room in the

Governor's House.

Enter Cleon, Dionyza, awe/ Attendants.

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here,

And by relating tales of others' griefs

See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ?

Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to

quench it ;

For who digs hills because they do aspire

Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher.

my distressed lord, even such our griefs are;

Here they're but felt, and seen with mischiefs

eyes,

But like to groves, being topp'd, they higher rise.

Cle. O Dionyza,
Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it.

Or can conceal his hunger till he famish ?

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep
Our woes into the air ; our eyes do weep,
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim

them louder ; [want.

That, if heaven slumber while their creatures

They may awake their helps to comfort them.

1 '11 then discourse our woes, felt several years,

And, wanting breath to speak, help me with

tears.

Dio. I "II do my best, sir.

Cle. This Tharsus, o'er which I have the

government,
A city on whom plenty held full hand.
For riches strew'd herself even in the streets ;

Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss'd

the clouds,

And strangers ne'er J^eheld but wonder'd at ;

Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn"d,

I^ike one another's glass to trim them by

:

Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sight,

And not so much to feed on as dehght ;

All poverty was scorn'd, and pride so great,

Tlie name of help grew odious to repeat.

Dio. O 'tis too true.

Cle. But see what heaven can do ! By this

our change, [air

These mouths, whom but of late earth, sea, and
Were all too little to content and please.

Although they gave their creatures in abundance,

As houses are defil'd for want of use.

They are now starv'd for want of exercise :

Those palates who, not us'd to savour hunger,

Must have inventions to delight the taste,
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Would now be g!ad of bread, and beg for it ;

Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes,

Thought naugh.t too curious, are ready now
To eat those liltle darlings whom they lov'd.

So sharp are hunger's teetli, that man and wife

Draw lots who fust shall die to lengthen life :

( lere stands a lord and there a lady weeping ;

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall

Have scarce strength left to give them burial.

Is not this true ? [it.

Dio. Oar cheeks and hollow eyes do witness

C!c. O, let those cities that of Plenty's cup
And her prosperities so largely taste,
\'- ith their superfluous riots, hear these tears !

The misery of Tharsus may be theirs.

Enter- a Lord.

Lord. Where's the lord governor?
Cle. Here. [haste.

Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring'st in

1' ir comfiirt is too far for us to expect.

Lord. We have descried, upon our neigh-

bouring shore,

A portly sail of ships make hitherward.

Cle. I thought as much.
0,ie sorrow never comes but brings an heir

That may succeed as his inheritor ;

And so in ours : some neighbouring nation,

T.^king advantage of our misery, [power,

Haih stutild these hollow vessels w^ith their

lo beat us down, the which are down already ;

And make a conquest of unhappy we,
Whereas no glory 's got to overcome.

Lord. Th.it 's the least fear ; for by the sem-
blance [peace,

t '1 iheir white flags display'd, they bring us

Ami come lo us as favourers, not as foes.

C!c. Thiju speak'st like him 's untulor'd to

repeat

:

Who makes the fairest show means most deceit.

But bring they what they will, and what they

can,

Vvliat need we fear ? [there.

T!ie ground 's the lowest, and wc are half way
(jo tell their general we attend him here,

To know for what he comes, and wiience he

comes.
And what he craves.

Lord. I go, my lord, [5'r/'.

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist

;

If wars, we are unable to resist.

Enter Pericles, with Attendants.

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are,

Lot not our ships and number of our men
I'.o, like a bi-acon fir'd, to amaze yovir eyes.

We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre,

And seen the desolation of your streets :

Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears.

But to relieve them of their heavy load

;

And these our ships, you happily may think

Are like the Trojan liorse war-stuff'd within

With bloody veins, expecting overthrow.

Are stor'd with corn to make your needy breml,

And give them life whom hunger starv'd half

dead.

All. The gods of Greece protect you !

And we "11 pray for you.

Fcr. Rise, I pray you, rise :

We do not look for reverence, but for love.

And harljourage for ourself, our ships, and men,

Cle. The which wlien any shall not gratify,

Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought,

He it our wives, our children, or ourselves,

The curse of heaven and men succeed their

evils ! [seen,

—

Till when,—the which I hope shall ne'er be

\'our grace is welcome to our town and us.

Per. Which welcome we '11 accept ; feast here

a while,

Until our stars that frown lend us a smile.

\_Exeiin!,

ACT II.

Enter GOWER.

C101V. Plere have you seen a mighty king

His ch.ild, I wis, to incest luring
;

A better prince, and benign loid,

That will prove awful both in deed and word.

Be quiet, then, as men should be,

Till he hath pass'd necessity.

I '11 show you those in troubles reign,

Losing a mite, a mountain gain.

The good in conversation,

—

To whom I give my benison,

—

Is still at Tharsus, where each man
Thinks all is writ he spoken can ;

And, to remember what he docs,

Gild his statue to make him glorious :

I'nt tidings to the contrary

.Are brought your eyes: what need speak I?

Dumb shoiv.

Elder, at one snic, Perici.es, talking with

Cleon ; their Trains witli them. Enter,

at the olJier, a Gentleman with a letter to

Pericles, who shows it to Cleon, then

gives the Messenger a reivard, and knights

"him. Exeunt Pericles and Cleon v.'ith

their Trains, severally.

Good Helicane hath stay'd at home,
Not to eat honey like a drone
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From others' labours ; for though he strive

To killen bad, keep good alive ;

And, to fulfil his prince' desire.

Sends word of all that haps in Tyre :

How Thaliard came full bent with sin

And hid intent to murder him ;

And that in Tharsus was not best

Longer for him to make his rest.

lie, knowing so, put forth to seas,

Where when men been, there 's seldom ease ;

For now the wind begins to blow ;

Thunder above and deeps below
Make such unquiet that the ship

Should house him safe is wreck'd and split

;

And he, good prince, having all lost.

By waves from coast to coast is toss'd

:

All perishen of man, of pelf,

Ne aught escapen but himself

;

Till fortune, tir'd with doing bad.
Threw him ashore, to give him glad :

And here he comes. What shall be next.

Pardon old Gower,—this longs the text.

\_Exit.

Scene I.

—

Pentapolis. An open Place b,y

the Sea-side.

Enter PERICLES, Tuet.

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of
heaven ! [man

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly
Is but a substance that must yield to you ;

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you :

Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks,

Wash'd me from shore to shore, and left me
breath

Nothing to think on but ensuing death :

Let it suffice the greatness of your powers
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ;

And having thrown him from your watery grave,
Here to have death in peace is all he '11 crave.

Enter three Fishermen.

1 Fish. What, ho. Pilch !

2 Fish. Ho, come and bring away the nets !

I Fish, What, Patchbreech, I say !

3 Fish. What say you, master ?

I Fish. Look how thou slirrest now ! come
away, or I '11 fetch thee with a wanion.

3 Fish. Faith, master, I am thinking of the
poor men that were cast away before "us even
now.

I Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart
to hear what pitiful cries they made to us to
help them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce
help ourselvrs.

.•5 Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much

when I saw the porpus how he bounced and
tumbled? they say they're half fish half flesh :

a plague on them, they ne'er come but I look
to be washed. Master, I marvel how the fishes

live in the sea.

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-land,—the great

ones eat up the little ones : I can compare our
rich misers to nothing so fitly as to a whale ;

'a plays and tumbles, driving the poor fry before

him, and at last devours them all at a mouth-
ful : such whales have I heard on the land,

whenever leave gaping till they 've swallow'd
the whole parish, church, steeple, bells, and
all.

Per. [Aside. 1 A pretty moral.

3 Fish. But, master, if I had been the sex-

ton, I would have been that day in the belfry.

2 Fish. Why, man ?

3 Fish. Because he should have swallowed
me too: and when I had been in his belly I

would have kept such a jangling of the hells

that he should never have left till he cast bells,

steeple, church, and parish up again. But if

the good King Simonides were of my mind,

—

Per. [Aside.] Simonides!

3 Fish. He would purge the land of these

drones that rob the bee of her honey.

Per. [Aside.] How from the finny subject of

the sea

These fishers tell the infirmities of men ;

And from their watery empire recollect

All that may men approve or men detect !

—

Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen.

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what 's thai ?

if it be not a day fits you, scratch it out of the

calendar, and nobody will look after it.

Per. Nay, see the sea hath cast upon yuur

coast,

—

2 Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea

to cast thee in our way. [wind
Per. A man, whom both the waters and the

In that vast tennis-court hath made the ball

For them to play upon, entreats you pity him ;

He asks of you that never used to beg.

1 Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg ? here s

them in our country of Greece gets more with
begging than we can do with working.

2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then ?

Per. I never practised it.

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ;

for here 's nothing to be got now-a-days unless

thou canst fish for't.

Per. What I have been I have forgot to know;
But what I am want teaches me to think on :

A man throng'd up with cold ; my veins are

chill,

And have no more life than may sufhce
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To give my tongue that heat to ask your help ;

WTiich if you shall refuse, when I am dead.

Vol that I am a man, pray see me buried.

1 Fi's/i. Die quoth-a ? Now gods forbid ! I

have SI gown here ; come, put it on ; keep thee

warm. N\)w, afore me, a handsome fellow !

Come, thou shalt go home, and we '11 have

flesh for holidays, fish for fasting-days, and

moreo'er puddings and flapjacks ; and thou

shalt be welcome.
Per. I thank you, sir.

2 Fis/i. Haik you, my friend, you said you

could not beg.

Per. I did but crave.

2 P/s/i. But crave ! Then I '11 turn craver

too, and so I shall scape whipping.

Per, VVliy, are all your beggars whipped,

then?

2 FtsA. O, not all, my friend, not all ; for if

all your beggars were whipped, I would wish

no better office than to be beadle. But, master,

I 'U go draw up the net.

[£jie!tn^ with Third Fisherman.

Ftr. \_A<iide.\ How well this honest mirth

becomes their labour !

I Fish. Mark you, sir, do you know where
ye are ?

Per. Not well.

I Fis,h. Why, I '11 tell you : this is called

Pentapolis, and our king the good Simonidcs.

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call

him ?

I Fish. Ay, sir ; and he deserves so to be

called for his peaceable reign and good govern-

ment.
Per. He is a happy king, since he gains from

his subjects the name of good by his govern-

ment. How far is his court distant from this

shore?
1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey : and

I Ml tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-

morrow is her birthday; and there are princes

and knights come from all parts of the world
to joust and tourney for her love.

Per. Were but my fortunes equal my desires

1 could wish to make one there.

1 Fish. O, sir, things must be as they may;
and what a man cannot get he may lawfully

deal for— his wife 's soul.

Re-enter Second a)!d Third Fishermen, draw-
ing tip a net.

2 Fish. Help, master, help! here's a fish

hangs in the net like a poor man's right in the

law ; 'twill hardly come out. Ha ! bots on 't,

'tis come at last, and 'lis turned to a rusty

armour.

Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me
see it.

—

Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses

Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself

;

And though it was mine own, part of my heri-

tage,

\Vhich my dead father did bequeath to me.
With this strict charge, even as he left his

life,

A'eep it, my Pericles ; it hath been a shield
' Twixt vie and death ;—and pointed to this

brace :

—

For that it saz'd me, l<ecp it ; in like nceessify.,--

The which gods protect t/ue from !—way defend

thee.

ft kept where I kept, I so dearly lov'd it

:

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man,
Took it in rage, though calm'd have given b

again :

I thank ihee for 't : my shipwreck now's no
ill;

Since I have here my father's gift in 's will.

I Fish. What mean you, sir?

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat

of worth.

For it was sometime target to a king

;

I know it by this mark. He lov'd me dearly,

.\nd for his sake I wish the having of it;

And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's

court.

Where with it I may appear a gentleman ;

And if that ever my low fortunes better,

I '11 pay your bounties; till then rest your debtor.

1 Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady?
Per. I'll show the virtue I have borne in arms.

1 Fish. VVhy, do you take it, and the gods
give thee good on 't

!

2 Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; 'twas

we that made up this garment through the

rough seams of the waters: there are certain

condolements, certain vails. I hope, sir, if you

thrive, you'll remember from whence you had
it.

Per. Believe 't, I will.

By your furtherance I am cloth'd in steel;

And spite of all the rupture of the sea

This jewel holds his buildmg on my arm:
Unto thy value I will mount myself

Upon a courser, whose delightful steps

Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.

—

Only, my friends, I yet am unprovided

Of a pair of bases.

2 Fish. We '11 sure provide : thou shalt have
my best gown to make thee a pair; and I'll

bring thee to the court myself.

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my will

;

This day I 'U rise, or else add ill to ill. [E.veunt.
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Scene II.

—

Pentapolis. A pziblic Way or

I^latforin leading lo the Lists. A Pavilion

by the side of it for the reception of the King,

Princess, Lords, ifc.

Enter SiMONIDES, Thaisa, Lords, and
AtlendaiUs.

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the

triumph ?

I Laid. They are, my liege

;

And stay your coming lo present themselves.

Sim. Return them, we are ready ; and our
daughter.

In honour of whose birth these triumphs are,

Sits here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat

For men to see, and seeing wonder at.

\^Exit a Lord.
Thai. It pleaseth you, my royal father, to

express

My commendations great, whose merit's less.

Sim. It 's fii it should be so ; for princes are

A model which heaven makes like to itself

:

As jewels lose their glory if neglected,

So princes their renown if not respected.

'Tis now your labour, daughter, to explain

The honour of each knight in his device.

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour,
I Ml perform.

Enter a Knight ; he passes 07>er, and his Squire

presents his shield to the Princess.

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself?
'J'hai. Aknightof Sparta, my renowned father;

And the device he bears upon his shield

Is a black ./Elhiop reaching at the sun ;

The word. Lux tua vita tiiihi.

Sim. He loves you well that holds his life of

you. [The Second Knight /<2.sif5.

\Mio is the second that presents himself?
YViai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father

;

And the device he bears upon his .shield

Is an arm'd knight that 's conquer'd by a lady;

I'he motto thus, in Spanish, Piu por dulzura
que porfuerza.

\ The Third Yjii\'^\tpasses.

Sim. And what 's the third ?

Thai. The third of Anlioch
;

And his device a wreath of chivalry
;

The word, j\[e pompiv provexit apex.

[The Fourth K.m^i passes.

Sim. What is the fourth?

Thai. A binning torch that's turned upside
d(jwn

;

Tlie wordj Quod me aUt, me extinguit.

Sim. Wliich shows that beauty hath his

p)ower and will.

Which can as well Luflame as it can kill.

{The P'ifth Kn\^\. passes.

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed wiib
c' uds, [tried;

Holding out gold that's by the touchstone
The motto thus, Sic spectanda fides.

[ The Sixth ICnight (Pekicles) passes.

Sim, And what 's the sixth and last, the

which the knight himself
With such a graceful courtesy dcliver'd ?

J'hai. He seems to be a stranger; but his

present is

A wither'd branch, that 's only green at top;
The motto, In hoc spe vivo.

Sim. A pretty moral;
From the dejected state wherein he is,

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish.

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his

outward show
Can any way speak in his just commend

;

For, by his rusty outside, he appears [lance.

To have practis'd more the whipstock than ilie

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he
comes

To an honour'd triumph strangely furnished.

3 Lo7'd. And on set purpose let bis armour
rust

Until this day, to scour it in the dust.

Sim. Opinion's but a fool, thai makes us scan
The outward habit by the inward man.
But stay, the knights are coming: we will

withdraw
Into the gallery. {Exeunt.

[Great shouts ivithin, ail crying "The
mean knight!"

Scene III.

—

Pentapolis. A Hall of State

:

A Banquet prepared.

Enter SiMONiDES, Thaisa, Lords, Knights,
and Attendants.

Sim. Knights,
To say you are welcome were superfiUous.

To place upon the volume of your deeds,

,\s in a title-page, your worth in arms
Were more than you expect, or more than 's fit.

Since every worth in show commends itst^f.

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a fcjit:

You are princes and my guests.

Thai. But you my knight and guest

;

To whom this wreath of victory I give,

Ard crown you king of this day's happinc--

JPer. 'Tis more by fortune, lady, than by
ment. [yours

;

Sim. Call k by what you will, the day is
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And here I hope is none that envies it.

In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed,

To make some good, but others to exceed,

And you 're her labour'd scholar.—Come,
queen o' the feast,

—

[place:

For, daughter, so )'ou are,—here take your

Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace.

Knights. We are honour'd much by good
Sinionides. [we love;

Sim. Your presence glads our days : honour
p'ot who hates honour hates the gods above.

Alarshal. Sir, yonder is your place.

Per. Some other is more fit.

I Knight, Contend nut, sir ; for we are

gentlemen
That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes

Envy the great, nor do the low despise.

Per. You are rigiit courteous knights.

Sim. Sit, sir, sit.

Per. By Jove, I wonder, tiiat is king of

thoughts,

These rates resist me, she but thought upon.
Thai. P.yjuno, that is queen

Of marriage, all viands that I eat

Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat.

Sure he's a gallant gentleman.
Sim. He's but a country gentleman;

Has done no more than other knights have done;
Mas broken a staffer so; so let it pass.

'Phai. To me he seems like diamond to glass.

Per. Yon king's to me like to my father's

picture,

Wliicli tells me in that glory once he was;
I lad princes sit, like stars, about his throne,

And he the sun, for them to reverence;

None that beheld him but, like lesser lights,

Did vail their crowns to his supremacy:
Where now his son 's like a glowworm in the

night.

The which haih fire in darkness, none in light

:

Whereby I see that Time 's the king of men.
For he's their parent, and he is their grave,

And gives them what he will, not v\hat they

crave.

Sim. What, are )'ou meny, knights ?

1 Knight. Who can be other in this royal

presence ?

Sim. 1 1 ere, with a cup that 's stor'd unto the

brim,

—

A? you do love, fill to your mistress' lips,

—

We drink this health to you.
Knights. We thank your grace.

Sim. Yet pause awhile

;

Von knight, methinks, doth sit too melancholy.
As if the entertainment in our court
H.id not a. show might countervail his worth.
Note it not you, Thaisa

!

Thai. \Mrat is it

To me, my rather ?

Sim. O, attend, my daughter:
Princes, in this, should live like gods above,
Who freely give to every one that comes
To honour them

:

And princes not doing so are like to gnats,

Which make a sound, but kill'd are wonder'd at.

Therefore to make his entrance more sweet.

Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of wine
to him.

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold :

He may my proffer lake for an offence,

Since men take women's gifts for impudence.
Sim. How

!

Do as I bid you, or you '11 move me else.

'Pliai. \_Asidc.'\ Now, by the gods, he could
not please me better.

Sim, And furthermore tell him, we desire to

know of him
Of whence he is, his name and parentage.

Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk
to you.

Per. I thank him.
Thai. Wisliing it so much blood unto your

life. [him freely.

Per. I thank both him and you, and pledtre

Thai. And further he desires to know of you
Of whence you are, your name and parentage.

Per. A gentleman of Tyre,—my name,
Pericles

;

My education been in arts and arms ;

—

Who, looking for adventures in the world.

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men.
And after shipwreck driven upon this shore.

Thai. He thanks your grace ; names himself

Pericles,

A gentleman of Tyre,

Who only by misfortune of the seas.

Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore.

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune,

And will awake him from his melancholy.

—

Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles,

And waste the time which looks for oilier revels.

Even in your armours, as you are address'd.

Will very well become a soldier's dance.

I will not have excuse, with sajnng this

Loud music is too harsh for ladies' heads.

Since they love men in anus as well as beds.

\The Knights dance.

So, this was well ask'd, 'twas so well perform'd.—
Come, sir ;

Here is a lady that wants breathing too:

And I have often heard you knights of Tyre
Are excellent in making ladies trip;

And that their measures are as excellent.

—
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Per. In those that practise them they are,

my lord. [denied

Sim. O, thai '.s as much as you would be

Of your fair courtesy. \l'ke Knighis and
Ladies dance.'\—Unclasp, imclasp:

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well,

But you the best. [ To Pericles. ]—Pages and-

lights, to conduct [Yours, sir.

These knights unto their several lodgings !

—

We have given order to be next our own.
Per. I am at your grace's pleasure.

Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love,

And that's the mark I know you level at:

Therefore each one betake him to his rest

;

To-morrow all for speeding do their best.

\_Exetml.

Scene IV.

—

Tyre. .4 Room in the Governor's
Housi.

Enter Helicanus and EscANES.

Ilel. No, Escanes, no ; know this of me,

—

Antiochus from incest liv'd not free:

For which, the most high gods not minding
longer [store.

To withhold the vengeance that they had in

Due to this heinous capital offence,

Even in the height and pride of all his glory,

When he was seated in a chariot [him.

Of an inestimable value, and his daughter with

A fire from heaven came, and shrivell'd up
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk

That all those eyes ador'd them ere their fall

Scorn now their hand should give them burial.

Esca. 'Twas very strange.

Hel. And yet but justice ; for though
This king were great, his greatness was no guard
To bar heaven's shaft, but sin had his reward.

Esca. 'Tis very true.

Enter three Lords.

1 Lord. See, not a man in private conference

Or council has respect with him but he.

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve without
reproof. [second it.

3 Lor^.. And curs'd be he that will not

1 Lord. Follow me, then.—Lord Ilelicane,

a word. [my lords.

ILel. With me? and welcome: happy day,

I Lord. Know that our griefs are risen to

the top,

And now at length they overflow their banks.
Hel. Your griefs ! for what ? wrong not

your prince you love. [Ilelicane;

I Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, noble
But if the prince do live, let us salute him.

Or know what ground's made happy by his

breath.

If in the world he live, we'll seek him out

;

If in his grave he rest, we'll tind him there;

And be resolv'd he lives to govern us.

Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral,

And leaves us to our free election.

2 Lord. Whose death 's indeed the strongest

in our censure :

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head,

Like goodly buildings left without a roof.

Will soon to ruins fall,—your noble self,

That best know'st how to rule and how to reign,

We thus submit unto,—our sovereign.

All. Live, noble Helicane ! [frages:

ILel. For honour's cause, forbear your suf-

If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear.

Take I your wish, I leap into the seas,

Where's hourly trouble for a minute's e;\se.

A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you
To forbear the absence of your king ;

If in which time expir'd, he not return,

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke.

But if I cannot win you to this love,

Go search like nobles, like noble subjects,

And in your search spend your adventurous
worth ;

Whom if you find, and win unto return,

You shall like diamonds sit about his crown.
I Lord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not

yield ;

And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us,

We with our travels will endeavour it.

Hel. Then you love us, we you, and we '11

clasp hands

:

\Mien peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands.

\^Exeunt.

Scene V. -Pe.ntapolis.

Palace.

A Room in the

Enter Simonides, reading a letter ; the

Knights meet him.

1 Knight. Good-morrow to the good Simon-
ides. [you know,

Sijn. Knights, from my daughter this I let

That for this twelvemonth she '11 not undertake
A married life.

Her reason to herself is only known.
Which yet from her by no meaJis can I get.

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my
lord ? [tied her

Sim. Faith, by no means ; she hath so strictly

To her chamber that it is impossible, [livery ;

One twelve moons more she'll wear Diana's

This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd,

And on her virgin honour will not break it.
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3 Knight. Loth to bid farewell, we take our
leaves. \_ExeuHt Knights.

Sim. So, [letter :

They are well despatch'd ; now to my daughter's
She tells me here she '11 wed the stranger knight,
Or never more to view nor day nor light.

'Tis well, mistress ; your choice agrees with
mine •

I like that well : nay, how absolute she 's in 't,

Not minding whether I dislike or no !

Well, I do commend her choice ;

And will no longer have it be delay'd.

—

Soft ! here he comes : I must dissemble it.

Enter Pericles.

Per, All fortune to the good Simonidcs !

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I am beholden
to you

For your sweet music this last night : I do
Protest my ears were never better fed

With such delightful pleasing harmony.
Per, It is your grace's pleasure to commend ;

Not my desert.

Sim, Sir, you are music's master.
Per, The worst of all her scholars, my good

lord.
^^

Sitn. Let me ask you one thing :

What do you think of my daughter, sir ?

Per. A most virtuous princess.

Sim, And she is fair too, is she not ?

Per, As a fair day ir> summer,—wondrous
fair. [you

;

Sim. Sir, my daughter thinks very well of

Ay, so well that you must be her master, [it.

And she will be your scholar: therefore look to

Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster.
Sim. She thinks not so ; peruse this writing

else.

Per. [Aside. ] What 's here ?

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre !

'Tis the king's subtilty to have my life.—

O, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord,

A stranger and distressed gentleman,
That never aim'd so high to love your daughter.
But bent all offices to honour her. [thou art

Sim. Thou hast bewitch'd my daughtei, and
A villain.

Per. By the gods, I have not

:

Never did thought of mine levy offence ;

Nor never did my actions yet commence
A deed might gain her love or your displeasure.

Siy/i. Traitor, thou liest.

Per. Traitor

!

Sim. Ay, traitor.

Per. Even in his throat,—unless it be the

king,

—

That calls me traitor, I return the lie.

Sim. [Aside.] Now, by the gods, I do ap-
plaud his courage.

Per. My actions are as noble as my thougliis,

That never relish'd of a base descent.

I came unto your court for honour's cause,
And not to be a rebel to her state

;

And he that otherwise accounts of me,
This sword shall prove he 's honour's enemy.

Sim. No?
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it.

Enter Thaisa.

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair,

Resolve your angry father if my tongue
Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe

To any syllable that made love to you.

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had, [glad ?

Who takes offence at that would make me
Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory?

—

[Aside.] I am glad on 't with all my heart.

—

I '11 tame you ; I '11 bring you in subjection.

Will you, not having my consent,

Bestow your love and your afleclions

Upon a stranger?

—

[aside] who, for aught I

know.
May be,—nor can I think the contrary,

—

As great in blood as I myself.

—

Therefore, hear you, mistress ; either frame
Your will to mine,—and you, sir, hear you.
Either be rul'd by me, or I will make you

—

Man and wife.

Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it

too : [stroy ;

—

And being join'd, I'll thus your hopes de-

And for further grief,—God give you joy !

—

What, are you both pleas'd?

Titai. Yes, if you love me, sir

Per. Even as my life, or blood that fosters it.

Sim. What, are you both agreed ?

Both. Yes, if 't please your maiesty.

Sim, It pleaseth me so well that I will see

you wed ;

And then, with what haste you can, get you to

bed. [Exeunt.

ACT in.

Enter Gower.

Gciv. Now sleep yslaked hath the rout

;

No din but snores the house about,

Made louder by the o'er-fed breast

Of this most pompous marriage feast.

The cat, with eyne of-sburning coal,

Now couches fore the mouse's hole ;

And crickets sing at the oven's nhjulL,

Aye the blither for their drouth.
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Hymen hath brought the bride to bed,

Where, by the loss of maidenhead,
A babe is moulded.—Be attent.

And time that is so briefly spent
With your fine fancies quaintly eche :

What 's dumb in show I '11 plain with speech.

. Dumb SJioiu.

Enter Pericles flw^/SiMONiDES al otie side,

luilh Attendants ; a Messenger vrec/s them,
kneels, avd gives Pkricles a letter: lie skozvs

it to Simon IDES ; tJie Lords kneel to Peri-

cles. Then enter Thaisa, wit/i child, and
Lychorida, Simonides shows his daugh-
ter the letter ; she rejoices: she and Pericles
take leave of her father, and depart with
Lychorida and their Attendants. Tlien

cxemit Simonides, 6^c.

By many a dem and painful perch
Of Pericles the carefid search,

By the four opposing coigns

Which the world together joins,

Is made with all due diligence

That horse and sail and high expense
Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre,

—

Fame answering the most strange inquire,

—

To the court of King Simonides
Are letters brought, the tenor these :

—

Antiochus and his daughter 's dead ;

The men of Tyrus on the head
Of Ilelicanus would set on
The crown of Tyre, but he will none t

The mutiny he there hastes t' oppress

;

Says to 'em, if King Pericles

Come not home in twice six moons.
He, obedient to their dooms,
Will take the crown. The sum of this.

Brought hither to Pentapolis,

Y-ravished the regions round,
And every one with claps can sound.
Our heii'-apparent is a king!
Who dreafn'd, who thought of S74ch a thing?
Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre :

His queen with child makes her desire,

—

Which who shall cross?—along to go :

—

Omit we all their dole and woe :

—

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes,

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes
On Neptune's billow ; half the flood

Kaih their keel cut : but fortune's mood
Varies again ; the grizzly north
Disgorges such a tempest forth

That, as a duck for life that dives.

So up and down the poor ship drives:
The lady shrieks, and, well-a-ncar.

Does I'aii ia travail with her fear

:

And what ensues in this fell storm

Shall for itself itself perform.

I nill relate, action may
Conveniently the rest convey ;

Which might not what by me is told.

In your imagination hold
This stage the ship, upon whose deck
The sea-toss'd Pericles appears to speak.

[Exit.

Scene I. —Enter Pericles, on a ship at sea.

Per. Thou god of this great vast, rebuke

these surges, [that hast

Which Vv'ash both heaven and hell ; and thoa

Upon the winds command, bind them in brass.

Having call'd them from the deep I O, still

Thydeafening, dreadful thunders ; gently quench

Thy nimble, sulphurous Hashes !- -O, how,
Lychorida, [ously

;

How does my queen '<—Thou stormest venom-
Wilt tliou spit all thyself?—The seaman's

whistle

Is as a whisper in the ears of death.

Unheard.—Lychorida !—Lucina, O
Divinest patroness, and midwife gentle

To those that cry by night, convey thy deity

Aboard our dancing boat ; make swift the pangs
Of my queen's travail I

Enter LYCHORIDA, with an Infant.

Now, Lychorida

!

Lye. I lere is a thing too young for sucii a
])Iace,

Wlio, if it had conceit, would die, as I

Am like to do : take in your arms this piece

Of your dead queen.
Per. How, how, Lychorida !

Lye. Patience, good sir ; do not assist tlie

storm.

Here's all that is left living of your queen,

—

A little daughter : for the sake of it.

Be manly, and take comfort.

Per. O you gods !

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts,

And snatch them straight away? We here

below
Recall not what we give, and therein may
Vie in honour with you.

Lye. Patience, good sir,

Even for this charge.

Per. Now, mild may be thy life

!

For a more blusterous birth had never babe

:

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! for

Thou art the ruddiest welcom'd to this world
That ever was prince's child. Happy what

follows !

Thou hast as chiding a nativity
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As fire, ail, water, earth, and heaven can make,
To heraltl ihee from tlie womb : even at the first

Thy loss is more than ain thy portage quit.

With all tiiou canst find here.—Now, the good
gods

Throw their best eyes upon'l !

Enter tioj Sailors.

I Sail. What courage, sir ? God save you !

Per. Courage enough : I do not fair the flaw

;

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love

Of this poor infant, this fresh-new seafarer,

1 would it would be quiet,

1 Sail. Slack the bolins there !—Thou wilt

not, wilt thou? Blow, and split thyself.

2 Sail. But sea-room, and the brine and
cloudy billow kiss the moon, I care not.

I Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard: the

sea works high, the wind is loud, and will not
lie till the sliip be cleared of the dead.

Per. That 's your superstition.

1 Sail. Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it hath
been still observed; and we are strong in

custom. Therefore briefly yield her j for she
liiust overboard straight. [queen !

Per. PiS, you think meet.—Most wretched
Lye. Here she lies, sir.

Per. A terrible childbed hast thou had, ni)'

dear;
No light, no fire: the unfriendly elements
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time
To give thee hailow'd to thy grave, but straight

Must cast thee, scarcely coffin'd, in the ooze
;

Where, for a monument upon thy bones.
And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale
And humming water must o'erwhelm thy corpse,

Lying with simple shells.—O Lychorida,
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper,
My casket and my jewels; and bid Nicander
Bring me the satin cofier : lay the babe
Upon the pillow: hie thee, whiles I say
A priestly farewell to her: suddenly, woman.

\_Exit Lychorida.
2 Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the

hatches, caulked and bitumed ready.

Per, I thank thee.—Mariner, say what coast

is this?

2 Sail. We are near Tharsus.
Per. Thither, gentle mariner.

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou

reach it?

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease.

Per. O, make for Tharsus!

—

Tiiere will I visit Cleon, for the babe
Cannot hold out to Tyrus; there I "il Icnve it

At careful nursing.—Go thy ways, good manner:
1 '11 bring the body prescnliy. \ExcuiU.

Scene II.

—

Ephesus. A Room in
Cerimon's House.

Enter Cerimon, a Servant, aitJ some persam
who have been shipwrecked.

Cer. Philemon, ho !

Enter Philemon.

Phil. Doth my lord call ?

Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men

:

It has been a turbulent and stormy night.

Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night

as this,

Till now, I ne'er endur'd. [turn;

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you re-

There 's nothing can be niinister'd to nature
That can recover him.—Give this to the 'pothe-

cary,

And tell me how it works. [7i? Phji.emon.
\_Exewit all but Cerimon.

Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Good -morrow, sir.

2 Gent. Good-morrow to your lordship.

Cer. Gentlemen,
Why do you stir so early ?

1 Gent. Sir,

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea,

Shook as the earth did quake ;

The very principals did seem to rend.
And all to topple : pure surprise and fear

Made me to quit the house. [early;

2 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so

'Tis not our husbandry.
Cer. O, you say well.

I Gent. But I much marvel tliat your loid-

ship, having
Rich tire about you, should at these early hours
Shake off the golden slumber of repose.

It is most strange

Nature should be so conversant with pain.

Being thereto not compell'd.

Cer. I held it cvir,

\'irtue and cunning were endowment*- gieater

Than nobleness and riches: careless liens

May the two latter darken and expend

;

Put immortahty attends the former,

.Making a man a god. 'Tis known I ever

Have studied physic, through whicli secret art,

By turning o'er authorities, I have,

—

Together with my practice,—made familiar

To me and to my aid the blest infusions

That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ;

And I can speak of the disturbances

That nature works, and of her cures ; w hich

give me
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A more content in course of true delight

Than to be thirsty after tottering honoui,
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags,

To please the fool and death. [pour'd forth

2 Giitl. \'our honour has through Ephesus
Your charity, and hundreds call themselves
Your creatures, who by you have been restor'd :

And not your knowledge, your personal pain,

but even
Your purse, still open, hath built Lord Cerimon
Such strong renown as time shall never raze.

Enter two Servants with a chest.

I Serv. .So; lift there.

Cer. What is that?

1 Seni. Sir, even now
Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest

:

'Tis of some wreck.
Cer. Set 't down, let 's look upon 'i.

2 Gent. 'Tis like a coffin, sir.

Cer. WTiate'er it be,

'Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight

:

If the sea's stomach be o'ercharg'd with gold,
Ii is a good constraint of fortune that

It belches upon us.

2 Gent. 'Tis so, my lord.

Cer. How close 'tis caulk'd and bitum'd !

—

Did the sea cast it up ?

1 Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir.

As toss'd it upon shore.

Cer. Wrench it open

;

Soft!— it smells most sweetly in my sense.

2 Gent. A delicate odour.
Cer. As ever hit my nostril.—So, up with

it.—
O you most potent gods! what's here? .-i

corse !

1 Gent. Most strange! [entreasur'd
Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state; balmVl and

With bags of spices full ! A passport too!

—

Apollo, perfect me in the characters !

\_I\eads 110in a scroll.

Here I aive to understand,

—

If e'er this colTin drive a-Iand,—
I, King Pericles, have lost
This queen, worth all our mundane cost.
Who finds her, give her burying

;

She was the daughter of a king :

BfsiJes this treasure for a fee.

The gods requite his charity!

L thou liv'st, Pericles, thou hast a heart
That even cracks for woe!—This chanc'd to-

night.

2 Gent. Most likely, sir.

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night

;

For look how fresh she looks !—They were too

rough

That threw her in the sea.—Make a fire within:

Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet.

[ Exit a Servant.

Death may usurp on nature many hours,

And yet the fire of life kindle again

The o'erpress'd spirits. I heard of an Egyptian
That had nine hours lien dead.
Who was by good appliances recover'd.

Re-enter a Servant, ivilh boxes, napkins, and
fire.

Well said, well said; the fire and cloths.

—

The rough and woeful music that we have,

Cause it to sound, beseech you. [block !

—

The viol once more:—how thou stirr'st, thou

The music there!— I pray you, give her air.

—

Gentlemen,
This queen will live: nature awakes ; a warmth
Breathes out of her : she hath not been eu-

tranc'd

.•\bove five hours: see how she 'gins to blow
Into life's flower again !

1 Gent. The heavens,

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up
Your fame for ever.

Cer. She is alive; behold,

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels

Which Pericles hath lost,

P>egin to part their fringes of bright gold

;

The diamonds of a most praised water

Do appear, to make the world twice rich.—Live,

.Vnd make us weep to hear your fate, fair

creature.

Rare as you seem to be. [She moves.
Thai. O dear Diana,

Where am I ? Where 's my lord ? What
world is this?

2 Gent. Is not this strange?

I Gent. Most rare.

Cer. Hush, my gentle neighbours!

Lend me your hands; to the next chamber bear

hei.

Get linen : now this matter must be look'd to,

P'or her relapse is mortal. Come, come

;

.And /Esculapius guide us !

\_Exeunt, carrying out Thaisa.

Scene III.

—

Tharsus. A Koom in Cleon's
House.

Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, citd Ly-
CHORIDA with Marina in her arms.

Per. Most honour'd Cleon, I must needs be
gone;

My twelvemonths are expir'd, and Tyrus stands

In a litigious peace. You and your lady
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Take from my heart all thankfulness! The
gods

Make up the rest upon you

!

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt

you mortally,

Yet glance full wanderingly on us.

Dion. O your sweet queen !

That the strict fates had pleas'd you had bi ought
her hither,

To have bless'd mine eyes

!

Per. We cannot but obey
The powers above us. Could I rage and roar

As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end
Must be as 'tis. My gentle babe Marina,

—

whom,
For she was born at sea, I have nani'd so,—

here

I charge your charity withal, leaving her

The infant of your care; beseeching you
To give her princely training, that she may

be

Manner'd as she is born.

Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think

Your grace, that fed my country with your

corn,

—

For which the people's prayers still fall upon
you,

—

Must in your child be thought on. If neglection

Should therein make me vile, the common body.

By you reliev'd, would force me to my duty:

But if to that my nature need a spur,

The gods revenge it upon me and mine
To the end of generation !

Per. I believe you;

Your honour and your goodness teach me to'l

Without your vows. Till she be married,

madam,
By bright Diana, whom we honour, all

Unscissar'd shall this hair of mine remain.

Though I show ill in't. So I take my leave.

Good madam, make me blessed in your caie

In bringing up my child.

Dion. I have one myself,

Who shall not be more dear to my respect

Than yours, my lord.

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers.

Cle. We'll bring your grace e'en to the edge

o' the shore,

Then give you up to the vast Neptune and
Tlie gentlest winds of heaven.

Per. I will embrnce
Your offer. Come, dearest madam.—O, no

tears,

Lychorida, no tears:

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace

You may depend hereafter.—Come, my lord.

[^Exeunt,

Scene IV.— EniESUS. A Room in Ceki-
mon's House,

Enter Cekimon and Thaisa.

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain

jewels,

Lay with you in your coffer : whicli are now
At your command. Know you the cliaracter?

Thai. It is my lord's.

That I was shipp'd at sea I well remember,
Even on my eaning time; but whether there

Deliver'd, by the holy gods,

I cannot rightly say. But since King Pericles,

My wedded lord, I ne'er shall see again,

A vestal livery will I take me to,

And never more have joy.

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as you speak,
Diana's temple is not distant far.

Where you may abide till your date expire.

Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine
Shall there attend you.

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that's all

;

Yet my good-will is great, though the gift

small. [ Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Enter GOWER.

Go7v. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre,
Welcomed and settled to his own desire.

His woeful queen we leave at Ephesus,
Unto Diana there a votaress.

Now to Marina bend your mind.
Whom our fast growing scene must find

At Tharsus, and by Cleon train'd

In music, letters; who hath gain'd

Of education all the grace.

Which makes her both the heart and place

Of general wonder. But, alack,

That monster envy, oft the wrack
Of earned praise, Marina's life

Seeks to take off by treason's knife.

And in this kind hath our Cleon
One daughter, and a wench full grown,
Even ripe for marriage-rite ; this maid
flight Philoten : and it is said

For certain in our story, sb.e

Would ever with Marina be:

Be 't w hen she weav'd the sleided silk

With hngers long, small, white as milk;

Or when she would with sharp needle wound
The cambric, which she made more sound

By hurting it ; or when to the lute

She sung, and made the night-bii'd mute,

That still records witti moan ; cnr when
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Slie would with rich and constant pen
Vail to her mistress Dian; still

This I'hiloten contends in skill

With absolute Marina: so

With the dove of Paphos might the crow
Vie featiiers white. Marina gets

All praises, which are paid as debts,

And not as given. Tliis so darks

In riiiloten all graceful marks
That Clcon's wife, with envy rare,

A present murderer does prepare

I'or f^ood Marina, that her daughter

Might stand peerless by this slaughter.

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead,

Lycliorida, our nurse, is dead:
And cursed Dionyza hath
The pregnant instrument of wrath
Prest for this blow. The unborn event

I do commend to your content:

Oily I carry winged time

Post on the la)ne feet of my rhyme'}

Wliich never could I so convey
Unless your thoughts went on my way.

—

Dionyza does appear,

With Leonine, a murderer. [Ex/f.

Scene I.

—

Tharsus. An open Place near
the Sea-shore.

Enter DiONYZA a«f/LEONINE.

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn
to do't.

'Tis but a blow, which never shall be known.
T iiu! canst not do a thing i' the world so soon
1.) yield thee so much profit. Let not con-

science, [bosom,
Which is but cold, inflaming love in thy
Iiillame too nicely; nor let pity, which
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be
A soldier to thy purpose.

Leon. I will do't; but yet she is a goodly
creature. [her.

—

Dion. The fitter, then, the gods should have
Here she comes weeping for her only mistress'

death.

Thou art resolv'd?

Leon. I am resolv'd.

Enter ^L^liINA with a basket offloivers.

Mar. No, I will rob Tellus of her weed.
To strew thy green with flowers: the yellows,

blues,

T'ic purple violets, and marigolds
S'.all as a carpet hang upon thy grave [maid,
V.'hile summer-days do last. Ay me! poor
Born in a tempest, when my mother died,
This world to me is like a lasting storm,
\\ birring me from my friends.

Dion. How now, Marina ! why do you keep
alone?

How chance my daughter is not with you?
Do not [have

Consume your blood with sorrowing : you
A nurse of me. Lord, how your favour 's

chang'd
With this unprofitable woe! Come,
(}ive me your flowers ere the sea mar tliem.

Walk with Leonine ; the air is quick there,

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach.

—

Come,
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her.

Mar. No, I pray you ;

I '11 not bereave you of your servant.

Dion. Come, come

;

I love the king your father, and yourself.

With more than foreign heart. We every day
Expect him here: when he shall come, and find

Our paragon to all reports thus blasted,

lie will repent the breadth of this great voyage

;

P>lame both my lord and me that we have taken

No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you.

Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve

That excellent complexion, which did steal

The eyes of young and old. Care not for tne

I can go home alone.

/l/izr. Well, I will go;

But j'ct I have no desire to it. [you.-

Dion. Come, come, I know 'lis good for

Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least:

Remember what I have said.

Leon. I warrant you, madam.
Dion. I '11 leave you, my sweet lady, for

awhile

:

Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood;
What ! I must have a care of you.

I\Iar. My thanks, sweet madam.—
{Exit. DiONVZA.

Is this wind westerly that blows?
Leon. South-west.

Mar. When I was born the wind was north.

I.eon. ^^'as 't so ?

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fcr.;

,

Put cried. Good seamen! to the sailors, gallir.g

llis kingly hands with hauling of the ropes;

And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea

That almost burst the deck.

Leon. When was this?

Mar. When I was born :

Never was waves nor wind more violent;

And from the ladder-tackle washes off

.\. canvas-climber: Ha! says one, wilt out?

And with a dropping industr}^ they skip

F'rom stem to stern : the boatswain whistles, and
The master calls, and trebles their confusion.

Leon. Come, say your prayers.
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]\Iar. WHiat mean you?

Leon. If you require a little space for prajer,

I grant it : pray ; but be not tedious,

For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn
To do my work with haste.

I\[ar. Why will you kill me?
Leon. To satisfy my lady.

Mar. Why would she have me kilTd?

Now, as I can remember, by my trolh,

I never did her hurt in all my life:

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn

To any living creature: believe me, la,

I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a dy

:

I trod upon a worm against my will,

But I wept for it. How have I offended.

Wherein my death might yield her profit,

Or my life imply her danger?
Leon. My commission

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. [hope.

Mar. You will not do 't for all the world, I

You are well-favour'd, and your looks foreshow

You have a gentle heart. 1 saw you lately

When you caught hurt in parting two tliat

fought

:

Good sooth, it show'd well in you: do so now

:

Your lady seeks my life; come you between.

And save poor me, the weaker.

Lcou. I am sworn,

And will despatch.

Enter Pirates whilst Marina is struggling.

1 Pirate. Hold, v'llain !

[Leonine 7-jtns away.

2 Pirate. A prize ! a prize !

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come,
let 's have her aboard suddenly.

\Exeunt Pirates zvith Marina.

Re-enter Leonine.

Leon. These roving thieves serve the great

pirate Valdes,

And they have seiz'd Marina. Let her go:

There 's no hope she will return. I '11 swear

she's dead
And thrown into the sea.^—Put I '11 see further

:

Perhaps they will but please themselves upon
her.

Not cany her aboard. If she remain.

Whom they have ravish'd must by me be slain.

\_Exit.

Scene II.

—

Mitylene. A Room in a Brothel.

Enter Pander, Bawd, and BouLT.

Peind. Boult,

—

Boiilt. Sir?

Pand. Search the market narrowly' : Mity-

lene is full of gallants. We lost too much
money this mart by being too wenchle.ss.

Bawd. We were never so much out of

creatures. We have but poor three, and they

can do no more than they can do; and they

with continual action are even as good as rotten,

Pand. Therefore let's have fresh ones,

whate'er we pay for them. If there be not

a conscience to be used in every trade we
shall never prosper.

Bawd. Thou sayest true ; 'tLs not our bringing

up of poor bastards,—as, I think, I have
brought up some eleven,

—

Boult, Ay, to eleven ; and brought them
down again.—But shall I search the market?
Bawd. What else, man? The stuff we have,

a strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are

so pitifully sodden.

Pand. Thou sayest true ; they are too un-

wholesome, o' conscience. The poor Tran-
sylvanian is dead, that lay with the little

baggage.

Boult. Ay, she quickly pooped him ; she

made him roast -meat for worms.—But I'll go
search the market. \^E~xit.

Pand. Three or four thou.sand chequins were
as pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so

give over.

Bawd. Wliy to give over, I pray you? is it.

a shame to get when we are old?

Pand. O, our credit comes not in like the

commodity ; nor the commodity wages not with

the danger: therefore, if in our youths we
could pick up some pretty estate, 'twere not

amiss to keep our door hatch'd. Besides, the

sore terms we stand upon with the gods will be
strong with us for giving over.

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as w ell as we.

Pand. As well as we ! ay, and better too

;

we offend worse. Neither is our profession any
trade; it's no calling.—But here comes Boult.

Re-enter Boult, with Marina and the Pirates.

Bmilt. \To Marina.] Come your ways.

—

My masters, you say she's a virgin?

I Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not.

Boult. Master, I have gone through for this

piece, you see: if you like her, so; if not, I

have lost my earnest.

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities?

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well,

and has excellent good clothes: tliere's no
further necessity of qualities can make her be

refused.

Bawd. What 's her price, BouU?
Boult. It cannot be bated one doit of a

thousand pieces.
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Pand. Well, follow me, my masters; you
shall have your money presenlly. Wife, take

h'jr in ; instruct her what she has to do, that

she may not be raw in her entertainment.

\Exeuiit Pander and Pirates.

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her,

—

the colour of her hair, complexion, heitjht, ago,

with warrant of her virginity ; and cry, He that

will give most shall have her first. Such a

maidenhead were no cheap thing, if men were

as they have been. Get this done as I

command you.

Boitll. Performance shall follow, \^Exit.

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so

slow !

—

[these pirates,

—

He should have struck, not spoke;—or that

Not enough barbarous,—had not o'erboard

thrown me
P'or to seek my mother

!

Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one?
Afar. That I am pretty. [in you.

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part

Mar. I accuse them not.

Bawd. You are lit into my hands, where
you are like to live.

Mar. The more my fault

To 'scape his hands where I was like to die.

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure.

Mar. Na.
Bawd. Yes, indeed shall you, and taste

gentlemen of all fashions. You shall fare

well : you shall have the difference of all com-
plexions. What ! do you stop your ears?

Mar. Are you a woman ?

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I

be not a woman ?

Alar. An honest woman, or not a woman.
Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling : I think

I shall have something to do with you. Come,
you are a young foolish sapling, and must be
bowed as I would have you.

Mar. The gods defend me !

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by
men, then men must comfort you, men must
feed you, men must stir you up.—Boult 's

returned.

Re-enter Boult.

Now, sir, liast l!iou cried her through the
market ?

Boidt. I have crird her almost to the number
of her hairs ; I have drawn her picture with
my voice.

Bawd. And I pr'ythee tell me, how dost
tin HI find the inclination of the people, especi-
ally of the younger sort ?

Boult. Faith, they listened to me as they

would have hearkened to their father's testa-

ment. Th;re was a Spaniard's mouth so

watered that he went to bed to her very

description.

Bawd. We shall have him here to-morrow
with his best ruff on.

Boult. To-nii^ht, to-night. Rut, mistress, do
you know the French knight that cowers i' the

hams ?

Ba-cvd. \Vho ? Monsieur Veroles ?

Boult. Ay : he offered to cut a caper at the
proclamation ; but he made a groan at it, and
swore he would see her to-morrow.
Bawd. Well, well ; as for him, he brought

his disease hither: here he does but repair it.

I know he will come in our shadow to scatter

his crowns in the sun.

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a

traveller, we should lodge them with this

sign.

Bawd. [To Mar.] Pray you, come hither

awhile. You have fortunes coming upon you.

Mark me : you must seem to do that fearfully

which you commit willingly ; to despise profit

where you have most gain. To weep that you
live as you do makes pity in your lovers : sel-

dom but that pity begets you a good opinion,

and that opinion a mere profit.

Afar. I understand you not.

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, take her

home : these blushes of hers must be quenched
with some present practice.

Bawd. Thou sayest true, i' faith, so they

must ; for your bride goes to that with shame
which is her way to go with warrant.

Boult. Faith, some do, and some do not.

But, mistress, if I have bargained for the

joint,

—

Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit.

Boult. I may so.

Bawd. Who should deny it ? Come, young
one, I like the manner of your garments well.

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be

changed yet.

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town :

report what a sojourner we have ; you '11 lose

nothing by custom. When nature framed this

piece she meant thee a good turn ; therefore

say what a paragon she is, and thou hast the

harvest out of thine own report.

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall

not so awake the beds of eels as my giving oiit

her beauty stir up the lewdly inclined. I "11

bring home some to-night.

Bawd. Come your ways ; folicw me.

Afar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters

deep,
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Untied I still my virgin knot will keep.

Diana, aid my purpose !

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana ?

Pray you, will you go with us .'' \_Exetmt.

Scene III.

—

Tharsus. A Room in Cleon's
House.

Enter Cleon and Dionyza.

Dion, ^^'^^y, are you foolish ? Can it be un-
done ?

Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter
The sun and moon ne'er look d upon !

Dion. I think
You '11 turn a child again. [world,

Cle. Were 1 chief lord of all the spacious

I 'd give it to undo the deed. O lady,

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess

To equal any single crown o' the earth

r the justice of compare !—O villain Leonine !

Whom thou hast poison'd too : [ness

If thou hadst drunk to him, 't had been a kind-
Bt'coming well thy fact : what canst thou say
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ?

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the
fates,

To foster it, nor ever to preserve. [it?

She died at night; I "11 say so. Who can cross

Unless you play the pious innocent.
And for an honest attribute cry out,

She died byfoul play.

Cle. O, go to. Well, well.

Of all the faults beneath the heavens the gods
Do like this worst.

DioH. Be one of those that think
The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence,
And open this to Pericles. I do shame
To think of what a noble strain you are.

And of how coward a spirit.

Cle. To such proceeding
Who ever but his approbation added.
Though not his pre-conscnt, he did not flow
From honourable sources.

Dion. Be it so, then :

Yet none does know, but you, how she came
dead,

Kor none can know, Leonine being gone.
She did distain my child, and stood between
Her and her fortunes: none would look on her,

But cast their gazes on Marina's face ;

Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin,
Kot worth the time of day. It pierc'd me

thorough ;

And though you call my course unnatural.
You not your child well loving, yet I find
It greets me as an enterprise of kindness
Perform'd to your sole daughter.

Cle. Heavens forgive it

!

Dion. And as for Pericles, [hearse.
What should he say ? We wept after her
And yet we mourn : her monument
Is almost finish "d, and her epitaphs

In glittering golden characters express

A general praise to her, and care in us
At whose expense 'tis done.

Cle. Thou art like the harpy,
Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel's face,

Seize with thine eagle's talons.

Dion. You are like one that superstitiously

Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the
flies:

But yet I know you '11 do as I advise.

[Exeunt.

Enter Cower, bcjore the Monument cf
Marina at Tharsus.

Gow. Thus time we waste, and longest

leagues make short

;

Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for 't ;

Making,—to lake your imagination,

—

From bourn to bourn, region to region.

By you being pardon'd, we commit no crime
To use one language in each several clime,

Whet; Our scenes seem to live. I do beseech
yju [}<'U

To learn cf me, who stand i' ths gaps to teach

The stages of our story. Pericles

Is now again thwarting the wayward seas,

Attended on by many a lord and knight.

To see his daughter, all his life s delight.

Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late

Advanc'c in time to great and high estate.

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind.
Old Hrlimnus goes along beh.nd. [brought

Weil-sailing ships and bounteous winds have
This king to Tharsus,—think his pilot thought

;

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow
on,

—

To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone.

Like motes and shadows see them move awhile

;

Your ears unto your eyes I '11 reconcile.

Dumb show.

Enter, at one side, Pericles tvith his Train ;

Ci.KON and Dionyza at the other. Cleon
shows Pericles the Tomb of Marina,
ifhercat Pericles makes lamentation, puis

o'l sackcloth, and in a miglily passion departs.

Then exeunt Cleon and Dionyza.

See how belief may suffer by foul show !

This borrow'd passion stands for true old woe ;

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour'd,

Wilh sighs sh.jt through and biggest tears o'er-

shower'd,
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lieLeares Tharsus, and again embarks
sw'cais

Never to wash his face nor cut his hairs ;

He puts on sackclotli, and to sea. IJe bears

A tempest which his mortal vessel tears,

And yet he rides it out. .Now please you wit

Tie epitaph is for Marina writ

by wicked Oiony/.a.

[/Ccads the insfri/^/ioii on Marina's
Moiiiunent.

The fairest, sweefst, and best lies here,
Wiio wither'd iii her spring ol ye.ir

Shn was of Tyrus the king's da.igliler.

Oil whom foul di^ath hath m;ule this slniighter ;

M :rina was she c.A\ d ; and at her birih,

Thetis, beiig proud, swallowdsome part o t!ie earth :

Therefore the earth, fearing to be o'erflowd,
Hath Thetis' birth child on tlie heavens bestow'd :

Wherefore she does,—and swears she il never stint,—
Make r.igiiig battery upon shores of fliut.

No visard does become black villany

So well as s.)fi and tender flattery.

Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead,
A.'id bear his courses to be ordered
By Lady P'ortune ; while our scene must play
His daughter's woe and heavy well-aday
II-. her unholy service. I'llience, then,

And think you now are al! in Milylen,

\_E^it.

Scene IV.—Mitylene. A Street before lhe

Brothel.

Enter, from the Brothel, tvco Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like ?

2 Cent. No, nor never shall do in such a
place as this, she being once gone.

1 Gent. JHit to have divinity preached there !

di-1 you ever dream of such a thing.''

2 Gent. No, no. Come, I am for no more
bawdy-houses: shall 's go heat the vestals

smg?
I Gent. I '11 do anything now that is virtu-

ous ; but I aai out of the road of ruiting fir

ever. \E.\eunt.

SCE.NE V -Mitylene.
Brothel.

A Boom in the

Enter Fa.n6ex, Bawd, and Movi-T.

Band. Well, I had rather than twice tlie

worth of her she had ne'er come here.

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her ! she is able to

fioeze the god Priapus, and undo a whole
j; aeration. We must either get her ravished
or be rid of her. When she should do for

clients her fitment, and do me the kindness of

our profession, she has me her quirks, int
reasons, her master-reasons, her prayers, lar
knees ; that she would make a puritan of iLe
devil, if he should cheapen a kis; of her.

Boult. Faiiii, I must ravish her, or she')!

disfurnish us of all our cavaliers, and make all

our swearers priests. [for nn !

Paiid. Now, the pox upon her green -sickness

Bawd. Faith there 's no way to be rid on \
but by the way to the pox. Here comes the

Lord Lysimachus disguised.

Boult. We should have both lord and lown
if the peevish baggage would but give way to

customers.

Enter Lysimachus.

Lys. How now ! How a dozen of virgini-

ties?

Bawd. Now, the gods to-bless your honour

!

Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good
health.

Lys. You may so ; 'tis the belter for you that

your resorters stand upon sound legs. How
now, wholesome iniquity? Have you that a

man may deal withal, and defy the surgeon ?

Baivd. We have here one, sir, if slie would
—but there never came her like in Mitylene.

Lys. If she 'd do the deed of darkness, thou
wouldst say. [well enough.

Bazud. Your honour knows what 'tis to say
Lys. Well, call forth, call forth.

Botilt. For flesh and blood, sir, white ai >!

red, you shall see a rose ; and siie were a riise

indeed, if she had but,

—

Lys. What, pr'ythee?

Boult. O, sir, I can be modest.
Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd no

less than it gives a good report to a number to

be chaste. \^E\it Rot: I t.

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the

stalk,—never plucked yet, I can assure you.

Re-enter Boult -,uiih Marina.

Is she not a fair creature?

Lys. Faith, she would serve after a long
voyage at sea. Well, there 's for you:

—

Iea\e

us.

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave:

a word, and I 'U have done presently.

Lys. I beseech you. do.

Bawd. First, I would have you note this is

an honourable man.
[To Mar., whom she fakes aside.

Afar. I desire to fi;;d him so, that I may
worthily note him.
Bawd. Next, he's the governor of h:s

country, and a man whom I am bound to.
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Mar. If he govern the country you are bound
to him indeed ; but how honourable he is in

that I know not.

Bazud. Pray you, without any more virginal

fencing, will you use him kindly? He will line

your apron with gold.

Mar. What he will do graciously I will

thankfully receive.

Lys. Ha' you done?
Bawd. My lord, she 's not paced yet : you

must take some pains to work her to your

nanage. Come, we will leave his honour and
her together.—Go thy ways.

—

[Exemi! IJawd, Pander, and BoULT.
Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have you

been at this trade?

Mar. What trade, sir?

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend.

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade.

Please you to name it. [sion?

Lys. How long have you been of this profes-

Mar. E'er since I can remember.
Lys. Did you go to 't so young? Were you

a gamester at five or at seven ?

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one.

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims

you to be a creature of sale.

iMar. Do you know this house to be a place

of such resort, and will come inlo't? I hear

£ 7 you are of honourable parts, and are the

:^ : vemor of this place.

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known
s.i:<^ you who I am?
Mjr, Who is my principal ?

Lys. Why, your herb-woman ; she that sets

seeds and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you

have heard something of my power, and so

stand aloof for more serious wooing. But I

protest to thee, pretty one, my authority shall

nu see thee, or else look friendly upon thee.

Come, bring me to some private place ; come,
come. [now

;

Mar, If you were born to honour, show it

If put upon you, make the judgment good
That thought you worthy of it.

Lys. How 's this? how's this?—Some more;

—

be sage.

Mar For me.
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune

Hath plac'd me in this sty,

Where, since I came,
Diseases have been sold dearer than physic,

—

that the good gods
Would set me free from this unhallow'd place,

1 hough they did change me to the meanest bird

That flies i' the purer air !

Lvs. I did not think

Thou couldst have spoke so well ; ne'er dream d
thou couldst.

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind,
Thy speech had alter'd it. llold, here's gold

for thee

:

Persever in that clear way thou goest,

.\nd the gods strengthen thee

!

Mar. The good gods preserve you

!

Lys. For me, be you thoughten
That I came with no ill intent ; for to me
The very doors and windows savour vilely.

Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, and
I dou'ot not but thy training hath been noble.

—

Hold, here's more gold for thee.

—

A curse upon him, die he like a thief,

That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou dost

hear from me
It shall be for thy good.

Re-entef BoULT as Lysimachus is putting I'p

his purse.

Botdl. I beseech your honour, one piece for

me. [house,

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned doorkeeper ! Your
But for tins virgin that doth prop it.

Would sink and overwhelm you. Away!
lExit.

Botdl. How's this? We must take another

course with you. If your peevish chastity,

which is not worth a breakfast in the cheape ,t

country under the cope, shall undo a whole

liousehold, let me be gelded like a spaniel.

Come your ways.

Liar. Whither would you have me?
Boidt. I must have your maidenhead taken

off, or the common hangman shall execute \\.

Come your ways. We '11 have no more gentle-

men driven away. Come your ways, I say.

Re-enter Bawd.

Bawd. How now ! What 's the matter?

Boitlt, Worse and worse, mistress ; she has

here spoken holy words to the Lord Lysima-

chus.

Bazvd. O abominable

!

Boidt. She makes our profession as it were

to stink afore the lace of the gods.

Baivd. Many, hang her up for ever !

Boiilt. The nobleman would have dealt with

her like a nobleman, and she sent him away
as cold as a snowball ; saying his prayers loo.

Bawd. Boiilt, take hei away; use her at thy

pleasure : crack the glass of her virginity, and

make the rest malleable.

Boidt. An if she were a thornier piece of

grcmd than she is, she shall be ploughed.

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods

!
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Bawd. She conjures: away with lier ! Would
she had never come wiihiii my doors ! Marry,
hang you !—She 's born to undo us.—Will you
not go the way of womenkind? Marry, come
II P, my dish of chastity with rosemary and
li.iys! [E.xi/.

Ho:i/l. Come, mistress ; come your ways with

n;c.

Miir. Whither wilt thou have me? [so dear.

Botilt. To take from you the jewel you hold
Mar. Pr'ythee, tell me one thing first.

Boull. Come now, your one thing. [be?
Mar. Wliat canst thou wish thine enemy to

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my
master, or, rather, my mistress.

Mar. Neither of these are Jo bad as thou art,

Smce they do belter thee in their command.
Tliou hold'st a place for which the pained'st fiend

Of hell would not in reputation change:
Thou 'rt the damn'd doorkeeper to every
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his tib;

To the choleric fisting of every rogue
Thy ear is liable ; thy very food is such
As hath been belch'd on by infected lungs.

Botilt. What would you have me do? go to

tlie wars, would you? where a man may serve
seven years for the loss of a leg, and have not
money enough in the end to buy him a wooden
one? [Empty
Mar. Do anything but this thou doest.

Old receptacles, or common sewers, of filth;

S >rve by indenture to the common hangman:
Any of the.se ways are yet better than this

;

For what thou professest, a baboon, could he
speak,

\Vould own a name too dear.—O that the gods
Would safely deliver me from this place !

—

I lore, here 's gold for thee,

li that thy master would gain by me,
I'roclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance.
With other virtues which I '11 keep from boast

;

And I will undertake all these to teach.
I doubt not but this populous city will
Yield many scholars. [of?

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak
Alar. Prove that I cannot, take me home

again.

And prostitute mc to the basest groom
That doth frequent your house.

Boult. Well, I will see what I can do for

thee: if I can place thee, I will.

Mar. But amongst honest women?
Boult. Faith, my acquaintance lies little

amongst them. But since my master and mis-
tres5 have bought you, there 's no going but by
their consent: therefore I will make them ac-
quainted with your purpose, and I doubt not

but I shall find them tractable enough. Come,
I '11 do for thee what I can ; come your ways.

[ Exeunt.

ACT Y.

Enter Gower.

Cow. Marina thus the brolhci scapes, and
chances

Into an honest house, our story says.

She sings like one immortal, and she dances
As goddess-like to her admired lays;

Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her needle
composes [berry,

Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or

That even her art sisters the natural roses

;

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry:

That pupils lacks she none of noble race,

Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place;

And to her father turn our thoughts again.

Where we left him, on the sea. We there him
lost;

Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv'd

Here where his daughter dwells; and on this

coast

Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv'd

God Neptune's annual feast to keep : from
whence

Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies,

His banners sable, trimm'd with rich expense;
And to him in his barge with fervour hies.

In your supposing once more put your sight

Of heavy Pericles, think this his bark:

W'here what is done in action, more, if might,

Shall be discover'd ; please you, sit, and hark.

{Exit.

Scene I.

—

On hoard Pericles' ship, off Mity-
Icnc. A Pavilion on deck wiih a curtain

before it; Perici.ES -within it, reclining on
a couch. A barge lying beside the Tyrian
vessel.

Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian
vessel, the other to the barge ; to Ikern 1 1 ELI-

CAN US.

Tyr. Sail. Wliere is Lord Helicanus ? he
can resolve you.

\_To the Sailor of Mitylene.

O, here he is.—

•

Sir, there's a barge put off from Mitylene,

And in it is Lysimachus the governor, [will?

Who craves to come aboard. What is your

Ilel. That he have his. Call up some
gentlemen.

Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls.
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Enter two or three Gentlemen.

1 Gerit. Doth your lordship call?

Hel. Gentlemen, [pray>

There is some of worth would come aboard; I

Greet them fairly.

[ The Gentlemen and the two Sailors

descend, and go on board the barge.

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Lords,

with the Gentlemen and the two Sailors.

Tyr. Sail. Sir,

This is the man that can, in aught you would.

Resolve you.

Lys. Hail, reverend sir ! The gods preserve

you

!

Hel. And you, sir, to outlive the age I am.

And die as I would do.

Lys. You wish me well.

Being on shore, honouring ofNeptune's triumphs,

Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us,

I made to it, to know of whence you are.

Hel. Urst, what is your place?

Lys, I am the governor

Of this place you lie before.

He!. Sir,

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king; [spoken

A man who for this three nxjnlhs hath not

To any one, nor taken sustenance,

But to prorogue his grief. [ture?

Lys. Upon what ground is his distempera-

Hel. 'Twould be too tedious to repeat

;

But the main grief springs from the loss

Of a beloved daughter and a wife.

Lys. May we not see him?
Hel. You may

;

But bootless is your sight,—he will not speak

To any.

Lys. Yet let me obtain my wish.

Hel. Behold him [Perici.es discovered\

This was a goodly person

Till the disaster that one mortal night

Drove him to this.

Lys. Sir king, all hail! the gods preserve

you

!

Hail, royal sir

!

Hel. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you.

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I

durst wager.

Would win some words of him.

Lvs. 'Tis well bethought.

.She, questionless, with her sweet liarmony

And other choice attractions, would allure.

And make a battery through his deafen'd parts,

Y'hich now are midway stopp'd :

She is all happy as the fairest of all.

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon

The leafy shellet that abuts against

The island's side.

\He whispers first Lord, who goes off
in the barge of LV.SIMACHUS.

Hel. Sure, all 's efiectless ; yet nothing we'll

omit [kindness

That bears recovery's name. But, since your
We have st retch "d thus far, let us beseech you
That for our gold we may provision have,

Wherein we are not destitute for want,
r<ut weary for the staleness.

Lys. O, sir, a courtesy

Which if we should deny, the most just gods
I'or every graft would send a calerpiliar.

And so afflict our province.— \'ct once mute
Let me entreat to know at large the cause

Of your king's sorrow.

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it to you: —
But, see, I am prevented.

Re-enter, from the barge. First Lord, with
Marina and a young Lady.

Lys. O, here is

The lady that I sent for.— Welcome, fair one !- -

Is't not a goodly presence?

Hel. She's a gallant Lidy.

L^ys. She's such a one that, were I vmU
assur'd

Came of gentle kind and noble stock, [wed -
I 'd wish no belter choice, and think me rarely

Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty

Expect even here, where is a kingly patient

:

If that thy prosperous and artificial feat

Can draw him but to answer thee in aught,

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay

.Vs thy desires can wisli.

Mar. Sir, I will use

My utmost skill in his recovery,

Provided
That none but I and my comjjaiiion maid
Be suffer'd to come near him.

Lys. Come, let ns leave her;

And the gods make her prosperous!
[Marina sings.

Lys. Mark'd he your music?
ALar. No, nor look'd on us.

Lys. See, she will speak to him.

jUar. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear.

fer. Hum, ha

!

AAtr. I am a maid,

My lord, that ne'er before invitvd eyes.

But have been gaz'd on like a comet : she speak?,

My lord, that, may be, hath endur'd a grief

Might equal yours, if both were justly wei<j;h'd.

Though wayward fortune did malign my slate.

My derivation was from ancestor>

Who stood equivalent with mii^hty kings:
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Ei't lime hath rooted out my parentage,

And CO the world and awkward casuahics

L lund me in servitude.

—

[/Is/de. ] I will desist

;

But there is something glows upon my chcuk,

And whispers in mine ear, Co not till he speak.

Per. My fortunes—parentage—good parent-

age—
_

[you ?

To equal mine!—was it not thus? what say

M.tr. I said, my lord, if you did know my
parentage

Vou would not do me violence.

Per. I <lo think so.

—

I pray you, turn your eyes upon me. [woman?
\'i\x are like somcihing that—What country-

Hcre of these shores?
Mar. No, nor of any shoro^^

:

^'ct I was mortally brought forth, and am
Ko other than I appear. [weeping.

Per. I am groat with woe, and shall deliver

Lly dearest wife was like this maid, and such

a one [square brows ;

My daugiUer miglU have been: my queen's

I icr stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight

;

A-; silver voic'd ; her eyes as jewel-like.

And cas'd as richly; in pace another Juno;
Who starves the cars she feeds, and makes

them hungry [you liver'

Tiie more she gives them speech.—\Vhcre du
' Mar. Where I am but a stranger : from the

deck
Y iu may discern the place.

Per. Where were you bred ?

Aad how achicv'd j'ou these endowments, which
You make more rich to owe? [seem

Mar. If I should tell my history, it would
Like Ues, disdain'd in the reporting.

Per. Pr'ythec, spe.ak :

Falseness cannot come from thee; for thou look".st

Modest as Justice, and thou seem'st a palace
Fji the crown'd Truth to dwell in: I will

believe thee,

And make my senses credit thy relation

T ) points that seem imjwssiblc ; for thou look'st

I/ike one I lov'd intieed. What were thy friends ?

Didst thou not say, when I did push thee
back,

—

\\'hich was when I perceiv'd thee,—that thou
cam'st

From good descending?
'^{ar. So indeed I did.

Per. Report thy parentage. I think Ihou
said'st

TIiou hadst been toss'd from wrong to iniury,
And that thou thought'st thy griefs might

equal mine,
If both were ojXidVl.

Mar. Some such thing

I said, an<i said no more but what my thoughts
Did warrant me was likely.

Per. Tell thy story ;

If thine consider'd prove the thousandth part
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I

Have sufier'd like a girl: yet thou dost look
Like Patience gazing on kings' graves, and

smiling

Extremity out of act. What were thy friends?

How lost thou them? Thy name, my most
kind virgin?

Recount, I do beseech thee: come, sit by mc.
Mar. My name is Marina.
Per. O, I am mock'd,

.\nd thou by some incensed god sent hither

To make the world to laugh at me.
Mar. Patience, good sir,

Or here I '11 cease.

Per. Nay, I'll be patient.

Thou little know'st how thou dost startle me,
To call thyself Marina.

i^Iar. The name
Was given mc by one that had some power,

—

.My father, and a king.

Per. How ! a king's daughter?
.\nd call'd Marina?
Mar. You said you would believe me;

Rut, not to be a troubler of your peace,

I will end here.

Per. But are you flesh and blood?
Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy?

-Motion!—Well; speak on. Where were you
bom?

And wherefore call'd Marina?
Mar. Call'd Marina

I'^or I was born at sea.

Per. At sea ! what mother?
Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king

;

Who died the minute I was born.

As my good nurse Lychorioa hath oft

Dcliver'd weeping.
Per. O, stop there a little !

—

^.Aside.^ This is the rarest dream that e'er dull

sleep

Hid mock sad fools withal : this cannot be:
My daughter's buried.—Well:—where were

you bred?
I 'II hear you more, to the bottom of your story,

.'\nd never interrupt you.

Mar. You '11 scarce believe mc: 'twere best I

did give o'er.

Per. I will believe you by the syllable

Ol what you shall deliver. Yet give me leave,—

>

How came you in these parts? where were you
bred? [leave me;

Ma'-. The king my father did in Tharsus
Till crael Cieon, with his wicked wife,
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Did seek to murder me : and having woo'd

A villain to attempt it, who having drawn todo 't,

A crew of pirates came and rescu'd me;
Brought me to Milylene. But, good sir,

Whither will you have me? Why do you weep?
It may be

You think me an imposter: no, good faith;

I am the daughter to King Pericles,

If good King Pericles be.

Per. Ho, Helicanus

!

Hel. Calls my lord?

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor,

Most wise in general : tell me, if thou canst,

What this maid is, or what is like to be.

That thus hath made me weep?
Hel. I know not ; but

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene

Speaks nobly of her.

Lys. She would never tell

Her parentage ; being demanded that.

She would sit still and weep.

Per. O Helicanus, strike me, honour'd sir;

("live me a gash, put me to present pain;

I.est this great sea of joys rushing upon me
O'erbear the shores of my mortality, [hither.

And drown me with their sweetness.—O, come
Thou that begett'st him that did thee beget

;

Thou that was born at sea, buried at Tharsus,

And found at sea again !_—O Helicanus,

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud

As thunder threatens us: this is Marina.

—

What was thy mother's name? tell me but that.

For truth can never be confirm'd enough,

Though doubts did ever sleep.

Mar, First, sir, I pray,

W'hat is your title?

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now
My drown'd queen's name,—as in the rest you

said [of kingdoms,

Thou 'st been godlike perfect,—thou 'rt the heir

And another life to Pericles thy father.

Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter than

To say my mother's name was Thaisa?

Thaisa was my mother, who did end
The minute I began. [my child.

—

Per. Now, blessing on thee! rise; thou art

Give me fresh garments.—Mine own Heli-

canus,

—

She is not dead at Tharsus, as she should have

been
By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee all

;

When thou shah kneel, and justify in knowledge
She is thy very princess.—V\Tio is this?

Hel. Sir, 'tis the governor of Mitylene,

W^ho, hearing of your melancholy state,

Did come to see you.

Fir. I embrace you.

—

Gire me my robes.— I am wild in my behold-
ing.

—

[music?—

•

heavens bless my girH—But, hark, what
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him
O'er, point by point, for yet he seems lo doubt,

How sure you are my daughter.—But, what
music?

Hel. My lord, I hear none.
Per. None

!

The music of the spheres !— List, my ^^arina.

Lys. It is not good to cross him ; give him way.
Per. Rarest sounds ! Do ye not hear?

Lys. My lord, I hear. YMitsic.

I^er. Most heavenly music!
It nips me into listening, and thick slumber
Hangs upon mine eyes: let me rest. {^SLeJ-s.

Lys. A pillow for his head :

—

So, leave himall.—Well, my companion-friends.

If this but answer to my just belief,

1 'II well remember you.

[Exeunt all but Pericles.

Diana appears to Pericles as in a visuvi.

Dia. My tern. pie stands in Ephesus: hie ti.ee

thither,

And do upon mine altar sacrifice.
tfi'-'^'^'''*

There, when my maiden priests are met lo-

Before the people all,

Reveal how ihou at sea didst lose thy wife:

To mourn thy crosses, with thy draigliter's, call.

And give them repetition to the life.

Or perform my bidding or thou liv'st in woe

;

Do it, and happy; by my silver bow!
Awake and tell thy dream. [Disappears.

L'cr. Celestial Dian, goddess argenline,

I will obey thee.—Helicanus I

Re-enter Helicanus, Lysimaciius,
Marina, ir'c.

Hel. Sir? [strike

Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to

The inhospitable Cleon; but I am
For other service first : to.ward Ephesus
Turn our blown sails; eflsoons I 11 tell thee

why.

—

[To Helicanus.
Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your sliorc,

[ To Lysimaciujs.

And give you gold for such provision

As our intents will need?
Lys. Sir,

With all my heart ; and when you come ashore

I have another suit.

Per. You shall prevail.

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems
You have been noble towards her.

Lys. Sir, lend me your s-m.

Per. Come, my Mariaa. [^Lxeunt,
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Enlcr GOWER, before (he Temple of Diana al

Ephcsus.

Gotv. Now our sands are almost run ;

More a little, and then done.

Tliis, my last boon, give me,—
I'or such kindness must relieve mc,

—

That you aptly will suppose

What pageantry, what feats, what shows,

Wii.it minstrelsy, and pretty din,

1 iie regent made in Mitylin,

To greet the king. So he thriv'd,

That he is promis'd to be wiv'd

To fair Marina; but in no wise

Till he had done his sacrifice.

As Dian bade: whereto being bound
The interim, pray you, all confound.

In feather'd briefness sails are filTd,

And wishes fall out as they're will'd.

At Kphesus the temple see,

Our king, and all his coni])any.

Tliat he can hither come so soon,

1-. by your fancy's thankful boon. \Exit.

Sc I'. N K 1 1 .— 77/^ Temple of\)\K^hat Efhesus

;

ThaISA s/aii/lino near the altar as high

priestess ; a niinit>er of Virgins on each side ;

C'ekimon aiui otlur Inhabitants of Ephcsus
attending.

Enter Perici.ES, with his Train; Lysima-
ciius, IIelicanus, Marina, and a Lady.

Per. Hail, Dian ! to perform thy just com-
mand,

I here confess myself the King of Tyre;
Who, friglited from my country, die! wed
At I'entapolis tlie fair Thaisa.

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth

A maid-child, call'd Marina; who, O goddess.

Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tharsus

Was nurs'd with Cleon ; who at fourteen years

lie sought to murder: but her better stars

Bioughl her to Mitylene; 'gainst whose shore

Kiding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard

us, [she

Whore, by her own most clear remembrance,
Made known herself my daughter.

Tliai. Voice and favour !

—

Vou are, you are—O royal Pericles !— [ Faints.

Per. What means the woman? she dies!

help, gentlemen

!

Cer. Noble sir,

If you have told Diana's altar true,

Tliis is your wife.

Per. Reverend appearcr, no ;

1 .v.xtw li r o'eiboard with these very arms.

Cer. Upon thiii coast, I warrant you.

Per. 'Tis most cenaiiL

Cer. Look to the lady;—O, she's but o'er-

joy'd.—
Early in blustering morn this lady w,t,s

Thrown upon this shore. I op'd the coffm.

Found there rich jewels ; recover'd her, and
plac'd her

Here in Diana's temple.

Per. May we see them ?

Cer, Great sir, they shall be brought you to

my house,

Whilher I invite you.—Look, Thaisa is

Recover'd.

Tliai. O, let me look !

If he be none of mine, my sanctity

Will to my sense bend no licentious ear,

But curb it, spite of seeing.—O, my lord,

Are you not Pericles? Like him )'ou speak,

Like him you are : did you not name a tempest,

A birth and death?
Per. The voice of dead Thaisa

!

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead
And drown'd.

Per. Immortal Dian

!

Thai. Now I know you better.

—

W'hen v.e with tears parted Pentapolis,

The king my father gave you such a ring.

\^Shows a ring.

Per. This, this : no more, you gods ! your

present kindness [well.

Makes my past miseries sport: you shall do
That on the touching of her lips I may
Melt, and no more be seen. O, come, be buried

A second time within these arms.

Mar. My heart

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom.
[A'neels /o THAIS A.

Per. Look, who kneels here! P'lesh of ihy

flesh, Thaisa ;

Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina
For she was yielded there.

Thai. Bless'd, and mine own!
//el. Hail, madam, and my queen !

Thai. I know you not.

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly

from Tyre,

I left behind an ancient substitute:

Can you remember what I call'd the man ?

I have nam'd him oft.

Thai. 'Twas IIelicanus then.

Per. Still confirmation :

Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he.

Now do I long to hear how you were found ;

flow possibly preserv'd ; and who to thank.

Besides the gods, for this great miracle.

2hai, Lord Cerimon, my lord; this man,
tluouiih whom
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The gods have shown their power ; 'tis he

That can from first to last resolve you.

Per. Reverend sir,

The gods can have no mortal officer

More like a god than you. Will j'ou deliver

How this dead queen re-lives ?

Cer. I v.'ill, my lord.

Beseech you, first go with me to my house,

Where shall be shown you all was found with her;

How she came placed here in the temple ;

No needful thing omitted. [I

Per. Pure Dian, bless thee for thy vision 1

Will offer night-oblations to thee.—Thaisa,

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter,

Shall marry her at Pentapolis.—And now.

This ornament
Makes me look dismal will I clip to form ;

And what this fourteen years no razor touch'd,

To grace thy marriage-day I '11 beautify.

Ihai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good
credit, sir.

My father 's dead.

Per. Heavens m.^ike a star of him ! Vet there,

my queen.

We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves

Vv'iii ill that kingdom spend our following days :

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign.

—

Lor.' Cerinu.m, we do our longing stay

To hear the rest untold : sir, lead 's the w ay.

\_Exennt.

Enter GoWER.

Gozv. In Antiochus and his daugiilcr you
have heard

Of monstrous lust the due and just reward :

In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen,

—

Although assail'd with fortune fierce and keen,—

•

Virtue preserv'd from fell destruction's blast.

Led on by heaven, and crown'd with joy at last

:

In Helicanus may you well descry

A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty:

In reverend Cerimon there well appears

Tiie worth that learned charity aye wears :

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour'd name
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn.

That him and his they in his palace burn ;

The gods for murder seemed so content

To punish them,—although not done, but meant.

So, on your patience evermore attending.

New joy wait on you ! Here our play has end-

ing. \Exii.

2K
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ACT L

Scene L—A Room of State in King Lear's
Palace.

Enter Ke^t, Gloster, a«^ Edmund.

JiTeftt. I thought the king had more affected

the Duke of Albany than Cornwall.
Glo. It did always seem so to us: but now,

in the division of the kingdom, it appears not
which of the dukes he values most ; for equali-

ties are so weighed that curiosity in neither can
make choice of eilher's moiety.

A^«/. Is not this your son, my lord ?

Glo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my
charge : I have so often blushed to acknow-
ledge him that now I am brazed to it.

Kent. I cannot conceive you.
Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could :

whereupon she grew round- wombed, and liad

indeed, sir, a son for her cradie ere she had a
husband for her bed. Do you smsll a fault?

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the
issue of it being so proper.

Glo. But I have a son, sir, by order of law,
some year elder than this, who yet is no dearer
in. my account : though this knave came some-
thing saucily into the world before he was sent
for, yet was his mother fair ; there was good
sport at his making, and the whoreson must be
acknowledged.—Do you know this noble gentle-
man, Edmund ?

Edm. No, my lord.

Glo. My Lord of Kent : remember him here-
after as my honourable friend.

Edm. My services to your lordship.

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you
better.

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving.

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away
he shall again.—The king is coming.

\_Sennet within.

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril,
Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants.

Lear. Attend the Lords of France and Bur-
gundy,

(jloster.

Glo. I shall, my liege.

\^Exetint (j\,0. and'E.XiVi.

Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker
purpose.

—

[divided
Give me the map there.—Know that we have
In three our kingdom : and 'lis our fast intent

To shake all cares and business from our age ;

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we
Unburden'd crawl toward death.—Our son of

Cornwall,

And you, our no less loving son of Albany,
We have this hour a constant will to publish

Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife

May be prevented now. The princes, France
and Burgundy,

Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love,

Long in our court have made their amorous
sojourn, [daughters,

—

And here are to te answer'd.—Tell me, my
Since now we will divest us both of rule,

Interest of territory, cares of state,

—
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Which of you shall we say doth love us most ?

That we our largest bounty may extend
Where nature doth with merit challenge.

—

Goneril,

Our eldest-born, speak first.

Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can
wield the matter ;

Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty

;

Beyond what can be valu'd, rich or rare ;

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty,

honour

;

A> much as child e'er lov'd, or father found ;

A love tliat makes breath poor and speech unable;
Beyond all manner of so much I love you.

Cor, [AszWc] What shall Cordelia do? Love,
and be silent. [to this,

Li'ar. Of all these bounds, even from this line

V.'ith shadowy forestsand with champains rich'd,

Wiih plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,
We make thee lady : to thine and Albany's issue

Be this perpetual.—^What says our second
daughter.

Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.
A'i'g. I am made of that self metal as my sister.

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart

I find she names my very deed of love;

Only she comes too short,—that I profess

I>lyself an enemy to all other joys [possesses

;

V. iiich the most precious square of sense

And find I am alone felicitate

In your dear highness' love.

Cof. [Aside.] Then poor Cordelia !

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love 's

More ponderous than my tongue.

Lear. To thee and thine hereditary ever

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;
Ko less in space, validity, and pleasure

Than that conferr'd on Goneril.—Now, our joy,

Ailhough the last, not least ; to whose young
love

The vines of France and milk of Burgrmdy
Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say to

draw [Speak.

A third more opulent than your sisters?

Cor. Nothing, my lord.

Lear. Nothing

!

Cor. Nothing. [again.

Lear. Nothing will come 0/ nothing : speak
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty
According to my bond ; nor more nor less.

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ! mend your
speech a little,

Lest you may mar your fortunes.

Cor. Good my lord,

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I

Return those duties back as are rigfit ^it.

Obey you, love ycu, and most honour you.
Why have my sisters husbands if they say
They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,
That lord whose hand must take my plight

shall carry

Half my love with him, half my care and duty

:

Sure I shall never marry like my sisters,

To love my father all.

Lear. But goes thy heart with this?

Cor. Ay, good my lord.

Lear, So yoang and so untender?
Cor. So young, my lord, and true.

Lear. Let it be so,—thy truth, then, be t!i^

dower

:

For by the sacred radiance of the sun.

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night;

By all the operation of the orbs.

From v/hom we do exist and cease to be

;

Here I disclaim all my paternal care,

Propinquity, and property of blood,

And as a stranger to my heart and me
Hold thee, from this for ever. The barbarous

Scythian,

Or he that makes his generation messes
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd,

As thou my sometime daughter.

Kent. Good my liege,—
Lear. Peace, Kent

!

Come not between the dragon and his wrath.

I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest

On her kind nursery.— Hence, and avoid my
sight!

—

[7(? Cordelia.
So be my grave my peace, as here I give

Her father's heart from her !—Call France ;

—

who stirs?

Call Burgundy.—Cornwall and Albany,
With my two daughters' dowers digest tbelhird;

Let pride, which sb.e calls plainness, marry her.

I do invest you jointly with my power.
Pre-eminence, and all the large efi^ects

That troop with majesty.—Ourself, by montlily

course,

With reservation of an hundred knights,

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode
Rlake with you by due turns. Only we stiil

retain

The name, and all the additions to a king

;

The sway.
Revenue, execution of the rest.

Beloved sons, be yours: which to confirm,

This coronet part between you.

[Giving Ike crcivn,

Kent. Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honoui-'d as my king,

Lov'd as ray father, as my master foUow'd,

As my great patron thought on in my prayers.—
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Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make
from the shaft.

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade

The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly
When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do,

old man? [speak

Think'st thou that duty shall have dread to

\\ lien power to flattery bows? To plainness

honour's bound
When majesty falls lo folly. Reserve thy state

;

And in thy best consideration check
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judg

ment,
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least

;

Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound
Reverbs no hollowness.

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more.
I^ent. My life I never held but as a pawn

To wage against thine enemies; nor fear to

lose it,

Thy safety being the motive.

Lear. Out of my sight

!

F\ent, See better, Lear; and let me still

remain
The true blank of thine eye.

Lear. Now, by Apollo,

—

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king,

Thou swear'sl thy gods in vain.

Lear. O, vassal ! miscreant

!

\Laying his hand on his sword.
Alb. and Corn. Dear sir, forbear.

Kent. Do;
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift

;

Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,

I "11 tell thee thou dost evil,

Lear. Hear me, recreant !

On thine allegiance, hear me!

—

Since thou hast sought to make us break our
vow,

—

Which we durst never yet,—and with strain'd

pride

To come betwixt our sentence and our power,

—

Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,

—

Our potency made good, take thy reward.
Five days we do allot thee for provision
To shield thee from disasters of the world ;

And on the si.xth to turn thy hated back
Upon our kingdom: if,on the tenth day following,
Thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions,
Tlie moment is thy death. Away ! by Jupiter,
This shall not be revok'd.

Kent. Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou
wilt appear.

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.—
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,

\To Cordelia.

That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said

!

And your large speechesmay your deeds approve,
[7(7 Regan aw^^GoNERii..

That good effects may spring from words of

love. —
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ;

lie '11 shape his old course in a country new.
\Exit.

Flourish. Re-enter Gloster, with FRANCE,
Burgundy, a«df Attendants.

G/o. Here's France and Burgundy, my
noble lord.

Lear. My lord of Burgundy,
We first address toward you, who with tiiis king
I lath rivall'd for our daughter : what in the least

Will you require in present dower with her,

Or cease your quest of love?

Bur. Most royal majesty,

I crave no more than hath your highness offer'd.

Nor will you tender less.

Lear. Right noble Burgundy,
When she was dear to us we did hold her so

;

But now her price is fall'n. Sir, there she
stands:

I! a,ught within that little seeming substance.

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd.

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,

She 's there, and she is yours.

Bur. I know no answer.
Lear. Will you, with those infirmities she

owes.
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, [oath,

Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our
Take her or leave her?

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir;

Election makes not up on such conditions.

Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the powei
that made me,

I tell you all her wealth.—For you, great king,

[To France.
I would not from your love make such a stray.

To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech
you

To avert your liking a more worthier way
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham'd
Almost to acknowledge hers.

France. This is most strange.

That she, who even but now was your best

object.

The argument of your praise, balm of your age,

Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of

time
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle

So many folds of favour. Sure her offence

Must be of such unnatural degree

That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd aflfection
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Fall into taint : which to believe of her

Musi be a faith that reason without miracle

Could never plant in me.
Cor. I yet beseech your majesty,

—

l^ for I want that glib and oily art [intend,

To speak and purpose not; since what 1 well

1 11 do "t belore I speak,—that you make known
!i is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,

No unchaste action or dishonour'd step.

That hath depriv'd me of your grace and
favour ; |

richer,

—

Ci:i even for want of that for which I am
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue [it

That I am glad I have not, though not to have

Hath lost me in your liking.

Lca>-. Better thou

Ha!st not been born tlian not to have pleas'd

nie better.

France. Is it but t'lis,—a tardiness in nature,

Which often leaves the history unspoke
That it intends to do?— iNTy lord of Burgundy,
\Vhat say yo;i to the lady? Love 's not love

Vi'iien it is mingled with regards that stand

A;oof from the entire point. Will you have her?

She is herself a dowry.
Btir. Royal king.

t'liVe but that portion which yourself propos'd,

,\nd here I take Cordelia by the hand,

D^'.chess of Burgundy.
Lear. Nothing: I have sworn; I am firm.

Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father

That you must lose a husband.

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy !

Since that respects of fortune are his love

i shall not be his wife. [being poor

;

France, f'airest Cordelia, that art most rich,

r.!ost choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis'd !

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon

:

Be it lawful, I take up what 's cast away.

Gods, gods ! 'tis strange that from their cold'st

neglect

My love should kindle to inflam'd respect.

—

Thy doweriess daughter, king, thrown to my
chance,

Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France:

Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy
C\x\ buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me.

—

l.id them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind:
1 hou iosest here, a better where to find.

Lea.r. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine;

for we
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see

1 nat face of hers again.—Therefore be gone
Without our grace, our love, our benison.

—

C'liie, noble Burgundy.
{Flourish. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corn-
wall, Albany, Gloster, and Attendants.

France. Bid farewell to your sisters.

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with wash'd
eyes

Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you arc

;

And, like a sister, am most loth to call

\'our faults as they are nam'd. Love well our

father :

To your professed bosoms I commit him:
But yet, alas, stood I within his grace,

I would prefer him to a better place.

So, farewell to you both.

Reg. Prescribe not us our duty.

Con. Let your study

Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd you
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted,

And well are worth the want that you have
wanted. [hides:

Cor. Time shall unfold what plighted cunning
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.

Well may you prosper !

France. Come, my fair Cordelia.

[Exeunt France anil Cordelia.
Gon. Sister, it is not little I have to say (T

what most nearly appertains to us both. I

think our father will hence to-night.

Reg. That 's most certain, and with you ;

next month ivith us.

Gon. Yon see how full of changes his age is ;

the observation we have made of it hath not

been little : he always loved our sister most ;

and with what poor judgment he hath now cait

her off appears too grossly.

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age : yet lie

hath ever but slenderly known himself.

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath
been but rash; then must we look to receive

from his age not alone the imperfections of loiig-

engraffed condition, but therewithal the unruly

waywardness that infirm and choleric years

bring W'ilh them.

Rig. Such unconstant starts are we like to

have from him as this of Kent's banishment.
Gon. There is further compliment of leave-

taking between France and him. Pray you, let

us hit together : if our father carry authority

with such dispositions as he bears, this last

surrender of his will but offend us.

Re;;. We shall further think of it.

Gon. We must do something, and i' the heat.

[Exeunt,

Scene II.—.4 Flail vi the Earl of
Gloster"s Castle.

Enter Edmund -inith a letter.

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy

law
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My services are bound. Wherefore should I

Si and in the plague of custom, and permit
The curiosity of nations to deprive nie,

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-
shines [base ?

Lat; of a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore

When my dimensions are as well compact,
My mind as generous, and my shape as true

A> honi-st madam's issue? Why brand they us

Will] base? with baseness? bastardy? base,

base ?

VMio, in the lusty stealth of nature, take
More composition and fierce quality

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed,
Go to tlie creating a whole tribe of fops

Got 'tween asleep and wake ?—Well, then,

Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land :

Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund.
As to the legitimate : fine word,—legitimate !

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed.

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
Shall lop the legitimate. I grow; I prosper.

—

K.nv, gods, stand up for bastards !

E7itei Gloster.

Glo. Kent banish'd thus ! and France in

clioler parted ! [power !

And the king gone to-night ! subscrib'd his

C >iifin'd to e.xhibilion ! h.\\ this done
Upon the gad!—Edmund, how now! what

news?
Edm. So please your lordship, none.

\Puftijig up the letter.

Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up
that letter?

Edm. I know no news, my lord.

Glo. What paper were you reading ?

Edm. Nothing, my lord.

Glo. No? What needed, then, that terrible

despatch of it into your pocket? the quality of
nothing hath not such need to hide itself. Let 's

see : come, if it be nothing, I shall not need
spectacles.

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a
letter from my brother that I have not all o'er-

read ; and for so much as I have perused, I

find it not fit for your over-looking.
Glo- Give me the letter, sir.

Edm. I shall offend either to detain or give
it. The contents, as in part I understand them,
are to blame.

Glo. Let 's see, let 's see.

Ed7n. I hope, for my brother's justification,

he wrote this but as an essay or taste of my
virtue.

Glo. [/^eads.] This policy and revercfice of
CsV makes the world bitter to the best of our

times ; keeps ottr fortunes from us till out old-

uess rannot relish iJum. I begin tofindan idle

and fond bondage in the oppression of aged
tyranny ; who sways, not as it hath power, but
as it is suffered. Come to me, that of this I

may speak inore. Ifour fathenuould sleep till

I 7vaked him, you should enjoy halfhis rcvemie
for ever, and live the beloved ofyour brother,

EonAR.
Hum—Conspiracy !

—

Sleep till Iwaked him,—
you should enjoy half his revenue,—My son
Edgar ! Had he a hand to write this? a heart
and a brain to breed it in ? When came this to

you? who brought it?

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord,

there's the cunning of it ; I found it thrown in

at the casement of my closet. [brother's?

Glo. Vou know the character to be your
Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I

durst swear it were his ; but in respect of that,

I would fain think it were not.

Glo. It is his.

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but I hope
his heart is not in the contents.

Glo. Hath he never before sounded you in

this business?

Edm. Never, my lord : but I have heard
him oft maintain it to be fit that sons at perfect

age and fathers declined, the father should be
as ward to the son, and the son manage his

revenue.

Glo. O villain, villain !—His very opinion
in the letter !—Abhorred villain ! Unnatural,
detested, brutish villain ! worse than brutish !

—Go, sirrah, seek him; I '11 apprehend him.

—

Abominable villain !—Where is he ?

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it

shall please you to suspend your inchgnation

against my brother till you can derive from him
better testimony of his intent, you shall run a

certain course ; where, if you violently proceed
against him, mistaking his purpose, it would
make a great gap in your own honour, and
shake in pieces the heart of his obedience. I

dare pawn down my life for him that he hath
\vrit this to feel my affection to your honour,
and to no other pretence of danger.

Glo. Think you so?
Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will

place you where you shall hear us confer of

this, and by an auricular assurance have your
satisfaction ; and that without any further de-
lay than this very evening.

Glo. He cannot be such a monster.
Edm. Nor is not, sure.

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and
entirely loves him.—Heaven and _.jrlb 1—
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Eflmund, seek him ont ; wind me into him, I

piay you : frame the business after your own
i\isdoni. I would unstate myself to be in a

due lesolution.

£dm. I will seek him, sir, presently; convey

the business as I shall find means, and acquaint

you withal.

do. These late eclipses in the sun and moon
portend no good to us : though the wisdom of

n iture can ret-son it thus and thus, yet nature

finds itself scou''ged by the sequent effects : love

cools, friendship falls off, brothers divide : in

cities, mutinies; iii countries, discord; in

p-alaces, treason ; and the bond cracked 'twixt

son and lather. This villain of mine comes
under the prediction ,• there 's son against

father : the king fails from bias of nature

;

tb.ere 's father against child. We have seen

the best of our linie: macliinations, hollow-

ness, treachery, and all ruinous disorders, fol-

low us disquietly to our graves.—Find out this

villain, Edmund ; it shall lose thee nothing :

do it carefully.—And the noble and true-

iiearted Kent banished ! his offence, honesty !—'Tis Strang-!. [E.vi/.

Edm. This is the excellent fopperj' of the

world, that, when we are sick in fortune,

—

often the surfeit of our own behaviour,—we
n.ake guilty of our disasters the sun, the moon,
and the stars : as ii we were villains by neces-

sity ; fools by heavenly compulsion ; knaves,

thieves, and treachers by spherical predomin-

ance ; drunkards, liars, and adulterers by an

enforced obedience of planetary influence ; and
all that we are evil in, by a divine thnisting

on : an admirable evasion of whoremaster man,
to lay his goatish disposition to the charge of a

star ! My father compounded with my mother
under the dragon's tail, and my nativity was
under iirsa major ; so that it follows I am
rough and lecherous.—Tut, I should have been
that I am, had the maidenliest star in the

firmament twinkled on my bastardizing.

EnUr Edgar.

Pat !—he comes like the catastrophe of the old

comedy : my cue is villanous melanchoiy, with

a sigh like Tom o' Bedlam.—O, these eclipses

do portend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi.

Edg. I low now, brother Edmund ! what
serious contem.plation are you in ?

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction

I read this other day, what should follow these

eclipses.

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that ?

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of

succeed unhappily; as of unnaturalness between

the child and the parent ; death, dearth, dis-

solutions of ancient amities ; divisions in state,

menaces and maledictions against king and
nobles ; needless diffidences, banishment of

friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches,
and I know not what.

Edg. fiow long have you been a sectniy

astronomical ? [father hisi ?

Edm. Come, come ; when saw you my
Edg. The night gone by.

Edm. Spake you with him?
Edg. Ay, two hours together.

Edm. Parted j-ou in good terms? jMiimd

you no displeasure in him by word nor coun-
tenance ?

Edg. None at all.

Edm. Bethink yourself wherein you may
have offended him : and at my entreaty foil.ear

his presence till some little time hath qualined
the heat of his displeasure ; which at this in-

stant so rageth in him that with the mischief of

your person it would scarcely allay.

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong.
Edm. That 's my fear. I pray you, have a

continent forbearance till the speed of his rage

goes slower ; and, as I say, retire with me to

my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you
to hear my lord speak : pray you, go ; there 's

my key.—If you do stir abroad, go armed.
Edg. Armed, brother !

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best ; I

am no honest man if there he any good mean-
ing toward you : I have told you what I have
seen arid heard but faintly ; nothing like the

image and horror of it : pray you, away.
E.dg. Shall I hear from you anon ?

Edm. I do serve you in this business.

\Exii Edgar.
A credulous father! and a brother noble.

Whose nature is so far from doing harms
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty

My practices ride easy !— I see the business.

—

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit

:

All with me 's meet that I can fashion fit.

\_Exit.

Scene III.

—

A Room hi the Duke of
Albany's Palace.

Enter GoNERiL and Oswald.

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman
for chiding of his fool ?

Osw. Ay, madam. [hour

Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me ; every

He flashes into one gross crime or other.

That sets us all at odds J I '11 not endure it

:
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His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids

us [ing

On every trifle.—When he returns from hunt-

I will not speak with him ; say I am sick.

—

If you come slack of former services

YoLi shall do well ; the fault of it I '11 answer.

Osw. He's coming, madam : I hear him.

\Hoi'ns within.

Con. Put on what weary negligence you

please, [question :

You and your fellows ; I 'd have it come to

If lie distaste it, let him to my sister,

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,

Nut to be overruled. Idle old man,
That still would manage those authorities

That he hath given away !—Now, by my life,

Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd

With checks as flatteries,—when they are seen

abus'd.

Remember what I have said.

Os:u. Well, madam.
Con. And let his knights have colder looks

among you ;
[so :

Wiiatgrowsof it, no matter; advise your fellows

I would breed from hence occasions, and I

shall, [sister

That I may speak.— I '11 write straight to my
To hold my course.— Prepare for dinner.

\ Exeunt.

Scene IV.— .4 Hall in Albany's Palace.

Enter Kent, disguised.

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow,
Tliat can my speech diffuse, my good intent

May carry through itself to that full issue

For which I rais'd my likeness.—Now, ban-

ish'd Kent, [dcmn'd,
If ihou canst serve where thou dost stand con-

S.> may it come, thy master, whom thou lov'sl.

Shall find thee full of labours.

Ilonis within. Enter King Lear, Knights,

and Attendants.

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner; go
got it ready. \^Exit an Attendant.] How now !

what art thou?
Kent. A man, sir.

Lear. What dost thou profess? What
wouldst thou with us?

Kent. I dc profess to be no less than I seem ;

to serve him truly that will put me in trust; to

love him that is honest ; to converse with him
that is wise and says little; to fear judgment;
to fight when I cannot choose ; and to eat no
Csh.

L^ar. What art thou?

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as
poor as the king.

Lear. If thou be'st as poor for a subject as
lie 's for a king, thou art poor enough. What
wouldst thou?

Kent. Service.

Lear. Who wouldst thou serve?

Kent. \'ou.

Lear. Dost thou know mc, fellow?

Kent. No, sir; but you have that in yo;:r

countenance which I would fain call master.

Lear. What's that?

Kent. Authority.

Lear. What services canst thou do?
[•Cent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run,

mar a curious tale in telling it, and deliver ::

plain message bluntly: that which ordinary men
are fit for, I am qualified in : and the best ol

me is diligence.

Lear. How old art thou?
Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman

for singing ; nor so old to dote on her for any-

thing: I have years on my back forty-eight.

Lear. Follow me; thou shalt serve me: if I

like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part

from thee yet.— Dinner, ho, dinner !—^^^^ere 's

my knave? my fool?—Go you and call my fool

hither. \Exit an Attend,

Enter Oswald.

You, you, sirrah, where 's my daughter?

Osw. So please you,

—

\Exi1.

Lear. What says the fellow there? Call the

clotpoll back. \Exit a Knight. ]—Where 's my
fool, hoi"— I think the world 's asleep.

Re-enter Knight.

How now! where 's that mongrel?
Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is

not well.

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me
when I called him?

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest

manner, he would not.

Lear. He would not

!

Knight. Rfy lord, I know not what the

matter is; but, to my judgment, your highness

is not entertained with that ceremonious affec-

tion as you were wont ; there 's a great abate-

ment of kindness appears as well in the general

dependants as in the duke himself also and your

daughter.

L.ear. Ha ! sayest thou so ?

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord,

if I be mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent

when I think your highness wronged.
Lear, Thou but rememberest me of niir.s
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own conception : I have perceived a most faint

neglect ol lale ; which I have rather blamed as

mine own jealous curiosity than as a very pre-

tence and purpose of unkindness : I will look

further into't.— But where 's my fool? I have
not seen him this two days.

h'liig/it. Since my young lady's going into

F"rance, sir, the fool hath much pined away.
Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it

well.—Go you and tell my daughter I would
speak with her. {Exit an Attendant.]—Go
you, call hither my fool.

{Exit anothef Attendant.

Rf-enter Oswalh.

O, you sir, you, come you iiither, sir : who am
!, sir?

Osw. l\Iy lady's father.

Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave :

you whoreson dog ! you slave ! you cur !

Osw. I am none of these, my lord ; I be-

seech your pardon,

I.car. Do you bandy looks with me, you
rascal ? {Striking Itim.

Osw. I '11 not be struck, my lord.

L\'ent. Nor tripped neither, you base football

player. {Tripping up his heels.

Lear. I thank I hee, fellow ; ihou servest

me, and I 'II love thee.

/\eiil. Come, sir, arise, away ! I '11 teach

you differences : away, away ! If you will

measure your lubber's length again, tarry : but

away ! go to ; have you wisdom ? so.

{I''j(shes Oswald out.

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank tliee:

t'nere '5 earnest of thy service.

{Giving Is.K'KT money.

Enter Fool.

Eooi. Let me hire him too ; here's my cox

comb. {Giving Kent his cap.

L,ear. How now, my pretty knave ! how dost

thou ?

EooL Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb.
Lvent. Why, fool?

Fool. Why, for taking one's part that's out

of favour. Nay, an thou canst not smile as the

wind sits, thou 'It catch cold shortly: there,

take my coxcomb : why, this fellow has ban-

ish'd two on 's daughters, and did the third a

blessing against his will ; if thou follow him,
thou must needs wear my coxcomb.—How now,
nuncle ! Would I had two coxcombs and two
daughters !

Lear. Why, my boy ?

I^ool. If I gave them all my living, I 'd keep

my coxcombs myself. There's mine; beg
another of thy daughters.

Lear. Take heed, sirrah,—the whip.
Fooi. Truth 's a dog must to kennel ; he

must be whipped out, when the lady brach may
stand by the fire and stink.

Lear. A peslilcnl gall to me !

Fooi. Sirrah, I '11 teach thee a speech.

Lear. Do.
Fool. Mark it, nuncle:

—

I lave more than thou showest,

Speak less than thou knowesl,
Lend less than thou owest,

Ride more than thou gocst.

Learn more than thou trov\estj

Set less than thou throwesl ;

Leave thy drink and thy whore,
And keep in-a-door,

And thou shalt have more
Than two tens to a score.

Kent. This is nothing, fool.

Fool. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd

lawyer,—you gave me nothing for 't.—Can you
make no use of nothing, nuncle ?

f.ear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made
out of nothing.

J^'ool. Pr'ythee, tell him, so much the rent of

his land comes to : he will not believe a fool.

{To Kem'.
Lear. A bitter fool !

L-'ool. Dost thou know the difference, my
boy, between a bitter fool and a sweet one ?

L.ear. No, lad ; teach me.

Fool. That lord that counsell'd thee

To give away thy land.

Come |)lace him here by me,

—

Do thou for him stand :

Tiie sweet nnd bitter fool

Will presently appear ;

The one in motley here,

The other found out there.

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy?

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given

away ; that thou wast born with.

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord.

Fool. No, faith, lords and great men will not

let me ; if I had a monopoly out, they would
have part on 't, and loads too : they will not let

me have all fool to myself ; they '11 be snatch-

ing.—Nuncle, give me an egg, and 1 '11 give

thee two crowns.

Lear. What two crowns shall they be ?

L^"'ool. 'VMiy, after I have cut the egg i' the

middle, and eat up the meat, the two crowns

of the egg. When thou clovest thy crown i'

the middle, and gave.st away both parts, thou

borest thine ass on thy back o'er the dirt : thou
2K^



I034 KING LEAIL [act l

hadst little wit in thy bald crown when thou

gavest thy golden one away. If I speak like

myself in this, let him be whipped tliat first

finds it so.

Fools had ne'er less grace in a year ; [Si>tgi»t^.

For wise men ai-e grown fojipish,

And know not how their wits to wear,
Their maimers are so apish.

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of

songs, sirrah ?

Foo/. I have used it, nuncle, e'er since thou

madest thy daughters thy mothers : for when
thou gavest them the rod, and pattest down
thine own breeches.

Then they for sudden joy did weep, [Singing.

And I for sorrow sung,
That such a king shouM play bo-peep.
And go the fools among.

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can

teach thy fool to lie : I would fain learn to

lie. [whipped.

Lear. An you lie, sirrah, we'll have you
Fool. I marvel wliat kin thou and thy

daughters are: they'll have me whipped for

speaking true, thou 'It have me whipped for ly-

ing ; and sometimes I am whipped for holding

my peace. I had rather be any kind o' thing

than a fool : and yet I would not be thee,

nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o' both sides,

and left nothing i' the middle :—here comes
one o' the parings.

Enter GONSRIL.

Lear. How now, daughter ! what makes
that frontlet on? Methinks you are too much
of late i' the frown.

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow v/hen thou

hadst no need to care for her frowning ; now
thou art an O without a figure : I am better

than thou art ; I am a fool, thou art nothing.

—

Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue } so your
face [ to Go.N.] bids me, though you say nothing.

Mum, mum,
lie that keeps nor crust nor crumb,
Weary of all, shall want some.

—

That 's a shealed peascod. [Pointing- to LEi» R.

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licens'd fool.

But other of your insolent retinue

Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth

In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir,

I had thought, by making this well known unto
you, [fearful.

To have found a safe redress ; but now grow
By what yourself too late have spoke and done,
That you protect this course, and put it on
By your allowance ; which if you should, the

r::ult

Would not scape censure, nor the redressesslecp.

Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal,

Might in their working do you that oHence,

Which else were shame, th.it then necessity

Will call discreet proceeding.

Fool. For, you know, nuncle.

The hedge-sparrow fed die cuckoo .so long
Tliat it had its head bit off by its young.

So, out went the candle, and we were left

darkling.

Lear. Are you our daughter?

Gon. I would you W'oukl make use of your
good wisdom.

Whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away
These dispositions, which of late transport you
From what you rightly are.

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart

draws the liorse?—Whoop, Jug ! I love thee.

Lear. Does any here know me ?—This is not

Lear: [!i is eyes?
Does Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are

Either his notion weakens, his discemings
Are lethargied.—Ha ! waking? 'tis not so.

—

Who is it that can tell me who I am ?

Fool. Lear's shadow. [of sovereignty,

Lear. I would learn that ; for, by the marks
Knowledge, and reason,

I should be false persuaded I had daughters.

Fool. Which they will make an obedient
father.

L.ear. Your name, fair gentlewoman ?

Gon. This admiration, sir, is much o' the

favour

Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you
To understand my purposes aright

:

As you are old and reverend, should be wise.

Here do you keep a hundred knights and
squires

;

Men so disorder'd, so debosh'd and bold,

That this our court, infected with tlieir manners.
Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust

Make it more like a tavern or a brothel

Than s. grac'd palace. The shame itself doth
speak

For instant remedy: be, then, desir'd

By her that else will take the thing she begs,

A little to disquantity your train ;

And the remainder, that shall still depend.
To be such men as may besort your age,

Which know themselves and you.

L^ar. Darkness and devils !

—

Saddle my horses ; call my train together.

—

Degenerate bastard ! I '11 not trouble thee :

Yet have I left a daughter.

Gon. You strike my people; and your .lis-

order'd rabble

Make servants of their betters.
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Enter Albany.

Lear. Woe, that too late repents,— [/<? Ai.B.]

O, sir, are you come? [horses.

—

Is it your will? Speak, sir.—Prepare my
Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend,

KTore hideous when thou show'st thee in a child

Than the sea-monstei

!

Alb. Pray, sir, be patient.

Liai-. Detested kite ! thouliest:

[Jb GONERIL.
My train are men of choice and rarest parts,

That ail particulars of duty know;
And in the most exact regard support [fault,

The worships of their name.—O most small

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show !

Which, like an engine, wrench'd my frame of

nature [love,

From the fix'd place; drew from my heart all

And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear

!

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in

[Strikhi^ his head.

And thy dear judgment out !—Go, go, my
people. [ignorant

A/l>. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am
Of what hath mov'd you.

Lear. It may be so, my ford.

Hear, nature, hear ; dear goddess, hear

Suspend thy purpose if thou didst intend

To make this creature fruithd !

Into her womb convey sterility!

Dry up in her the organs of increase;

And from her derogate body never spring

A babe to honour her ! If she must teem.

Create her child of spleen, that it may live

And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to her

!

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ;

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ;

Turn all her mother's pains and benefits

To laughter and contem.pt ; that she may feel

How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is

To have a thankless child !—Away, away !

[EX7/.

Alb. Now, gods that we adore, whereof

comes this? [it;

GoJT. Never afllict yourself to kiiOw more of

But let his disposition have that scope

That dotage gives it.

Re-enter Lear.

Lear. Vvhat, fifty of my foilowei-s at a clap!

VVitliin a fortnight

!

A!b. Wh;;t 's the matter, sir?

Lear. I '11 tell thee,—Life and death !—I am
asham'd [7^o Gonerie.

That thou hast pov,-er to shake my manliood

thus

;

That these hot tears, which break from me
perforce,

Should make thee worth them.—Blasts and
fogs upon thee

!

The untented woundings of a father's curse,

fierce every sense about thee !—Old fond eyes,

Beweep this cause again, I '11 pluck you out,

And cast you, with the waters that you lose,

To temper clay.—Ila !

Let it be so: I have another daughter.

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable:

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails

She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shah in d

That I'll resume the shape which thou dust

think

I have cast off for ever.

\^Exeu7ti Lear, Kent, «;/^/ Attendants.

Gon. Do you mark that?

Alb. I cannot be so partial, (joneril,

To the great love I bear you,

—

[ho!

Con. Pray you, content.—What, Oswald,
Vou, sir, more knave than fool, after your

master. [7b the Fool.

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry,— take

the fool with thee.

—

A fox, when one has caught her.

And such a daughter,

Should sure to the slaughter,

If my cap would buy a halter:

So the fool follows after. {E.xif.

Gon. This man hath had good counsel.—

A

hundred knights!

'Tis politic and safe to let him keep [dream,

At point a hundred knights: yes, that on evciy

Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike.

He may enguard his dotage with their powers,

And hold our lives in mercy.—Oswald, I say !

—

Alb. Well, you may fear too far.

Gon. Safer than trust too far

:

Let me still take away the harms I fear.

Not fear still to be taken : I know his heart.

What he hath ulter'd I have writ my sister:

If she sustain him and his hundred knights,

When I iiave show'd the unfitness,

—

Re-enter Oswald.

How now, Oswald

!

What, have you writ that letter to niy sister?

Osw. Ay, madam. [horse:

Gon. Take you some conipany, and away to

Inform her full of my particular fear ;

And thereto add such reasons of your own
As may compact it more. Get you gone ;

And hasten your return. \E.xit Oswald.]
No, no, my iord.

This milky gentleness and course of yours,

Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon,
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You are much more attask'd for want of wisdom
Than prais'd for harmful mildness. [tell:

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot
Striving to better, oft we mar what 's well.

Gon. Nay, then,

—

Alb. Well, well ; the event. [Exeunt.

Scene V.— Court before the Duke of
Albany's Palace.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these

letters: acquaint my daughter no further with
anything you know than comes from her demand
out of the letter. If your diligence be not

speedy, I shall be there afore you.

Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have
delivered your letter. [Exit.

Fool. If a man's brains were in 's heels,

were't not in danger of kibes?

Lear. Ay, boy.

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry; thy wii

shall not go slipshod.

Lear. Ha, ha, ha !

Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use

thee kindly ; for though she 's as like this as a

crab's like an apple, yet I can tell what I can
tell.

Lear. What canst tell, boy?
Fool. She will taste as like this as a crab does

to a crab. Thou canst tc!l why one's nose
stands i' the middle on's face?

Lear. No.
Fool. Why to keep one's eyes of either side 's

nose, that what a man cannot smell out, he may
spy into.

Lear. I did her wrong,

—

Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his

shell?

Lear. No.
Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a

snail has a house.
Lxar. Why ?

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give
it away to his daughters, and leave his horns
without a case.

Lear. I will fo>-get my nature. So kind a
father!—Be my horses ready?

Fool. Thy asses are gone about 'em. The
reason why the seven stars are no more than
seven is a pretty reason.

Lear. Because they are not eiglit?

Fool. Yes, indeed: thou wouldst make a
good fool.

Lear. To take't again perforce!—Monster
ingratitude

!

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I 'd have
thee beaten for being old before thy time.

Lear. How's that?

Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old till

thou hadst been wise. [heaven !

Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet
Keep me in temper: I would not be mad!

—

EiUer Gentleman,

How now! are the horses ready?
Ge7it. Ready, my lord.

Lear. Come, boy. [my departure.
Fool. She that 's a maid now, and laughs I'X

Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut

shorter. {Exeunt.

ACT n.

Scene I.

—

A Court ivithin the Castle of the

Earl of Gloster.

Enter Edmund aWCuRAN, meeting.

Edni. Save thee, Curan.
Cur, And you, sir. I have been with your

father, and given him notice that the Duke of
Cornwall and Regan his duchess will be here
with him this night.

Edin. How comes that?

Citr. Nay, I know not,—You have heard of
the news aoroad; I mean, the whispered ones,
for they are yet but ear-kissing arguments?
Edm. Not I: pray you, what are they?
Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars

toward, 'twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and
.•\lhany?

Edm. Not a word.
Cur. You may, then, in time. Fare you

well, sir. [Exit.
Edm. The duke be here to-night? Tiie

better! best!

This weaves itself perforce into my business.

My father hath set guard to take my brother

;

And I have one thing, of a queasy question.

Which I must act :—briefness and fortune

work !

—

Brother, a word ;—descend :—brother, I say !

Enter Edgar.

My father watches:—O sir, fly this place

;

Intelligence is given where you are hid

;

You have now the good advaritage of the

night.— [-.vai! ?

Have you not spoken 'gainst the Duke of Corn-
He 's coming hither; now, i' the night, i' 'lie

haste.

And Regan with him: have you nothing said
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Upon his party 'gainst the Duke of Albany?

Advise yourself.

Edg. I am sure on 't, not a word.

Edtn. I hear my father coming;—pardon me;

In cunning I must draw my sword upon you :

—

Draw: seem to delend yourself : now quit you

well.— [here

!

Yield:—come before my father.—Light, ho,

Fly, brother.—Torches, torches !—So, farewell.

\Exit Edgar.
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion

[ Wounds his arm.

Ol my more fierce endeavour : I have seen

drunkards
Di more than this in sport.—Father, father!

Stop, slop! Ko help?

Enter Gloster, aW Servants with torches.

CIo. Now, Edmund, where 's the villain?

Edni. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp

sword out, [moon
^.^.lmbling of wicked charms, conjuring the

T stand auspicious mistress,

—

Clo. But where is he?

Edrii. Look, sir, I bleed.

do. Where is the villain, Edmund?
Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no mean.-

he could,

—

Glo. Pursue him, ho!—Go after. {^Exeunt

Servants.]—By no means what?
Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your

lordship

;

But that I told him the revenging gods

'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend

;

£:;oke with how manifold and strong a bond
The child was bound to the father ;—sir, in fine.

Seeing how loathly opposite I stood

To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion,

With his prepared sword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm:

But when he saw my best alarum'd spirit.^,

Bold in thequarrel'srightjrous'd to the encounter.

Or whether gasted by the noise I made,

Full suddenly he fled.

Glo. Let him fly far :

Kot in this land shall he remain uncaught

;

And found, despatch'd.—The noble duke my
master,

Wy worthy arch and patron, comes to-night:

By fiis authority I will proclaim it, [thanks,

That he which finds him shall deserve our

Bringing the murderous coward to the stake

;

He that conceals him, death.

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent,

And found him pight to do it, with curst speech

I threaten'd to discover him: he replied.

Thou unpossessing bastard! dost thou thiiiky

If I would slatid against thee, would the reposal

0/ any trust, virtue or worth, in thee [deny,—
Make thy words faith'd? No: what I shouid
As this I would ; ay, though thou didstprodua
My very character,—Ed turn it all

J'o thy suggestion, plot, and damnedpractice :

Ai:d thou must make a dullard of the world.

If they not thought the profits ofmy death

Were very pregnant and potential spurs

To make thee seek it.

Clo. O strong and fasten'd villain !

Would he deny his letter.?— I never got him.

\_T7-umpets ivithin.

Hark, the duke's trumpets ! I know not why
he comes.

—

All ports I '11 bar ; the villain shall not scape ;

1 he duke must grant me that : besides, his

picture

I will send far and near, that all the kingdom
May have due note of him ; and of my land,

Loyal and natural boy, I '11 work the means
To make thee capable.

jE^///i?r Cornwall, Regan, awa? Attendants.

Corti. Flow now, my noble friend ! since I

canie hither,

—

Which I can call but now,— I have heard

strange news. [short

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too

Which can pursue the offender. How dust,

my lord?

Clo. O, madam, my old heart is crack 'd,

—

it 's crack'd ! [life?

Eeg. What, did my f^ther's godson seek your

He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar ?

Glo. O lady, lady, shame would have it hid!

lieg. Was he not companion with the riotous

knights

That tend upon my father ?

Glo. I know not, madam :

—

It is too bad, too bad.

Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that consort.

Eeg. No marvel, then, though he were ill

affected :

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death.

To have the expense and waste of his revenues.

I have this present evening from my sister

Been well inform'd of them ; and with such

cautions.

That if they come to sojourn at my house,

I '11 not be there.

Co7-n. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.

—

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your falhei

A child-like office.

Edm. 'Twas my duty, sir.

Clo. He did bewray his practice ; and receiv'd

This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.
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Corn. Is he pursu'd ?

Gio. Ay, my good lord.

Com. If he be taken he shall never more

Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own
purpose, [Edmund,

ITow in my strength you please.—For you,

Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant

So much commend itself, you shall be ours :

Natures of such deep trust we shall much need

;

You we first seize on.

Edin. I shall serve you, sir,

Truly, however else.

Glo. For him I thank your grace.

Corn. You know not why we came to visit

you,

—

[night:

Reg. Thus out of season, threading dark-ey'd

Occasions, noble Gloster, of sonie poise,

Wherein we must have use of your advice :

—

Our father he hath writ, so halh our sister,

Of diffei'ences, which I best thought it fit

To answer from our home ; the several mes-
sengers [friend.

From hence attend despatch. Our good old

Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow
Your needful counsel to our businesses,

Which crave the instant use.

Glo. I serve you, madam :

Your graces are right welcome. [Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Before Gloster's Castle.

Enter Kent ami Oswald severally.

Osw. Good dawning to thee, friend ; art of

this house ?

Kent. Ay.
Osw. Where may we set our horses ?

Kent. V the mire.

Oszo. Pr'ythee, if thou lovest me, tell me.
Kent I love thee not.

Osw. Why, then, I care not for thee.

k'.:nt. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold I

would make thee care for me. [thee not.

Osw. Why dost thou use me thus ? I know
Kent. Fellow, I know tliee.

Osw. What dost thou know me for ?

Kent. A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken
meats; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-

suiled, hundred-pound, filthy, worsted-stocking
knave ; a lily-livered, action-taking whoreson,
glass-gazing, superserviceable, finical rogue

;

one-trunk-inheriti.ig slave ; one that wouldst be

a bawd, in way of good service, and art nothing
but the composition ofa knave, beggar, coward,
pander, and the son and heir of a mongrel
bitch : one whom I will beat into clamorous
whining, if thou denyest the least syllable of

tLy ddcUtioxi.

Osw. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thoa.

thus to rail on one that is neither known of
thee nor knows thee?

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou,

to deny thou knowest me ! Is it two days since

I tripped up thy heels and beat thee before the

king ? Draw, you rogue : for, though it bf
night, yet the moon shines ; I '11 make a sop o'

the moonshine of you • draw, you whoreson
cullionly barber-monger, draw.

\Drawing his sivorci.

Osw. Away ! I have nolliing to do with thee.

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come with
letters against the king ; and take vanity the

puppet's part against the royalty of her father

:

draw, you rogue, or I '11 so carbonado youi"

shanks:—draw, you rascal ; come your ways.

Osw. Help, ho ! murder ! help.

Kent. Strike, you slave; stand, rogue, stand;

you neat slave, strike. [Beating kim,
Osw. Help, ho ! murder ! murder 1

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan,
Gloster, and Servants.

Edm. liow now ! WTiat 's the matter ?

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please

:

come, I '11 flesh you ; come on, young master.

Glo. Weapons I arms ! What 's the nuittel

here?
Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ;

lie dies that strikes again. What is the

matter? [king.

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the
Corn. What is your difference ? speak.

Osw. I am scarce in breath, my lord.

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirr'd your
valour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims

in ihce : a tailor made thee.

Corn. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor

make a man ?

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir : a stone-cutter or 3
painter could not have made him so ill, though
they had been but two hours at tlie trade.

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ?

Osw. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I

have spared at suit of his gray beard,

—

Kent. Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary
letter !—My lord, if you will give me leave, I

will tread this unbolteo villain into mortar, and
daub the wall of a jakes with him.—Spare my
gray beard, you wagtail ?

Corn. Peace, sirrah

!

You beastly knave, know you no reverence ?

Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger halh a privilege.

Corn. ^Vlly art thou angry ?

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear
a sword.
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VNlio wears no honesty. Such smihng rogues

as these,

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords a-twain

Which are too intrinse t' unloose ; smooth every

passion

That in the natures of their lords rebel ;

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods:
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks
Wiih every gale and varj' of their masters,

Knowing naught, like dogs, but following.

—

A plague upon j'our epileptic visage !

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ?

("lOose, if I had you upon Sarum plain

I 'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot.
Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow ?

do. How fell you out .-'

Say tliat.

Koit. No contraries hold more antipathy

Than I and such a knave. [is his fault ?

Corn. Why dost thcu call him knave ? What
Kent. His countenance likes me not.

Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor

his, nor hers.

Kent. Sir, 'lis my occupation to be plain:

I have seen better faces in my time
Ti'.an stands on any shoulder that I see

Before me at this instant.

Corn. This is some fellow

Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth
affect

A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb
Quite from his nature: he cannot flatter, he,—
An honest mind and plain,— he must speak

truth !

An they will take it, so ; if not, he's plain.

These kind of knaves I know, which in this

plainness

Harbour more craft and more corrupter ends
Than twenty silly ducking observants
That stretch their duties nicely.

Kent, Sir, in good faith, in sincere verity,

Under the allowance of your great aspect,

^Vhose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire

On flickering Phoebus' front,—
Corn. What mean'st by this ?

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you
discommend so much. I know, sir, I am no
flatterer : he that beguiled you in a plain accent
was a plain knave ; which, for my part, I will

not be, though I should win your displeasure to

entreat me to't.

Com. What was the offence you gave him ?

Ostv. I never gave him any :

It pleas'd the king his master very late

To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ;

When he, compact, and flattering his displea-

sure,

Tripp'd me behind ; being down, insulted,

rail'd.

And put upon him such a deal of man,
That worlhied lum, got praises of the king
l'"or him attempting who was self-subdu'd

;

And, in the fleshment of this dread cxioloit,

Drew on me here again.

Kent. None of these rogues and cowards
But Ajax is their fool.

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks !

—

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend

braggart,

We '11 teach you,

—

Kent. Sir, I aui too old to learn :

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king
;

On whose employment I was sent to you :

You shall do small respect, show loo bold malice

Against the grace and person of my master,

Slocking his messenger.

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks !

—

As I have life and honour, there shall he sit

till noon. [night too.

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father's

dog
You should not use me so.

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will.

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour

Our sister speaks of.—Come, bring away the

stocks ! \_Stochs brought out.

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do
so

:

His fault is much, and the good king his

master [rection

Will check him for't : your purpos'd low cor-

Is such as basest and contemned'st wretches,

For pilferings and most common trespasses,

Are punish 'd with : the king must take it ill

That he, so slightly valu'd in his messenger,

Should have him thus restrain'd.

Corn. I '11 answer that.

Reg: My sister may receive it much more
worse

To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted.

For following her affairs.— Put in his legs.

—

[Kent -is put in the stocks.

Come, my lord, away.
[Exeunt all but Gloster and Kent.

Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend ; 'tis the

duke's pleasure.

Whose disposition, all the world well knows.

Will not be rubb'd nor stopp'd : I '11 entreat

for thee.

K'ent. Pray, do not, sir : I have watch'd,

and travel I'd hard ;

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I '11

whistle.
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A good man's fortune may grow out at heels :

Give you good-morrow !

Glo. The duke 's to blame in this ; 'twill be
ill taken. \^Exil.

Kent. Good king, that must approve the

common saw,

—

Thou out of heaven's benediction coni'st

To the warm sun !

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe,

That by thy comfortable beams I may
Peruse this letter !—Nothing almost sees

miracles

But misery :— I know 'tis from Cordelia,

Who hath most fortunately been inform'd

Of my obscured course ; and shall find time

From this enormous state,—seeking to give

Losses their remedies,—All weary and o'er-

watch'd.

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold
This shameful lodging.

Fortune, good-night- smile once more; turn

thy wheel

!

\^He sleeps.

Scene III.— The open Country.

Enter Edgar.

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd ;

And by the haj)py hollow of a tree

Escap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place,

That guard and most unusual vigilance

Does not attend my taking. While I may scape

I will preserve myself: and am bethought
To take the basest and most poorest shape
That ever penury, in contempt of man, [filth

;

Brought near to beast : my face I '11 grime with

Blanket my loins; elf all my hair in knots;
And with presented nakedness outface

The winds and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,

Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary

;

And with this horrible object, from low farms,

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,

Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with
prayers, [Tom

!

Enforce their charity.—Poor Turlygod ! poor
That's something yet:—Edgar I nothing am.

\_Exit.

Scene IV.

—

Before Gloster's Castle. Kent
in the Stocks.

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman.

Lear. 'Tis strange that they should so depart
from home.

And not send back my messenger.

Gent. As I learn'd,

The night before there was no purpose in them
Of this remove.

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master

!

Lear. Ha

!

Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime?
Kent. No, my lord.

Fool. Ha, ha ! he wears cruel garters. Horses
are tied by the head ; dogs and bears by the

neck, monkeys by the loins, and men by the

legs : when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he
wears wooden nether-stocks.

Lear. What 's he that hath so much thy place

mistook
To set thee here?

Kent. It is both he and she,

Your son and daughter.
Lear. No.
Kent. Yes.

Lear. No, I say.

Kent. I say, yea.

Lear. No, no ; they would not.

Kent. Yes, they have.

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no.

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay.

Lear. They durst not do 't.

They could not, would not do 't ; 'tis worse
than murder.

To do upon respect such violent outrage

:

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way
Thou might'st deserve or they impose this usage.

Coming from us.

Kent. My lord, virhen at their home
I did commend your highness' letters to them,
Ere I was risen from the place that show'd
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post,

Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth

From Goneril his mistress salutations

;

Deliver'd letters, spite of intermission.

Which presently they read: on whose contents

They summon'd up their meiny, straight took

horse

;

Commanded me to follow, and attend

The leisure of their answer ;
gave me cold looks

:

And meeting here the other messenger.

Whose welcome I perceiv'd had poison'd

mine,

—

Being the very fellow which of late

Display'd so saucily against your highness,

—

Having more man than wit about me, drew:
He rais'd the house with loud and coward ci ios.

Your son and daughter found this trespass worth

The shame which here it suffers.

Fool. Winter 's not gone yet, if tlie wild-

geese fly that way.
Fathers that wear rags

Do make their children blind;
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But fathers that bear bags

Shall see their children kind.

Fortune, that arrant whore,
Ne'er turns the key to the poor.

—

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours

for thy daughters as thou canst tell in a year.

Lear. O, how this mother swells up toward
my heart

!

Hystcricapassio,—down, thou climbing sorrow,

Thy element 's below !—Where is this daughter ?

Koit. With the earl, sir, here within.

Lear. Follow me not

;

Stay here. \_Exit.

Gent. Made you no more offence but what
you speak of?

j

Kent. None. [number?
|

How chance the king comes with so small a
j

Fool. An thou hadsl been set i' the stocks for

that question, thou hadst well deserved it.

Kent. Why, fool ?

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to

teach thee there 's no labouring in the winter.

All that follow their noses are led by their eyes

but blind men ; and there 's not a nose among
twenty but can smell him that 's stinking. Let

go thy hold when a great wheel runs down a

bill, lest it break thy neck with following it ;

bat the great one that goes up the hill, let him
draw thee after. Wien a wise man gives thee

better counsel, give me mine again: I would
have none but knaves follow it, since a fool

gives it.

That sir which serves and seeks for gain,

And follows but for form.

Will pack when it begins to rain,

And leave thee in the storm.

But I will tarry; the fool will stay,

And let the wise man fly

:

The knave turns fool that runs away •

The fool no knave, perdy.

Kent. Where learn'd you this, fool ?

Fool. Not i' the stocks, fool.

Re-enter Lear, with Gloster.

Lear. Deny to speak with me? They are

sick? they are weary?
They have travell'd all the night ? Mere fetches

;

The images of revolt and flying off.

Fetch me a better answer.

Glo. IMy dear lord.

You know the fiery quality of the duke

;

How unremovable and fix'd he is

In his own course. [fusion !

—

Lear. Vengeance ! plague ! death ! con-

Fiery? what quality? why, Closter, Gloster,

I'd speak with the Duke of Cornw.all and his

wife.

G/o. Well, my good lord, I have informed

them so.

Lear. Inform'd them ! Dost thou understand
me, man?

Glo. Ay, my good lord.

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ;

the dear father [service:

Would with his daughter speak, commands her
Aie they inform'd of this?—My breath and

blood !— [thfit

—

Fiery? the fiery duke?—Tell the hot duke
No, but not yet :—may be he is not well

:

Infirmity doth still neglect all office

Whereto our health is bound ; we are not our-

selves [mind
When nature, being oppress'd, conmiands the

To suffer with the body: I '11 forbear;

And am fall'n out with my more headier will

To take the indispos'd and sickly fit

For the sound man.—Death on my state!

wherefore \^Looking on Kent.
Should he sit here? This act persuades me
That this remotion of the duke and her

Is practice only. Give me my servant forth.

Go tell the duke and 's wife I'd speak wilh

them.
Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear

me.
Or at their chamber door I '11 beat the drum
Till it cry Sleep to death.

Glo. I would have all v/ell betwixt you.

{Exit.

Lear. O '-!>:•, my heart, my rising heart !^
L. down

!

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did

to the eels when she put them i' the paste

alive; she knapped 'em o' the coxcombs with

a stick, and cried, Down, wantons, down!
"Twas her brother that, in pure kindness to his

horse, buttered his hay.

Enter Coix^wALL, Regan;, Gloster, and
Servants.

Lear. Good -morrow to you both.

Corn. Hail to your grace!

[Kent is set at Ubeiiy.

Reg. I am glad to see your highness.

Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what
reason

I have to think so: if thou shouldst not be glad,

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb,

Sepulchring an adultress.—O, are you free?

[Z-^Ki-.NT.

Some other time for that.—Beloved Rega;:,

Thy sister 's naught : O Regan, she hath tied

Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture,

1,-re,

—

\Pohits tc hii heart.
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I can scarce speak to thee ; thou 'It not believe

With how deprav'd a quality—O Regan ! [hope

JCc^. I pray you sir, take patience: I have
You less know how to value her desert

Than she to scant her duty.

Lear. Say, how is that?

Keg. I cannot think my sister in the least

Would fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance

She have restrain'd the riots of your followers,

'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,

As clears her from all blame.

Lear. My curses on her !

Reg. O, sir, you are old;

Nature in you stands on the very verge

Of her confine : you should be rul'd and led

By some discretion, that discerns your state

Belter than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you,

That to our sister you do make return

;

Say you have wrong'd her, sir.

Leer. Ask her forgiveness ?

Do you but mark how this becomes the house

:

Dear datighter^ I confess that Iam old

;

\Kneeling.

Age is unnecessary : on my knees I beg

7 hatyou ^11vouchsafe me raiment, bed, andfood.
Reg. Good sir, no more; these are unsightly

tricks

:

Return you to my sister.

Z^ar. [Rtsing.'\ Never, Regan:
She hath abated me of half my train ;

Look'd black upon me ; struck me with her
tongue,

Most serpent-like, upon the very heart:

—

All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall

On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones.

You taking airs, with lameness

!

Corn. Fie, sir, fie!

Lear. You nimble ligntnings, dart your
blinding flames

Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty,
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun,
To fall and blast her pride

!

Reg. O the blest gods

!

So will you wish on me when the rash mood is

on.

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my
curse

:

Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give
Thee o'er to harshness : her eyes are fierce

;

but thine

Do comfort, and not burn. 'Tis not in thee
To grudge my pleasures, to cut ofi"my train,

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt
Against my coming in : thou better know'st
The offices of nature, bond of childhood,
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude;

Thy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot,

Wherein I thee endow'd.
Reg. Good sir, to the purpose.

Lear. Who put my man i' the stocks?

[ Tucket within.

Corn. What tnimpet 's that ?

Reg. I know't,—my sister's: this approves
her letter.

That she would soon be here.

Enter Oswald.

Is your lady come ?

Lear. This is a slave whose easy-borrow'd

pride

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows.—

•

Out, varlet, from my sight!

Corn. What means your grace ?

Lear. Who stock'd my servant ? Regan, I

have good hope [O heavens.

Thou didst not know on 't.—WTio comes here?

Enter GONERIL.

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old, [part: —
Make it your cause ; send down, and take my
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ?

—

\To GONERIL.
Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ?

Con. Why not by the hand, sir ? Mow have
I offended?

All's not offence that indiscretion finds,

And dotage terms so.

Lear. O sides, you are too tough

!

Will you yet hold?—How came my man i' the

stocks? [orders

Corn. I set him there, sir : but his own dis-

Deserv'd much less advancement.
Lear, You ! did you ?

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.

If, till the expiration of your month.
You will return and sojourn with my sister,

Dismissing half your train, come then to me:
1 am now from home, and out of that provision

Which shall be needful for your entertainment.

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismiss'd?

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose

To wage against the enmity o' the air

;

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,

—

Necessity's sharp pinch !—Return with her?

WTiy, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless

took

Our youngest born, I could as \sc\\ be brought

To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg

To keep base life a-foot.—Return with her?

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpier

To this detested groom. [ Pointing to Oswald.
Gon. At your choice, sir.
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Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me
mad

:

1 will not trouble thee, my child; farewell:

We 'II no more meet, no more see one another :

—

But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my
daughter

;

Or rather a disease that 's in my flesh.

Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil,

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle

In my corrupted blood. But I '11 not chide thee

;

Let shame come when it will, I do not call it

:

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot,

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove

:

Mend when thou canst ; be better at thy leisure

:

I can be patient ; I can stay witia Regan,

I and my hundred knights.

Reg. Not altogether so:

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided

For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my
sister

;

For those that mingle reason wuth your passion

Must be content to think you old, and so

—

But she knows what she does.

Lear. Is this well spoken ?

Reg. I dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty

followers?

I5 it not well? What should you need of more?
Voa, or so many, sith that both charge and

danger [house

Speak 'gainst so great a number? How in one
Should many people under two commands
Hold amity? 'Tis hard; almost impossible.

Con. Why might not you, my lord, receive

attendance [mine ?

From those that she calls servants, or from

Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they

chanc'd to slack you, [me,

—

We could control then). If you will come to

For now I spy a danger,—I entreat you
To bring but five-and-twenty : to no more
Will I give place or notice.

Lear. I gave you all,

—

Reg. And in good time you gave it.

Lear. Made you my guardians, my deposi-

taries ;

But kept a reservation to be follow'd [you

With such a number. What, must I come to

With flve-and-twenty, Regan? said you so?

Reg. And speak 't again, my lord ; no more
with me. [well-favour'd

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look

When others are more wicked; not being the

worst [thee

:

Stands in some rank of praise.—I '11 go with

\To GONERIL.
Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty,

And thou art twice her love.

Gon. Hear me, my lord

:

What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five,

To follow in a house where twice so many
Have a command to tend you?

Reg. What need one?
Lear, O, reason not the need, our basest

beggars

Are in the poorest thing superfluous:

Allow not nature more than nature needs,

Man's life is cheap as beast's S thou art a lady;

If only to go warm were gorgeous, [weai'st.

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous

Which scarcely keeps thee warm.—But, for

true need,

—

[need S

Vou heavens, give me that patience, patience I

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man.
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both !

If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts

Against their father, fool me not so much
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger,

And let not women's weapons, water-drops,

Stain my man's cheeks !—No, you unnatui-al

hags,

I will have such revenges on you both
That all the world shall,—I will do such

things,

—

[be

^ATiat they are yet I know not ; but they shall

The terrors of the earth. You think I '11 weep

;

No, I'll not weep:

—

I have full cause of weeping ; but this htart

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws

Or ere I'll weep.—O fool, I shall go mad

!

{Exetint Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool.

Storm heard at a distance.

Corn. Let us withdraw ; 'twill be a storm.

Reg. This house is little: the old man and
his people

Cannot be well bestow'd. [from rest,

Con, 'Tis his own blame; hath put himself

And must needs taste his folly. [gladly,

Reg. For his particular, I '11 receive him
But not one follower.

Con. So am I purpos'd.

Where is my lord of Gloster? [turn'd.

Corn. Follow'd the old man forth :—he is re-

Re-enter Gloster,

CIo. The king is in liigh rage.

Corn. Whither is he going?

Clo. He calls to horse; but will I know not

whither. [himself.

Corn. 'Tis best to give him way; he leads

Con. My lord, entreat him by no means to

stay. [winds

Clo. Alack, the night comes on, and the high

Do sorely rufile; for'niany miles about

There 's scarce a bush.
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Reg O, sir, to wilful men
The injuries that they themselves procure

Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your
doors

:

He is attended with a desperate train

;

And what they may incense him to, being apt

To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear.

Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord; 'tis a

wild night

:

My Regan counsels well : come out o' the storm.

\_Exeu7U.

ACT III.

Scene \.—A Heath.

A storm, -uith thunder and lightning. Enter
Kent and a Gentleman, meeting.

Kent. Who's there, besides foul weather?
Gent. One minded like the weather, most

unquietly.

Kent. I know you. WTiere's the king?
Gent. Con; ending with the fretful elements;

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea.

Or swell the curled waters 'bove the main,
That things might change or cease; tears his

while hair,

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage,

Catch in their fury, and make nothing of;

Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn

The to-and-fro conflicting wind and rain.

This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would
couch,

The lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,

And bids what will take all.

Kent. But who is with him?
Geni, None but the fool ; who labours to

out-jest

His heart-struck injuries.

Kent. Sir, I do know you

;

And dare, upon the warrant of my note,

Commend a dear thing to you. There isdivision,

Although as yet the face of it be cover'd

With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Corn-
wall ; [stars

Vv'ho have,—as who have not, that their great
Throne and set high?—servants who seem no

less,

Wliich are to France the spies and speculations
Intelligent of our state; what hath been seen,
Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes;
Or the hard rein which both of them have borne
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper.
Whereof perchance these are but furnishings ;

—

But tr\ie it is, from France there comes a power
Into this scalter'd kingdom ; who already,

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet

In some of our best ports, and are at point

To show their open banner.—Now to you:
If on my credit you dare build so far

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find

Some that will thank you making just report

Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow
The king hath cause to plain.

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding

;

And from some knowledge and assurance offer

This office to you.

Gent. I will talk further with you.

k'ent. No, do not.

For confirmation that I arn much more
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take

What it contains. If you shall see Cordelia,

—

As fear not but you shall,—show her this ring;

And she will tell you who your fellow is

That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm

!

I will go seek the king. [to say?
Gent. Give me your hand : have you no more
Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than

all yet,

—

[your pain
That when we have found the king,—in which
That way, I'll this,—he that first lights on him
Holla the other. \_Exeuni severally.

Scene II.

—

Another pa?-t of the Heath.
Storm continues.

Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear, Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks 1

rage ! blow

!

You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd
the cocks

!

Vou sulphurous and thought-executing fires,

Vaunt couriers of oak-cleaving thunderbolts,

Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking

thunder.

Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world !

Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once,

That make ingrateful man !

Fool. O nuncle, court holy water in a di7
house is better than this rain-water out o' door.

Good nuncle, in; ask thy daughters' blessiiig:

here 's a night pities neither wise men nor fools.

Lear. Rumble thy bellyful ! Spit, fire I

spout, rain !

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters:

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindncss

;

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children;

You owe me no subscription ; then let fall

Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave,

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man:

—

But yet I call you servile ministers.

That will with two pernicious daughters join
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Your high-engender'd battles 'gainst a head

So old and white as this. O ! O ! 'tis foul

!

Fool. He that has a house to put 's head ii;

has a good head-piece.

The cod-piece that will house

Before the head has any.

The head arid he shall louse

;

So beggars marry many.

The man that makes his toe

What he his heart should make
Shall of a corn cry v/oe,

And turn his sleep to wake.

—for there was never yet fair woman but she

made mouths in a glass. [patience

;

Lear. No, 1 will be the pattern of all

I will say no'.liing.

Enter KtNT.

Kent. V.'ho 's there?

Fool. I^Iarry, here's grace and a cod-piece;

that 's a wise man and a fool. [love night

Kent. Alas, sir, are you heie? tilings that

Love not such nightsas these ; the wrathful skic-

Gallow the very wanderers of the dark,

And make them keep their caves: since I was

man,
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thun-

der,

Such groans of roaring wind and rain I never

Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot

carry

The affliction nor the fear.

Lear. Let the great gods,

Th.at keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads,

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou

wretch,

That hast within thee undivulged crimes,

Unwhipp'd of justice : hide thee, thou blood)-

hand

;

Thou perjur'd, and thou simular of virtue

That art incesluovis: caitiff, to pieces shake.

That under covert and convenient seeming

Hast practis'd on inan's life : close pent-uj->

guilts,
_

Rive your concealing continents, and cry

These dreadful summoners grace.— I am a man
Wore sinn'd against than sinning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headed !

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ;

Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the

tempest :

Repose you there, while I to this hard house,- -

More harder than the stones whereof 'tis rais'd
;

Which even but now, demanding after you,

Denied me to come in,—return, and force

Th-ir scanted courtesy.

Lear. My wits begm to turn. —

Come on, my boy: how dost, my boy? :irt

cold ? [fellow ?

I am cold myself.—Where is this straw, my
The art of our necessities is strange,

That can make vile things precious. Come,
your hovel.

—

[heart

Poor fool and knave, I have one part m my
That 's sorry yet for thee.

Fool. Hf that has and a little tinj' wit,— {Singing-
Witli heigh, ho, the wind and the r.iin,

—

Must make content witii hit, loiiunc.-- hi,

Though the rain it raineih every day.

Lear. True, boy.—Come, bring us to this

hovel. {^Exeunt Leak rt«;/KF.NT.

Fool. This is a brave night to cool a coiute-

zan.

—

I '1! speak a prophecy ere I go :—
When priests are more in word tlian matter

;

When brewers mar their mall with water;
When nobles are their tailors' tutors ;

No heretics burn'd, but wenches' suitors ;

When every case in law is right ;

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight

;

When slanders do not live in tongues

;

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ;

When userers tell their gold i' the field;

And bawds and whores do churches build ;

—

Then shall the realm of Albion

Come to great coiifusion :

Then comes the time, who lives to sce't,

Thai going .shall be us'd with feet.

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I liv?r

before his time. {^Exit.

Scene IIL—A Room in Gloptek's Castle.

Enter Gloster and Edm i: ."^D.

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this

unnatural dealing. When I desired tlieir leave

that I might pity him, they took from me the

use of mine own house ; charged me, on pain

of perpetual displeasure, neither to speak of

him, entreat for him, nor any \\,xy sustain him.

Edin. Most savage and unnatural !

Glo. Go to ; say you nothing. There is

division between the dukes ; and a worse mat-

ter than that : I have received a letter this

night ;

—
'tis dangerous to be spoken ;—I have

locked the letter in my closet : these injuries

the king now bears will be revenged home ;

there is part of a power already looted : we
must incline to the king. I will jieek him, and

privily relieve him : go you and maintain talk

with the duke, that my charity be not of him
perceived : if he aO,< for me, I am ill, and gone

to bed. If I die for it, as no less k threatened
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me, the king my old master must be relieved.

There is strange things toward, Edmund ; pray

you, be careful. \Exit.

Ediii. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the

duke
Instantly know ; and of that letter too :

—

Tills seems a fair deserving, and must draw me
That which my father loses,—no less than all

;

The younger rises when the old doth fall.

{Exit.

Scene IV.

—

A part of the Ilmth with a Hovel.

Storm continues.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Kent. Here is the place, my lord ; good my
lord, enter

:

The tyranny of the open night 's too rough
Tor nature to endure.

Lear. Let me alone.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. Wilt break my heart ?

Kent. I had rather break mine own. Good
my lord, enter. [tentious storm

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much that this con-
Invades us to the skin : so 'lis to thee
B'.it where the greater malady is fix'd, [bear

;

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou 'dst shun a

But if thy flight lay toward tlie roaring sea,

Thou 'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. When
the mind 's free

The body 's delicate : the tempest in my mind
Doth from my senses take all feeling else

Save what beats there.—Filial ingratitude !

is it not as this mouth should tear this hand
For lifting food to 't?—But Iwill punish home:

—

No, I will weep no more.—In such a night
To shut me out !—Pour on ; I will endure :

—

In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril !

—

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave
all,—

O, that way madness lies; let me shun that

;

No more of that.

LCent. Good my lord, enter here.
Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine

own ease

:

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more.—But I '11 go

in.

—

[poverty,

—

In, boy ; go first \to the Fool].—You houseless
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll

sleep.

—

\¥oo\ goes in.

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are.
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,
Flow shall your houseless heads and unfed sides,
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend

From seasons such as these? O, I have ta'en
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ;

fixpose thyself to feel what wretches feel.

That thou maysl shake the superflux to them,
And show the heavens more just.

Edg. [IFithin.] lathom and half, fathom
and half ! Poor Tom !

[ 7'he Fool runs out from the hovel.

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a
spirit.

Help me, help me !

Kent. Give me thy hand.—Who 's there ?

Fool. A spirit, a spirit : he says his name 's

poor Tom. [i' the straw ?

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there

Come forth.

Enter Edgar, disguised as a madman.

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me !

—

Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold
wind.

—

Hum ! go to thy cold bed and warm thee.

Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daughters?
And art thou come to this ?

Edg. Who gives anything to poor Tom ?

whom the foul fiend hath led through fire and
through flame, through ford and whirlpool, o'er

bog and quagmire ; that hath laid knives under
his pillow, and halters in his pew ; set ratsbane
by his porridge ; made him proud of heart, to

ride on a bay trotting-horse over four-inched
bridges, to course his own shadow for a traitor.

—Bless thy five wits !—Tom's a-cold.—O, do
de, do de, do de.—Bless thee from whirlwinds,
star-blasting, and taking! Do poor Tom some
charity, whom the foul fiend vexes :—there

couM I have him now,—and there,—and there,

—and there again, and there.

[Storm co7iiilines.

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him
to this pass ?

—

['em all ?

Couldst thou save nothing ? Didst thou give

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we
had been all shamed.

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendu-
lous air [daughters ]

Hang fated o'er men's faults light on thy
Kent. He hath no dr.ughters, sir.

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have
subdu'd nature

To such a lowness but his unkind daughters.

—

Is it the fashion that discarded fathers

Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ?

Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot

Those pelican daughters.

Edg. Pillicock sat on Pillicock-hil! :

—

Halloo, halloo, loo loo I
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Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools

and madmen.
Edg. Take heed o' the foul fiend : obey thy

parents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not ;

commit not with man's sworn spouse ; set not

thy sweet heart on proud array. Tom 's a-cold.

Lear. 'What hast thou been.?

Ed^. A ser\'ing-man, proud in heart and

mind ; that curled my hair; wore gloves in my
cap ; served the lust of my mistress's heart, and

did the act of darkness vvith her ; swore as

many oaths as I spake words, and broke them
in the sweet face of heaven : one that slept in

the contriving of lust, and waked to do it

:

v.ine loved I deeply, dice dearly ; and in women
out-paramoured the Turk : false of heart, light

of ear, bloody of hand ; hog in sloth, fox in

Stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness,

lion in prey. Let not the creaking of shoes nor

the rustling of silks betray thy poor heart to

woman : keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand

out of plackets, thy pen from lenders' books,

and defy the foul fiend.—Still through the

hawthorn blows the cold wind : says suum,
mun, nonny. Dolphin my boy, boy, sessa !

let him trot by. [Storiit siill continues.

Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave

than to answer with thy uncovered body this

extremity of the skies.—Is man no more than

this? Consider him well. Thou owest the

worm no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no
wool, thecal no perfume.—Ha! here's three

on's are sophisticated!—Thou art the thing

itself: unaccommodated man is no more but

such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art.

—

Off, off, you lendings !—Come, unbutton here.

\Tcariitg off his clothes.

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a

nauglity night to swim in.—Now a little fire in

a wild field were like an old lecher's heart,—

a

small spark, all the rest on 's body cold.

—

Look, here comes a walking fire.

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet

:

he begins at curfew, and walks till the first

cock; he gives the web and the pin, squints

tlie eye, and makes the hare-lip; mildews the

white wheat, and hurts the poor creature of earth.

Swithold footed thrice the old ;

He met the nightmare and her nine-fold ;

Bid her alight,

And her troth plight,

And, aroint thee, witcli, aroint thee!

Kent. How fares your grace?

Enter Gloster -with a torch.

Lear. "What's he?
Kent. Who's there? What is't you seek?

Gh. What are you there? Your names?
Edg. Poor Tom; that eats the swimming

frog, the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and
the water; thai in the fury of his heart, when
the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for sallets;

swallows the old rat and the ditch-dog • drinks
the green mantle of the standing pool ; v/ho is

whipped from tithing to tithing, and stoclced,

punished, and imprisoned; who hath had ir.ree

suits to his back, six shirts to his body, horse
to ride, and weapon to wear ;—

But mice and rats, and such small deer,

Have been Tom's food for seven long year.

Beware my follower.—Peace, Smulkin; peace,
thou fiend

!

[pany?
Glo. Whiat, hath your grace no better com-
Edg. The prince of darlcness is a gentleman

;

Modo he's call'd, and Mahu. [so vile

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown
That it doth hate what gets :t.

Edg. Poor Tom 's a-cold.

Glo. Go in with me : my duty cannot suffer

To obey in all your daughteis' hard commands

:

Though their injunction be to bar my doors,

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you,

Vet have I ventur'd to come seek you out.

And bring you where both fire and food is ready.

Lear. First let me talk with this philoso-

pher.

—

What is the cause of thunder ?

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer;

Go into the house. [Theban.

—

Lear. I '11 talk a word with this same learned

What is your study? [vermin.

Edg. How to prevent the fiend and to kill

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private.

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my
lord

;

His wits begin to unsettle.

Glo. Canst thou blame him?
His daughters seek his death:—ah, that good

Kent !—
He said it would be thus,—poor, banish'd

man !— [friend.

Thou say'st the king grows mad ; I '11 tell thee,

I am almost mad myself: I had a son, [life

Now oullaw'd from my blood ; he sought my
But lately, very late: I lov'd him, friend,

—

No father his son dearer . true to tell thee,

[Storm co7itimtes.

The grief hath craz'd my wits.— V/hat a night's

this !—
I do beseech your grace,

—

Lear. O, cry you mercy, sir.

—

Noble philosopher, your company.
Edg. Tom 's a-cold. [thee warm.
Glo. In, fellow, thea«, into the hovel : keep
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Lear. Come, let 's in all.

Kent. This way, my lord.

l-ear. VVith him ;

I will keep still with my philosopher.
Kent. Good my lord, soothe him; let him

take the fellow.

Glo. Take him you on.

Kent. Sirrah, come on; go along with us.

Lear. Come, good Athenian.
Clo. No words, no words :

Hush.
Eiig. Child Rowland to the dark tower came,

His word was still,— Kie, foh, and fum,
I smell the blood of a British man.

\_Exeunl.

Scene V.

—

A Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter CORNWALL and EDMUND.

Corn. I will have my revenge ere I depart
liis house.

Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured,
that nature thus gives way to loyalty, somethin-^'

fears me to think of.

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether
your brother's evil disposition made him seek
his death; but a provoking merit, set a-work
by a reprovable badness in himself.

Edin. How malicious is my fortune, that I

must repent to be just ! This is the letter he
spoke of, which approves him an intelligent

party to the advantages of France. O heavens

!

that thi3 treason were not, or not I the de-
tector !

Corn. Go with me to the duchess.
Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain,

yon have mighty business in hand.
Corn. True or false, it hath made thee earl

of Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that
he may be ready for our apprehension.
Edm. [Aiidc.] If I fmd him comforting the

king, it will stuff his suspicion more fully. —I
will persevere in my course of loyalty, though
the- conflict be sore between that and my blood.

Corn. I will lay trust upon thee; and thou
Shalt find a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

A Chamber in a Farm house
adjoinini; the Castle.

Enter Gloster, Le.^r, Kent, Fool, and
Edgar.

Glo. Here is better than the open air; take
it thankfully. I will piece out the comfort with
what addition I ain : I will not be long from
you.

Kent. All the power of his wits have given
way to his impatience:— the gods reward your
kindness! [>£'jr/V Glosi er.

Edg. Fraterctto calls me ; and tells me Nero
is an angler in the lake of darkness. — Pray,
innocent, and beware llie foul fiend.

Fool. Pr'ylhee, nuncle, tell me whether a
madman be a gentleman or a yeoman ?

Lear. A king, a king !

Fool. No; he's a yeoman that has a gentle-

man to his son ; for he 's a mad yeoman that

sees his son a gentlem.tn before him. [spits

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning
Come hissing in upon 'em,

—

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back.

Eool. He 's mad that trusts in the lameness
of a wolf, a horse's health, a boy's love, or a
whore's oath. [straiglit.

—

Lear. It shall be done ; I will arraign them
Come, sit thou here, most learned juslicer;

—

[7"^ Edgar.
Thou, sapient sir, sit here [ To the Fool].—Now,

you she-foxes !

—

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares !—
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam.-'

Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to me,

—

Fool. Her boat hath a leak.

And she must not speak
Why she dares not come over to thee.

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the
voice ofa nightingale. I lopdancc cries in Tom's
belly for two white herring. Craak not, black

angel ; I have no food for thee. [amaz'd

:

Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you not so

Will you lie down and re.st itpon the cushion.-.?

Lear. I '11 see their trial first.—Bring in li^e

evidence.—
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place;

—

[To Edg.\r.
And thou, his yoke-fellow of cquitv,

[To the Fo','!.

Bench by his side ;—you are o' the commission,
Sit you too. [To Kent,

Edg. Let us deal justly.

Sleepcst or wakest thou, jolly shepherd.''

Thy sheep be in the corn ;

And for one blast of thy minikin mouth
Thy sheep shall take no harm.

Pur ! the cat is gray.

Lear. Arraign her first ; 'tis Goneril. I here
take my oath before tiiis honourable assembly,

she kicked the poor king her father.

Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is your name
Goneril?

Lear. She cannot deny it.

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a. joiiit-

stool.
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Lear. And here 's another, whose warp'd

looks proclaim [there

!

Wliat store her heart is made on.—Slop her

Arms, arms, sword, fire!—Corruption in the

place !

—

False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape?

Edg. Bless thy five wits !

Kent. O pity !—Sir, where is the patience now
That you so oft have boasted to retain?

Edg. \^Aside.'\ My tears begin to take his

part so much.
They'll mar my counterfeiting.

Lear The little dogs and all, [at mc.

Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see, they bark

Edg. Tom will throw his head at tlu-m.

—

Avaunt, y-.Hi curs

!

Be thy mouth or black or v\hite,

Tooth that poisons if it bite;

MastitT, greyhound, mongrel grim.

Hound or spaniel, brach or lym,

Or bobtail tike or trundle-tail,

—

Tuni will make them weep and wail

:

For, with throwing thus my head.

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.

Do de, de, de. Sessa ! Come, march to

wakes and fairsand market-towns.— Poor Tom,
thy horn is dry.

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan ; see

what breeds about her heart. Is there any

cause in nature that makes these hard hearts?

—

[ To Edgar.] You, sir, I entertain you for one
of my hundred ; only I do not like the fashion

of your garments : you will say they are Per-

sian ; but let them be changed. [awhile.

Kcsit. Now, good my lord, lie here and rest

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw
the curtains :

So, so. We '11 go to supper i' the morning.

Fool. And I 'li go to bed at noon.

R,- Gloster.

Clo. Come huher, friend : where is the king

my master ? [wits are gone.

Kent. Here, sir; but trouble him not,—his

Clo. Good friend, I pi'ythee, lake him in

thy arms ;

I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him :

There is a litter ready; lay him in 't,

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou

slialt meet [master :

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy

If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life,

Vvith thine, and all that offer to defend him,
Stand in assured loss : take up, take up

;

And follow me, that v.'ill to some provision

Give ihce quick conduct.
Kent. Oppress'd nature sleeps ;

—

This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken
sinews,

Which, if convenience will not allow,

Stand in hard cure.—Come, help to bear t'jy

master

;

Thou must not stay behind. \To the Vw\.
do. Come, come, away.

[Exeunt KiCNT, Gloster, and the Fool,

bearing off Leak,
Edg. When we our betters sec bearing our

woes,

We scarcely think our miseries our foes.

Who alone suffers suffers most i' the mind,
Leaving free things and happy shows behind :

r>ut then the mind nuich sufferance doth o'ei si ip

When grief hath mates and bearing fellow shin.

How light and portable my pain seems now.
When that which makes me bend makes the

king bow ;

He childed as I faiher'd!—Tom, away !

Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray,

When false opinion, whose wrong thouglit

deults thee,

In thy just proof repeals and reconciles thee.

What will hap more to-night, safe 'scape iiic

Lur rk. V

Scene \\\.—.-i Ro^vi in Gloster's CastI:.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril,
Ei:)MbN'i), and Servants.

Corn. Post speedily to my lord your hus-

band ; show him this letter:— th.e army of

b'rance is landeil.—Seek out the trailoi Gloste!.

{Exeunt some of the Servants.

A'(;<'. Hang him instantly.

(/'(';/. riuck out his eyes.

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure.— Ed-
mund, keep you our sister company : the re-

venges we are l-ound to take upon your traitor-

ous father are not fit for your beholding. Ad\i.-.e

tiie duke, where you are going, to a most

festinate preparation : we are bound to the like.

Our posts shall be swift and intelligent betwixt

us. Farewell, dear sister :—farewell, my lord

of Gloster.

Enter Oswald.

1 low now ! where 's the king ? [hence :

Osw. My lord of Gloster hath convey'd hiai

Some five or six and thirty of his knights.

Hot questrists after him, met him at gale ;

Who, with some other of the lord's dependents

Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they

boast

To have A'ell-aruicd fiicacis^
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Corn. Get horses (or your mistress.

Go/i. Farewell, sweet lord and sister.

Cof'tt. Edmund, farewell.

[Exeunt GoN., EoM., ant/ Osw.
Go seek the traitor Gloster,

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us.

[Exeitn/ other Servants.

Though well we may not pass upon his life

Without the form of justice, yet our power
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not control.—Who's there?

the traitor ?

Re-enter Servants, tvith Gloster.

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he.

Corn. Bind fast his corky arms.

Gl). What mean your graces?—Good my
friends, consider

You are my guests: do me no foul play, friends.

Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants /'/«a' ////«.

AVf. Hard, hard.—O filthy traitor !

GIr). Unmerciful lady as you are, I 'm none.

Corn. To this chair bind him.—Villain, thou

shalt find,— [Regan'/Z^c/^^ Ids beard.

Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done
To pluck me by the beard.

Reg. So while, and such a traitor !

G!o. Naughty lady,

The.se hairs which thou dost ravish from my
chin

Will luicken, and accuse thee : I am your host

:

Willi robbers' hands my hospitable favours

You ohould not / affle thus. What will you do ?

Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you lau
from France ? [truth.

Rrg. Be simple-answer'd, for we know the

Corn. And what confederacy have you with
the traitors

Late footed in the kingdom ? [lunatic king ?

Reg To whose hands have you sent the

Speak.
Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down,

Which came from one that 's of a neutral heart,

And not from one oppos'd.
. Corn. Cunning.

Reg. And false.

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king ?

Glo. To Dover.
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou not

charg'd at peril,

—

Com. Wlierefore to Dover? Let him answer
that. [the cour.se.

Glo. I am tied to the stake, and 1 must stand

Reg. Wherefore to Dover?
Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce sister

In his anointed Hesh stick bearish fan^rs

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head
In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd

up,

And quench'd the stelled fires: yet, poot old

heart,

lie holp the heavens to rain.

If wolves had at thy gale howl'd that stern

time \_tke 1-ty,

Thou shouldst have said, Good porter, turn

All cruels else subscrib'd :—but 1 shall .see

The winged vengeance overtake such children.

Corn. See't shalt thou never.—Fellows,

hold the chair.

—

Upon these eyes of thine I '11 set my foot.

[Gloster is held down in his chair,

while Cornwall plucks out one of
his eyes a7id sets his foot on it.

Glo. He that will think to live till he be old

Give me some help!—O cruel !—O you gods!

Rtg. One side will mock another; the other

too.

Corn. If you see vengeance,

—

I Sei-v. Hold your hand, my lord:

I have serv'd you ever since I was a child

;

But better service have I never done you
Than now to bid you hold.

Reg. How now, you dog !

1 Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your

chin,

I 'd shake it on this quarrel. What do you
mean?

Corn. INIy villain ! [Draws, andruns at him.

I Se>-v. Nay, then, come on, and take the

chance of anger.

[Draws. 71ieyfight. CoRN. is wottndcd.

Reg. Give me thy sword [to another Servant ].

—A peasant stand up thus I

[S7ia!ches a sword, comes behind, and stabs him.

I Sei-j. O, I am slain !—My lord, you have
one eye left

To see some mischief on them.—O! [/?•-'.

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it.— Out,
vile jelly

!

\\niere is thy lustre now?
[Tears out Gloster's other eye, and

throws it on the ground.

Glo. All dark and comfortless.—Where's
my son Edmund ?

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature.

To quit this horrid act.

Reg. Out, treacherous villain !

Thou call'st on him that hates thee: it was he

That made the overture of thy treasons to us ;

Who is too food to pity thee.

Glo. O my follies

!

Then Edgar was abus'd.

—

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper hiir; 1
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Keg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him
smell [look you ?

His way to Dover.—How is 't, my lord? How
Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt :—follow me,

lady.

—

Turn out that eyeless villain ;—throw this slave

Upon the dunghill.—Regan, I bleed apace:

Uiilimcly conies this hurt: give me your arm.

\Exit Cornwall, led by Regan ; Servants

unbind Gloster a7id lead him out.

2 Serv. I '11 never care wlial wickedness I do

If this man come to good.

5 Serv. If she live long,

And in the end meet the old course of death.

Women will all turn monsters.

2 Serv. Let 's follow the old earl, and get

the Bedlam [ness

To lead him where he would: his roguish mad-

Ailows ilself to anything.

^ Serv. Go thou: I'll fetch some flax and
whites of eggs

To apply to his bleeding face. Nov/, heaven

help hiin

!

\_Exeunt severally.

ACT IV.

Scene L— The Hcatlu

Enter Edgar.

Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be con-

temn'd.

Than slill contemn'dand flatter'd. To be worst,

Tiie lowest and most dejected thing of fortune,

.Slands slill in esperance, lives not in fear:

The lamentable change is from the best

;

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then.

Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace

!

The wretch that thou hast blown unto the worst

Owes notliing to thy blasts.— But who comes
here?

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man.

My father, poorly led?—World, world, O
world

!

[thee,

But that thy strange mutations make us hale

Life would not yield to age.

Old Man. O, my good lord, I have been

your tenant, and your father's tenant, these

fourscore years. [gone :

Glo. Away, get thee away; good friend, be

Thy comforts can do me no good at all

;

Thee they may hurt.

Old Mail. You cannot see your way. [eyes ;

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no
I stumbled when I saw: full oft 'tis seen

Gui means secure us, and our mere defects

Prove our commodities.—O dear son Edgai,
The food of thy abused father's wrath!
Might I but live to see thee in my touch,

I 'd say I had eyes again

!

Old Man. How now ! WTio 's there ?

Ed^. [Aside.] Ogods! Who is 'l can si y,

/ a>n at the worst ?

I am worse than e'er I was.

Old A/an. 'Tis pooi mad Tom,
Edg. [Aside.] And worse I may be yet:

the worst is not

So long as we can say, 'J'his is the worst.

Old Man. Fellow, where goest?

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ?

Olil Man. Madman and beggar too.

Glo. lie has some reason, else he could not

beg.

r the last night's storm I such a fellow saw;
Which niaile me think .a man a worm: my son

Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind
Was then scarce friends with him: I have

heard more since.

As flies to wanton boys are we to the gods,

—

They kill us for their sport.

Edg. [Aside.] How should this be ?

—

Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow,

Angering ilself and others.—Bless thee, mastei !

Glo. Is that the naked felluw?

Old Man. Ay, my lord.

Glo. Then, pr'ylhee, gel thee gone : if, lur

my sake.

Thou wilt o'ert.ake us, hence a mile or twain,

r the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love;

And bring some covering fcjr this naked soul.

Which I '11 entreat to lead me.
Old Maji. Alack, sir, he is m.-^d.

Glo. 'Tis the times plague when niadnun
lead the blind.

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure;

Above the rest, be gone. [I have,

Old Man. I '11 bring him the best 'parel th:it

Come on 't what will. [E-\tt.

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow,

—

Edg. Poor Tom 's a-cold.

—

[Aside.] lean-
not daub it further.

Glo. Come hither, fellow,

Edg. [Aside.] And yet I must. —Bless thy

sweet eyes, they bleed.

Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover ?

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and
footpath. Poor Tom halh been scared oul of

his good wits:—bless thee, good man's son, from

the foul fiend!— five fiends have been in poor

Tom at once ; of lust, as Obidiatt ; Hobindi-

dance, prince of dumbness; Alahu, of stealing ;

Modo, of murder ; Flibbertigibbet, of mopping
and mowing,—who since possesses chamber-
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maids and svaiiing-women. So, bless thee,

master!

Glo. Mere, take this purse, thou whom the

heavens' plagues [wretched

ILive humbled to all strokes: that I ann

M ikes thee the happier;—heavens, deal so still !

Let tlie superfluous and lust -dieted man,
Tiiat slaves your ordinance, that will not see

B.cause he doth not feel, feel your po^er
quickly;

S ) distribution should undo excess, [Dover?
And each man have enough.—Dost thou know

Edg. Ay, master. [head

Gh. There is a cliff whose high and bending
Looks fearfully in the confined deep :

Bring me but to the very brim of it,

And I '11 repair the misery thou dost bear

With something rich about me: from that place

I shall no leading need.

E.ig. Give me thy arm :

Poor Tom shall lead thee. ^Exeunt.

Scene IL—Before the Duke of Albany's
Palace.

E)iier GoNERiL and Edmu.n'd; Oswald
meeting them.

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel our mild
husband [master ?

K.jt met us on the way.—Now, where 's your
Osta. Madam, within ; but never man so

chang'd.

I told him of the army that was landed
;

He smil'd at it : I told him you were coming ;

His answer was. The worse: of Gloster's

treachery.

And of the loyal service of his son,

\-.'nen I inform'd him, then he call'd me sot.

And told me I had lurn'tl the wrong side out :
—

\\'hat most he should dislike seems pleasant to

him ;

\Miat like offensive.

Gon. Then shall you go no further.

{To Ed-mund.
Ii is the cowish terror of his spirit,

Tiiat dares not undertake: he '11 not feel wrongs,
Which lie him to an answer. Our wishes on

the way [brother

;

l^Hy prove efiects. Back, Edmund, to my
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers:
I nust change arms at home, and give the distaff

Inio my husband's hands. This tvusty servant
Sliall pass between us: ere long you are like to

hear.

If you dare venture in your own behalf,

A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare

speech

;

[ Giving afavour.

Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak,

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air;

—

Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.

Gon. My most dear Gloster.

[Exit Edmund.
O, the difference of man and man !

To thee a woman's services are due :

My fool usurps my body.

Osw. Madam, here comes my lord.

[Ex.!.

Enter .\leany.

Gon. I have been worth the whistle.

Alb. O Goneril

!

You are not worth the dust which the rude wir.d

Blows in your lace. I fear your disposition:

That nature which contemns its origin

Cannot be border'd certain in itself;

She that herself will sliver and disbranch

From her material sap, perforce must wither

And come to deadly use.

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish.

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem
vile: [done?

Filths savour but themselves. What have you
TigC: 3, not daughters, what have you perforni'd.?

A father, and a gracious aged man.
Whose reverence the head-lugg'd bear would

lick, [madded.
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you
Could my good brother suffer you to do it?

A man, a prince, by him so benefited

!

If that the heavens do not their visible spirits

Send quickly down to tame these vile offences,

It will come,
Humanity must perforce prey on itself.

Like monsters of the deep.

Gon. Milk-liver'd man !

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for

wrongs

;

Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning

Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not

know'st
Fools do those villains pity who are punish'd

Ere they have done their mischief. Where 's

thy drum?
France spreads his banners in our noi-seless land

;

With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats;

Whiles thou, a moral fool, silt'st still, and criest,

Alack, why does he so ?

Alb. See thyself, devil

!

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend

So horrid as in woman.
Gon. O vain fool !

Alb, Thou changed and sclf-cover'd ib.ing^,

for shame,
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Be-monster not thy feature. Were 't my fitness

To let these hands obey my blood.

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear

Thy flesh and bones :—howe'er thou art a fiend,

A woman's shape doth shield tliee,

Con. Marry, your nianhood now !

Enter a Messenger.

Alb. \\1iat news ? [wall 's dead ;

Jl/css. O, my good lord, the Uuke of Corn-
Slain by his servant, going to put out

Tlie other eye of Glosler.

A!b. Gloster's eyes

!

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with

remorse,

Oprpos'd against the act, bending his sword
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag'd,

I'lew on him, and amongst them fcli'd liim

dead

;

[since

I'ut not without that harmful stroke which
Uath pluck'd him after.

Alb. This shows you are above,

\'ou justicers, that these our nether crimes

Ho speedily can venge !—But, O poor Gloster !

Lost he his other eye ?

Mess. Both, both, my lord.

—

Tliis letter, madam, craves a speedy answer;

Tis from your sister.

. Gon. [Aside.'\ One way I like this well ;

But being widow, and my Gloster with her,

May all the building in my fancy pluck

Upon my hateful life: another way
The news is not so tart.— I'll read, and

answer. [Exif.

Alb. Where was his son when they did take

his eyes ?

3/css. Come with my lady hither.

Ai'^'. He is not here.

Mi-ss. No, my good lord; 1 met him back
again.

Alb. Knows he the wickedness?
J\Ass. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he inform'd

against him
;

[punishment

And qviit ihe house on purpose that tlieir

Might have the freer course.

A/b. Gloster, I live

To tliank thee for the love thou shcw"dst tl'se

king, [friend :

And to revenge thine eyes.—Come hith.cr.

Tell me what more thou know'est. [Exup;/.

Scene III.— T//e French Can!/> near Dover.

Enter Kent and a Gentleman.

Kent. Why the King of France is so sud-

denly gone back know you the reason ?

Gent. Something be left imperfecl in the

state, which since his coming forth is thouglit

of; which imports to the kingdom so murh
fear and danger that his personal return was
most required and necessar}'.

Kent. Who hath he left behind him general?

Gent. The Mareschal of France, Monsieur la

Far.

Kent. Did your letters pierce tlie queen to

any demonstration of grief? [my presence ;

Gent. Ay, sir ; she took them, read them iii

And now and then an ample tear trill'd down
ller delicate cheek : it seem'd slie was a queea
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like,

Sought to be king o'er her.

Kejit. O, ilien it mov'd b.cr.

Ge>it. Not to a rage : patience and sorrow
strove [seen

\\'ho should express her goodliest. You have
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears

Were like a better day : those happy smilets

That play'd on her ripe lip seem'd not to kn w
What guests were in her eyes; which paiud

thence [sorrow

As pearls from diamonds diopp'd.—In brief,

Would be a rarity most belov'd if all

Could so become it.

Kent. Made she no verbal question ?

Gent. Faith, once or twice she heav'd ilia

name oifather

f'antingly forth, as if it press'd her heart

;

Cried, Sisters! sisters!—Shame of ladie^.]

sisters ! [f the nighi ?

Kent ! father ! sisters! JVhaf, t the storm?
Let pity not be belieiPd!—There she shook
Tlie holy water from her heavenly eyes,

And clamour moisten'd : then away she staited

To deal with grief alone.

Kent. It is the stars,

The stars above us, govern our conditions ;

Else one self mate and mate could not beget

Such different issues. Vou spoke not with hei

since ?

Gent. No.
Kent. Was this before the king retum'd?
Gnit. No, since.

Kent. Well, sir, the poor distressed Lear s

i' the town ;

Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers
What we are come about, and by no means
Will yield to see his daughter.

Ge-nt. Why, good sir ?

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows liim : his

own unkindness, [her

That stripp'd her from his benediction, turn'd

To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights

To his dog-hearted daughters,—these things

stmti
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Enter \jLKV., fantasticaUy dressed up with

Jlowers.

T^ie safer sense will ne'er accommodate
I lis master thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coin-

Inij ; I am the king himself.

Edg. O ihou side-piercing sight I

lA-ar. Nature's above art in that respect.

—

Tlicre 's your press-money. That fellow handles

his bow like a crow-keeper : draw me a

cloiiiier's yard.—Look, look, a mouse ! Peace,

pt-:ice;—this piece of toasted cheese will do't.

— There 's my gauntlet ; I '11 prove it on a
gi uit.—Bring up the brown bills.—O, well

fl jwn, bird !— i' the clout, i' the clout : hewgh !

—-Give the word.

^^4'- Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.

Glo. I know that voice.

Lear. Ha ! Goneril, with a white beard !

—

Tliey flattered me like a dog ; and told me I

had white hairs in my beard ere the black one*

were there. To say ay and 110 to everything I

said !

—

Ay and no, too, was no good diviniV;.

When the rain came to wet me once, and the

wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder

would not peace at my bidding ; there I found
'em, there I smelt 'em out. Go to, tliey are

rot men o' their words : they told me I was
everj-i.hing ; 'tis a lie,— I am not ague-proof.

Glo. The trick of that voice I do weil re-

member :

L 't not the king ?

[.ear. Ky, every inch a king :

^\'hen I do stare, see how the subject quakes,

I pardon that man's life.—What was t'ny

cause ?

—

Adultery .'

—

1 hou shalt not die : die for adultery ! No :

The wren goes to 't, and the small gilded fly

Does lecher in my sight.

Let copulation thrive ; for Gloster's bastard son
Was kinder to his father than my daughters
Got 'tween the lawful sheets.

To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers.

—

Behold yond simpering dame,
Whose face between hci forks presages snow ;

That minces virtue, and does shake ihe head
To hear of pleasure's name ;

—

The fitchew nor the soiled horse goes to 't

With a more riotous appetite.

Down from the waist they are centaurs,

Though women all above :

J' :i to the girdle do the gods inherit,

Len'jatli is all t';e fiends'; there's Lril, there's

There is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding,

stench, consumption ;—fie, fie, fie ! pah, pah I

Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary,

to sweeten my imagination : there 's money for

thee.

Glo. O, let me kiss that hand ! [tality.

Lea}'. Let me wipe it first ; it smelh of m<jr-

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature 1 This great

world [mc ?

Shall so wear out to naught.—Dost thou knov/

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough.
Dost thou squiny at me? No, do thy worst,

blind Cupid; I'll not love.—Read thou this

challenge ; mark but the penning of it. [one.

Co. Were all the letters suns, I could not see

Edg. I would not take this from report ;

—

it is,

And my heart breaks at it.

Lear, Read.
Glo. What, with the case of eyes?
Lear. O, ho, are you therewith me? No

eyes in your head nor no money in your purse ?

Your eyes are in a heavy case, yout purse in a

light! yet you see how this world goes.

Glo. I see it feelingly.

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see how
this world goes with no eyes. Look v, IlU thine

ears : see how yond justice rails upon yond
simple tliief. Hark, in thine ear : change

places ; and, handy-dmdy, which is the justice,

which is the thief?—Thou hast seen a farmer's

dog bark at a beggar ?

Glo. Ay, sir.

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ?

There thou mightst behold the great image of

authority: a dog 's obeyed in office.

—

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand !

Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine

own back

;

Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind

For which thou vvhipp'st her. The usurer

hangs the cozener.

Through tatter'd clothes stnall vices do appear ;

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate sin

with gold,

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ;

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it.

None does offend, none,—I say, none ; I '11

able 'em

:

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ;

And, like a scurvy politician, seem [now, now:
To see the things thou dost not.—Now, now,
Pull oft my boots :—harder, harder :—so.

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd !

Reason in madness

!

-^ [my eyes.

Liar. If tliou wilt weep my fortunes, take
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I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster

:

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither :

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the

air

We wav/I and cry.—I will preach to thee : mark.
Glo. Alack, alack the day !

Lear. When we are bom, we cry that we
are come [block :

—

To this great stage of fools—This' a good
It were a delicate stratagem to shoe

A troop of horse with felt : I '11 put't in proof;

And when I have stol'n upon these sons-in-law,

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill !

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants.

Cc'.if. O, here he is: lay hand upon him.—Sir,

Your most dear daughter,

—

[even

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? lam
The natural fool of fortune.—Use me well

;

Vou shall have ransom. Let me have surgeons ;

I am cut to the brains.

Gent. You shall have anything.

Lear, No seconds? all myself?
Why, this would make a man a man of salt,

To use his eyes for garden water-pots.

Ay, and for laying Autumn's dust.

Ci'tt, Good sir,

—

; l^ar, I will die bravely, liice a smug bride-

groom. VVhat

!

I will be jovial : come, come ; I am a king,

My masters, know you that.

Gf:!/. You are a royal one, and we obey you.

Lear. Then there's life in't. Nay, an you
get it, you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa,

Ea. [Exit running ; Attendants /i!/A?ti'.

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest
wietch, [daughter,

Past spe.aking of in a king !—Thou h.ast one
Who redeems nature from the general curse

Which twain have brought her to.

Ecig, Ilail, gentle sir.

Gent. Sir, speed you : what 's your will ?

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle

toward? [that

Gent. Most sure and vulgar : every one hears

Wliich can distinguish sound.

Edg. But> by your favour.

How near 's the other army ? [descry

Gent. Near and on speedy foot ; the main
Stands on the hourly thought.

Edg. I thank you, sir ; that 's all.

Gent. Though that the queen on special

cause is here,

Her army is mov'd on.

Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent.
Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath

tioin aTsS

;

Let not my worser spirit tempt me again

To die before you please

!

Edg. Well pray you, father.

Gio. Now, good sir, what are you ?

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by
fortune's blows ;

\Mio, by the art of 'cnown and feeling sorrows,

Am pregnant to good pit}'. Give me your hand,

I 11 lead you to some bidiug.

Gh. Hearty thanks :

The bounty and the benison of heaven
To boot, and boot \

Enter Oswald.

Osw. A proclaim'd prize ! Most happy 1

That eyeless head of thine vas first fram'd t't.sh

To raise my fortunes.—Thou old unhappy
traitor.

Briefly thyself remember :—the sword is out

That must destroy thee.

Gio. Now let thy friendly hand
Put strength enough to it. [Edgar intei-pczes.

Ostv. Wherefore, bold per-.sant,

Dar'st thou support a pubiish'd traitor? Hence

;

Lest that the infection of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his aim. ['casion.

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vuriher

Osvj. Let go, slave, or thou diest !

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let

poor volk pass. And chud ha' been zwaL;^;ered

out of my life, 'twould not ha' been zo long as

'tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not near the

old man ; keep out, che vor ye, or ise try

whether your costard or my bat be the harder

;

ciiill be plain with you.

Os2V. Out, dunghill !

Edg. C>iill pick your teeth, zir : ccme ; no
matter vor your foins.

[They jigJit, and Edgar l:noc/;s him do'ojn.

Osw. Slave, thou hast slain me :

—

villain.

take my purse

:

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; [me
And give the letters which thou find'st about

To Edmund Earl of Gloster ; seek him cut

Upon the British party:—O, untimely death !

[Dies.

Edg. I know thee well : a serviceable villain ;

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress

As badness would desire.

Gio. Wiat, ishedead?
Edg. Sit j'ou down, father ; rest )'ou.

—

Let 's see these pockets : the letters that he
speaks of [.sorry

May be my friends.—He 's dead ; I am only

lie had no other death's-man.— Let us see :

—

Leave, gentle v/ax ; and, manners, blau".?. us.

Dot:
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Enter '\j[S.,\K,fantastica!ly dressed up wilh

flowers.

T'le safer sense will ne'er accommodate
I lis master thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coin-

ing ; I am the king himself.

Edg. O thou side-piercing sight t

Lear. Nature's above art in that respect.

—

There 's your press-money. That fellow handles

his br>w like a crow-keeper : draw me a
clo'Jiier's yard.—Look, look, a mouse ! Peace,

pc;ice ;—this piece of toasted cheese will do't.

— There's my gauntlet; I'll prove it on a
gi mt.— Hring up the brown bills.—O, well

fl jwn, bird !—i' the clout, i' the clout : hewgh !

—Oive the word.
Edg. Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.

do. I know that voice.

Lear. Ha ! Goneril, with a white beard !

—

Tliey flattered me like a dog ; and told me I

had while hairs in my beard ere the black oni>i

were there. To say ay and no to everything I

scid I—Ay and mo, too, was no good diviniv.-.

When the rain came to wet me once, and the

v.'ind to make me chatter ; when the thunder
vould not peace at my bidding ; there I found
'em, there I smelt 'em out. Go to, they are

not men o' their words : they told me I was
everj'thing ; 'lis a lie,— I am not ague-proof.

C/o. The trick of that voice I do well re-

member :

Is't not the king?
L.ear. Ay, every inch a king :

A\'hen I do stare, see how the subject quakes.
I pardon that man's life.—What was thy

cause ?

—

Adultery ?—
1 hou shall not die : die for adultery ! No :

The wren goes to 't, and ihe small gilded fly

1 'oes lecher in my sight.

Let copulation thrive ; for Gloster's bastard son
Was kinder to his father than my daughters
Got 'tween the lawful sheets.

To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers.

—

lichold yond simpering dame,
Whose face between hei forks presages snow ;

That minces virtue, and does shake the head
To hear of pleasure's name ;

—

The fitchew nor the soiled horse goes to 't

With a more riotous appetite.

IX'.wn from the waist they are centaurs.

Though women all above :

J' ii lo the girdle do the gods inherit,

Leueath is all i';e bends' s there's L.ril, there's

There is the sidphurous pit, burning, scalding,

stench, consumption ;—fie, fie, fie ! ()ah, pah 1

Give me an ounce of civet, good aiJuthecary,

to sweeten my imagination : there 's money for

thee.

G/o. O, let me kiss that hand ! [tality.

Lear. Let me wipe il first ; it smclh of nu-r-

G/o, O ruin'd piece of nature I This great

world [me ?

Shall so wear out to naught.—Dost thou knov/
Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough.

Dost thou squiny at me? No, do thy worst,

blind Cupid; I'll not love.—Read thou this

challenge ; mark but the penning of it. [one.

(7/(7. Were all the letters suns, I could not see

Edg. I would not take this from report ;

—

it is,

And my heart breaks at it.

Lear. Read.
G/o. What, with the case of eyes?
Lear, O, ho, are you there wilh me ? No

eyes in your head nor no money in your purse ?

Your eyes are in a heavy case, yout purse in a
lights yet you see how this world goes.

G/o. I see it feelingly,

Lear, Wh.^t, art mad ? A man may see how
this world goes with no eyes. Look v, \d\ thine

ears : see how yond justice rails upon yond
simple tiiief. Hark, in thine ear : change
places ; and, handy-dindy, which is the justice,

wMch is the thief?—Thou hast seen a farmer's

dog bark at a beggar ?

Glo. Ay, sir.

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ?

There thou mightst behold the great image of

authority : a dog 's obeyed in office.

—

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand !

Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine

own back

;

Thou hotly hist'st to use her in that kind
For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer

liangs the cozener.

Through tatler'd clothes small vices do appear ;

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plale sin

with gold.

And the strong lance ofjustice hurtless breaks ;

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it.

None docs offend, none,—I say, none ; I '11

able 'em

:

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ;

And, like a scurvy politician, seem [now, now:
To see the things thou dost not.—Now, now,
Pull oft my boots :—harder, harder :—so.

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd !

Reason in madness !
^ [my eyes.

Leu?. If tliQU wilt weep my fortunes, take
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I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster

:

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither :

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the

air

We wav/I and cry.—I will preach to thee : mark.
Glo. Alack, alack the day!
Lear. When we are born, we cry that we

are come [block :

—

To this great stage of fools—This' a good
It were a delicate siratagem to shoe

A troop of horse with felt : I '11 put't in proof:

And when I have stol'n upon these sons-in-law,

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill !

Enlcr a Gentleman, with Attendants.

Ccaf. O, here he is: lay hand upon him.—Sir,

Your must dear daughter,

—

[even

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? lam
The natural fool of fortune.—Use me well ;

Vnu shall have ransom, Let me have surgeons
;

I am cut to the brains.

dnt. Vou shall have anything.

Lfar. No seconds? all myself?
Vvhy, this would make a man a man of salt,

To use his eyes for garden water-pots.

Ay, and for laying Autumn's dust.

Cent. Good sir,

—

; Lear. I will die bravely, like a smug bride-

groom. VVhat !

I will be jovial: come, come ; I am a king.

My masters, know you that,

Ge;;f. You are a royal one, and we obey you.

Lear. Then there's life in 't. Nay, an you
get it, you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa,

£a. [Ex 11 running ; Attendants /2//^:c\

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest
wretch, [daugliter,

Past speaking of in a king !—Thou hast one
Who redeems nature from the general curse

Which twain have brought her to.

Ec^g. Hail, gentle sir,

Gen(. Sir, speed you : what 's your will ?

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle

toward ? [that

Gent. Most sure and vulgar : every one hears

Which can distinguish sound.

Edg. But) by your favour,

How near 's the other army ? [descry

Gerd. Near and on speedy foot ; the main
Stands on the hourly thought.

Edg. I thank you, sir : that 's all.

Gent. Thiough that the queen on special

cause is here,

Her army is mov'd on.

Edg. I tliank you, sir. [^.r/V Gent.
Glo. You e'-'er-gentle gods, take my breaih

hoxa m€

;

Let not my worser spirit tempt me again
To die before you please !

Edg. Well pray you, father.

Gio. Now, good sir, what are you ?

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by
fortune's blows

;

WTio, by the art of '-^nown and feeling sorrows,

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand,
I '11 lead you to some biding.

Gh. Hearty tb.anks :

The bounty and the benison of heaven
To boot, and boot \

Enter Oswald.

Osw. A proclaim'd prize ! Most happy I

That eyeless head of thine A'as first fram'd !^c>h

To raise my fortunes.—Thou old unh.ippy

traitor,

Briefly thyself remember:—the sword is out

That must destroy thee.

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand
Put st/ength enough to it. [Edgar inte--_rc:i-s.

Osw. Wherefore, bold pea.-ant,

Dar'st thou support a pubiish'd traitor ? PJence ;

Lest that the infection of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his aim. ['cas;on.

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, witliout vurther

Osvj. Let go, slave, or thou diest

!

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let

poor volk pass. And chud ha' been zwaLi^^ered

out of my life, 'twould not ha' been zo iv)ng as

'tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not near the

old man ; keep out, che vor ye, or ise try

whether your costard or my bat be the harder

:

chill be plain with you.

Osw. Out, dunghill

!

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir : come ; no
matter vor your foins.

{^They fight, and Edgar knocks him down.
Osw. Slave, thou hast slain me :—viUain.

take my purse

:

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; [me
And give the letters which thou fi.nd'st about

To Edmund Earl of Gloster ; seek him out

Upon the British party:—O, untimely death

!

Edg. I know thee well : a serviceable villain ;

As duteous to the vices oi thy mistress

As badness would desire.

Glo. 'V^niat, is he dead ?

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you.

—

Let 's see these pockets : the letters thai he
speaks of [scrry

May be my friends.—He's dead; I am only

He had no other death's-man.— Let us see :

—

Leave, gentle wax; and, manners, biamo^ns,

cot:
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To know our enemies' minds we'd rip their

hearts ;

Tlieir papers is more lawful.

[A'iLia's.] Let our redJ>rocal VffVDS be remem-
biird. You ktive many opfertunities to ciU hint

off: ifyour ivill tvani not, time and place will

be frtcit/ttlly offered. There is nothing done if
he return the conqueror: then am I the prisoner^

auJ his bed viy g<iol; from the loathed warmth
whereof deliver me, and supply the place for
your labour.

Your {-wife., so I would say) affectionate ser-

vant, GONERIL.
O undislinguish'd space of woman's will

!

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life ;

And the exchange my brother !—Here, in the

sands,

Thee I '11 ralce up, the post unsanctified

Ot murderous Ischers : and in the mature time
Wiih this ungracious paper strike the sight

Of the death-practis'd duke : for him 'tis well
That of thy death and business I can tell.

[Exit Edgar, dragging out the body.

GIo. Thekingismad: how stiff is my vile sense.

That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling

Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract

:

Sosliould mythoughtsbesever'dfrom my griefs,

And woes by wrong imaginations lose

The knowledge of themselves.

Re-enter Edgar.

EJg- Give me )'-our hand:
[Drum afar off.

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum:
Come, father, I '11 bestow you with a friend.

\Exeiint.

Scene VII.

—

A Tent in the French Camp.
Lear on a bed asleep, soft music flaying

;

Physician, Gentlernaji, and others attending.

Enter CORDELIA and Kent.

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live

and work [too short.
To match thy goodness? My life will be
And every measure fail me. [paid.

Kefit. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'er-

A!l my reports go with the modest truth

;

Nor more nor clipp'd, but so.

Cor. Be better suited :

These weeds are memories ofthose worser hours:
I pr'ythee, put them off.

Kent. Pardon, der.r madam
;

Yet to be known shortens my made intent :

W y boon J. make it that you know me not
Till lime and I think meet.

Cor. Then be't so, my good lord.—How
does the king? [To the Physician.

Phys. Madam, sleejTs still.

Cor. O you kind gods.

Cure this great breach in his abused natnre!
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up
Of this child-changed father !

Phys. So please your majesty
That we may wake the king: he hath slept

long. [proceed
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and

r the sway of your own v/iil. Is he array'd ?

Cent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of sleep

We put fresh garments on him. [him
;

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake
I doubt not of his temperance.

Cor. Very well.

Phys. Please you, draw near.—Louder the

music there!

Cor. O my dear father ! ResioratJr>n hang
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss

Repair those violent harms that my two sisters

Have in thy reverence made I

Kent. Ivind and dear princess t

Cor. Had you not been their father, these

white Hakes
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face

To be oppos'd against the warring winds?
To stand against the deep dread bolted thunder?
In the m.ost terrible and nimble stroke

Of quick, cross lightning? to watch,—poor
perdu !

—

With this thin helm? Mine enemy's dog,

Though he had bit me, shculd have stood that

night [father.

Against my fire ; and wast thou fain, poor
To hovel thee with swine and rogues forlorn.

In short and musty straw? Alack, alack!

Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once [him.

Had not concluded alL—He wakes ; speak to

Phys. Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest.

Cor. How does my roj^l lord? How fares

your majesty? [the grave:—
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears

Do scald like molten lead.

Cor. Sir, do you know me ?

Lear. You are a spirit, I know: when did

you die ?

Cor. Still, still far wide! [awhile.

Phys. He's scarce awake: let him alone

Lear. Where have I been? Where am I ?—
Fair daylight ?

—

[pity

I am mightily abus'd.—I should e'en die with

To see another thus.—I know not what to say.—
I will not swear these are my hands:—let 's see/
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I feel this pin piick. Would I were aisiir'd

Of my condition

!

Cor. O, look upon me, sir,

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me.-

—

No, sir, you must not kneel.

Lear. P''a\', do not mock me :

I am a very foolish fond old man, [less
;

Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor

And, to deal plainly,

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. [man

:

Methinks I should know you, and know this

Vet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant

U'hat place tliis is ; and all the skill I have
Remembers not these garments; nor I know

not

Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh

at me

;

For, as I am a man, I th.ink this lady

To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. And .so I am, I am.
Lear. Be your tears v,et ? )es, faitii. I

pray, weep nut

:

If you have poi.son for me I will drink it.

i know you do not love me ; for your sisiers

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong ;

^'ou have soi^ie cause, they have not.

Cor. Iv'o cause, no cause.

Lear. K\\\ I in France ?

Kent. In y<jur own kingdom, sir.

Lear. Do not abuse me.

Phys. De comforted, good madam : the great

rage,
_

You see, is kilTd in him: and yet it is danger
To make him even o'er the lime he has lost.

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more
Til! further settling.

Cor. Will 't please your highness walk ?

Lea?. You must bear with me :

I'ray you now, forget and forgive : I am old

and foolish.

[Exeunt Lear, Cor., Phys., tf/v;/ Attendants.

Gent. Holds it true, sir, that the Duke of

Cornwall was so slain ?

Kent. ]\Iost certain, sir.

Gent, ^^^^o is conductor of his people?
/\'cnt. As 'tis said, the bastard son of Gloster.

Gent. They sa^' Edgar, his banished son, is

with the Earl of Kent in Germany.
Kent. Report is changeable, 'Tis time to

'\i about ; the powers of the kingdom
.. proach apace.

u'ert. The arbitrement is like to be bloody.

Tare you well, sir. {Exit.

Kent. My point and period will be throughly
v\-ronght,

Ur well or ill, as this day's battle 's fought.

\_Exit.

ACT V.

Scene I.— The Camp of the British Forces
near Dover,

Enter, with drum and colours, Edmund,
Regan, Ohicers, Soldiers, and others.

Edin. Know of the duke if his last purpose
hold,

Or whether since he is advis'd by aught
To change the course: he 's full of alteration

And self- reproving:—bring his constant pi eas'ii re.

yTo an Ofiicer, ivlio grs on'.

Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried.

Edin. 'Tis to be doubted, madam.
Reg. Now, sweet lord.

You know the goodness I intend upon you:

Tell me,—but truly,—but then speak the truth,

Do you not love my sister ?

Ed^ii. In honour'd love.

Reg. But have you never found my brollier's

way
To the forefended place ?

Edia. That thoii.ght abuses yon.

Reg. I am doubtful that you have Isteii

conjunct

And bosom 'd with her, as far as we call hers.

Edni. No, by mine honour, madam.
Reg. I never shall endure her: dear my lord,

Be not familiar with her.

Edm. Fear me nut;

—

She and the duke her husband!

Enter, ivith drum and colours, ALBANY,
GONERIL, ^W Soldicis.

Gon. \Asidc.'\ I had rather lose the baf:le

than that sister

Shr)uld luosen him and me.
Auk Our very loving sister, well be-met.

—

Sir, this I heard,—the king is come to his

daughter,

With others whom the rigour of our state

Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest

I never yet was valiant : for this business,

It toucheth us, as France invades our land,

Not holds the king, with others whom, I fear,

Most just and heavy causes make oppose.

Edin. Sir, you speak nobly.

Reg. Why is this reason'd ?

Con. Combine together 'gainst the eneu:)^;

For these dom.estic and particular broils

Are not the question here.

Alb. Let's, then, determine

With the ancient of -war on our proceeding.

Edin. I shall attend you presently at your tent.

Reg. Sister, you 'il go with us?
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(.Jon. No.
Rfg. 'Tis most convenient ; pray you, go

with us. [will go.

Con. \Aside.\ O, ho, I know the riddle.—

I

As iJtcy are going out, enter Edgar, dis^itised.

Edg. If e'er your grace had speech with man
so poor,

Ke.ii:' ine one word.
All). I'll overtake you.—Speak.

[Exettnl Edm., Reg., Gon., Ofticers,

Soldiens, and Attendants.
Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this

letter.

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound
For him that brought it: wretched Uiough I

seem,
I can produce a champion that will prove
What is avouched there. If you miscany,
Your business of the world hath so an end.
And machination ceases. Fortune love you

!

Alb. Stay till I have read l!ie letter.

Edg. I was forbid it.

When lime shall serve, let hut the herald cry,

And I '11 appear again.

All'. Why, fare thee well : I will o'erlook

thy paper. [Exit Edgar.

Re-enter Edmund.

Edin. The enemy 's in view ; draw up your
[lowers.

Mere is llie guess of tlieir true strength and
forces

By diligent discovery ;— but your haste

Is r.ow urg'd on you.
Alb. We will greet tlie time. {Exit.
Ed/ii. To both these sisters have I sworn

my love ;

Each jealous of the other, as the stung
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I

take?
Both? one? or neither? Ncillier can be enjoy'd
If both remain alive : to lake the widow
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ;

And hardly shall I carry out my side,

Her husband being alive. Now, then, we '11

use

His countenance for the battle; which being
done,

Let her who would be rid of him devise
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia,—
The battle done, and they within our power.
Shall never see his pardon : for my state

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. {Exit.

Scene II.—A Fi,^ld between the two Camps.

Alarum within. Enter, with drum and
colours, Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces;
and exeunt.

Enter Edgar aW Gloster.

Ed^. Here, father, take the shadow of this

tree [thrive:

For your good host ; pray that the right may
If ever I return to you again
I 'II bring you comfort.

Glo. Grace go with you, sir!

{Exit Edgar.

.Alarum and Retreat within. Re-enter Edgar,

Edg. Away, old man,—give me thy hand,

—

away

!

[ta'en

:

King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter
Give me thy hand ; come on.

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even
here. [enda;e

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men must
Their going hence, even as their coming hither;

Ripeness is all :—come on.

Glo. And that 's true too.

{Exeunt.

Scene HI.— The British Camp near Dover.

Enter, in eoftquest, with drum and colours,

Edmund; Lear and Cordelia prisoners;

Officers, Soldiers, ^'c.

Edm. Some officers take them away: good
guard,

Until tlieir greater pleasures first be known
That are to censure them.

Cor. ^^'e are not the first

WIio, with best meaning, have incurr'd the

worst.

For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down

;

Myself could else out-frown false fortune's

frown.— [sisters ?

Shall we not see these daughters and these

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let 's away
to prison :

We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage

:

When thou dost ask me blessing I '11 kneel diiwn
And ask of tlice forgiveness: so we'll live.

And pray, and sing, and tcU old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues
Talk of court news; and we'll talk with theni

too,

—

[out;—
Who loses and who wins; who's in, who's
.\nd take upon 's the mystery of things

As if we were God's spies : and we '11 wear out
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In a wall'd prison packs and sects of great ones

That ebb and flow by the moon.
Edm. Take them away.
Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia,

The gods themselves throw incense. Have I

caught thee ? [heaven,

He that parts us shall bring a brand from
And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine eyes

;

The good years shall devour them, flesh and fell,

Ere they sh.all make us weep : we '11 see 'em
starve first.

Come. \_ExeuiU Lear a/id Cor., guaydcd.

Edin. Come hither, captain; hark.

Take thou this note \givhig a pape7-\ ; go follow

them to prison

:

One step I have advanc'd thee ; if thou dost

As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way
To noble fortunes : know thou this,—that men
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded

Does not become a sword :—thy great employ-

ment
Will not bear question ; either say thou 'It do 't,

Or thrive by other means.

Of. I '11 do 't, my lord.

Edm. About it ; and write happy when thou

hast done.

Mark,—I say, instantly; and carry it so

As I have set it down.

Of. I cannot draw a cart nor eat dried oats

;

If it be man's work I will do 't. [Ex//.

Flourish. Enter Kx.v.K^'^ , Goneril, Regan,
Officers, aW Attendants.

Alb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant

strain.

And fortune led you well : you have the captives

Who were the opposites of this day's strife

:

We do require them of you, so to use them
As we shall find their merits and our safety

May equally determine.

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit

To send the old and misers ble king

To some retention and appointed guard

;

Whose age has charms in it, whose title more.

To pluck the common bosom on his side,

And turn our impress'd lances in oui eyes

Which do command them. With him I sent

the queen

;

My reason all the same ; and they are ready

To-morrow, or at further space, to appear
Where you shall hold your session. At this

time [friend

;

We sweat and bleed: the friend hath lost his

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd

By those that feel their sharpness:

—

The question of Cordelia and her father

Requires a fitter place.

Alb. Sir, by your patience

I hold you but a subject of this war.
Not as a brother.

Reg. That 's as we list to grace him.
Methinks our pleasure might have been de-

manded
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers;
Bore the commission of my place and person;
The which immediacy may well stand up
And call itself your brother.

Coil. Not so hot

:

In his own grace he doth exalt himself,

More than in your addition.

Reg. In my rights.

By me invested, he compeers the best.

Go)t. That were the most, if he should hus-
band you.

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets.
Gon. Holla, holla I

That eye that told you so look'd but asquint.

Reg. Lady, I am not well; else I should
answer

From a full-flowing stomach.—General,
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony;
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine:

Witness the world that I create thee here
My lord and master.

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ?

Alb. The let-alone lies not in your good-will.

Edm. Nor in thine, lord.

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes,

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title

thine. \_To Edmund.
Alb. Stay yet; hear reason.—Edmund, I

arrest thee

On capita! treason ; and, in thy arrest,

This gilded serpent [pointing to Gonekil].—
For your claim, fair sister,

I bar it in the interest of my w ife ;

'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord,

And I, her husband, contradict your bans.
If you will marry, make your loves to me,

—

My lady is bespoke.
Gon. An interlude !

Alb. Thou art arm'd, Glosler :— let the
trumpet sound :

If none appear to prove upon thy person
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons,
There is my pledge {throwing down a gloved ;

I '11 make it on thy heart.

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less

Than I have here proclaim'd thee,

Reg. Sick, O, sick!
Gon. [Aside.] If not, I '11 ne'er trust medicine.
Edm. There 's my exchange [throwingdown

a glove'] : what in the world he is

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies

:
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Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach,

On him, on you, who not ? I will maintain

My truth and honour firmly.

A!b. A herald, ho !

£dw. A herald, ho, a herald !

A/d. Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy

soldiers,

All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.

/vV^. ftly sickness grovvfs upon me.

A/j. She is not well; convey her to my tent.

[^AvV REGAiN /ed.

E7iter a Herald.

Come hither, herald,—Let the trumpet sound,

—

And read out this.

OiJ. Sound, trumpet ! \A titiinpct seitnds.

Herald. [Reads. ] 1/ any man of qttalily or

degree •wilhiit Ihe lists of the army "will main-
tain zipon Edmund, suj^posed Earl of Gloster,

that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear by

the third sound of the trumpet : he is bold in

his defence.

Edm. Sound ! [i Trumpet.
Herald. Again ! [2 Trumpet.
Herald. Again ! [3 Tru7Hpet.

[ Trumpet answers within.

Enter Edgar, armed, and preceded by a
t)-umpet.

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears
Up<m this call o' the trumpet.

Plerald. What are you ?

Your name, your quality? and why you answer
This present summons ?

Edg. Know, my name is lost

;

By treason's tooth bare-gnawn and canker-bit

:

Yet am I noble as the adversary

I come to cope.

A'.b. Which is that adversary?
Edg. What's he that speaks for Edmund

Earl of Gloster?
Edm. Himself:—what say'st thou to him?
Edg. Draw thy sword,

That, if my speech offend a noble heart,

Tiiy arm may do thee justice: here is mine.
Bvihold, it is the privilege of mine honours,
My oath, and my profession: I protest,

—

Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and emin-
ence.

Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune,

Thy valour and thy heart,—thou art a traitor
;

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ;

Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince
;

And, from the extremest upward of thy head
To the descent and dust below thy foot,

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou A'b,

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are
bent

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak,
Thou liest.

Edm. In wisdom I should ask thy name;
Kut, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike,
And that thy tongue some say of breeding

breathes.

What safe and nicely I might well delay
IJy rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn:
lr.ick do I toss these treasons to thy head;
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart;
Which,— for they yet glance by and scarcely

bruise,

—

This sword of mine shall give them instant way,
Where they shall rest for ever.—Trumpets,

speak

!

[Alarums. Theyfight. EDMVKDfalls.
Alb. Save him, save him !

Gon. This is practice, Gloster:
By the law of arms thou wast not bound to

a.iswer

An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish'd,
But cozen'd and beguii'd,

A/b. Shut )'our mouth, dame,
Or vsith this paper shall I slop it:—hold, sirX

Thou worse than any name, read thine OiVja

evil :

—

No tearing, lady ; I perceive you know it.

[ Gives the letter to Edmund.
Go7t. Say, if I do,—the laws are mine, not

thine:

Who can arraign me for'l?

Alb. Most monstrous!
Know'st thou this paper?

Gon. Ask me not what I know.
\Exit.

Alb. Go after her: she's desperate; govern
her. [To an Officer, who goes out.

Edm. What you have charged me with, that

have I done; [out

:

And more, much more; the time will bring it

'Tis past, and so am L—But wliat art tliou

That hast this fortune on me ? If thou 'ri noble
I do forgive thee.

Edg. Let 's exchange charity.

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund

;

If more, the more thou hast wrong'd me.
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son.

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices

Make instruments to plague us

:

The dark and vicious place where thee he got

Cost him his e)es.

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, 'tis true

;

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here.

Alb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy
A royal nobleness:—I must embrace thee:
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Let sorrow split my heart if ever I

Did hate thee or thy father

!

Edg. Worthy prince, I know 't.

Alb. Where have you hid yourself?

How have you known the miseries of your

father? [tale;—

Edg. By nursing them, my lord.—List a brief

And when 'tis told, O, that iny heart would
burst !

—

The bloody proclamation to escape, [ness

!

That follow'd me so near,—O, our lives sweet-

That with the pain of death we 'd hourly die

Rather than die at once !—taught me to shift

Into a madman's rags ; to assume a semblance

That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit

Met I m.y father with his bleeding rings,

Their precious stones new lost ; became his

guide,

Ledhim, begg'd for him,sav'd him from despair

;

Never,—O fault !—reveal'd myse'f unto him
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm'd

;

Not sure, though hoping, of this good success,

I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last

Told him m.y pilgrimage : but his flaw'd heart,

—

Alack, too weak the conflict to support !

—

'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief.

Burst smilingly.

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd me.
And shall perchance do good : but speak you on ;

You look as you had something more to say.

Alb. If there be more, more woeful, hold it in

;

For I am almost ready to dissolve,

Hearing of this.

Edg. This would have seem'd a period

To such as love not sorrow; but another.

To amplify too much, would make much more.

And top extremity. [man
Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a

Who, having seen me in my worst estate,

Shunn'd my abhorrM society ; but then, finding

Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms

lie fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out

As he 'd burst heaven ; threw him on my father ;

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him
That ever ear received : which in recounting

His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life

Began to crack : twice then the trumpet sounded,

And there I left him tranc'd.

Alb. But who was this ?

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent, who in

disguise

Follow'd his enem^y king, and did him service

Improper for a slave.

Enlcr a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody htifr.

Gent. Help, help, O, help !

Edg. What kind of help ?

Alb. Speak, man.
Edg. What means that bloody knife?

Gent. 'Tis hot, it smokes;
It came even from the heart of—O, she 's dead J

Alb. Who dead? speak, man.
Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady: and her sister

By her is poison'd ; she hath confess'd it.

Edm. I was contracted to them both: all three

Now marry in an instant.

Edg. Here comes Kent.

Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or

dead:

—

[tremble,

This judgment of the heavens, that makes us

Touches us not with pity. \^Exit Gentleman.

Enter Kent.

O, is this he?
The time will not allow the compliment
Which very manners urges.

Jf'ent. I am come
To bid my king and master aye good-night:

Is he not here ?

Alb. Great thing of us forgot !

—

Speak, Edmund, where 's the king? and where 's

Cordelia ?

[ The bodies of GoN. and'R^.G. are brought in,

See'st thou this object, Kent ?

Kent. Alack, why thus?

Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd ;

The one the other poison'd for my sake,

And after slew herself.

Alb. Even so.—Cover their faces. [do,

Edm. I pant for life :—some good I mean to

Despite of mine oivn nature. Quickly send,

—

Be brief in it,—to the castle; for my writ

Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia:

—

Nay, send in time.

Alb. Run, run, O, run ! [send

Edg. To who, my lord?—Who has the office?

Thy token of reprieve.

Edm. Well thought on : take my sword,

Give it the captain.

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life.

\Exit Edgar.
Edm. He hath commission from thy wife

and me
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and
To lay the blame upon her own despair,

That she fordid herself.

Alb. The gods defend her!—Bear him hence
awhile. [Edmund is borne off.

Re-enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his

artns; Edgar, Ofilcer, and others following.

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl !—O, you
are men of stones:

Had I your tongues and eyes, I 'd use them so
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That heaven's vault should crack.—She 's gone
for ever !

—

I know when one is dead and when one lives;

She 's dead as earth.—Lend me a looking-glass;

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone,

Why, then she lives.

Kent. Is this the promis'd end?
Edg. Or image of that horror ?

A!b. Fall, and cease !

Lear. This feather stirs : she lives ! if it be so,

I( is a chance which does redeem all sorrows

That ever I have felt.

Kent. O my good master ! [Kneeling.

Lear. Pr'ythee, awaj'.

Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors

all ! [ever !

—

I miglit have sav'd her ; now she 's gone for

Cordelia, Cordelia ! stay a little, lla!

What is't thou say'st?—Her voice was ever

soft, [woman.—
Gentle, and low, — an excellent thing in

I kili'd the slave that was a-hanging thee.

Off. 'Tis true, my lords, he did.

Lear. Did I not, fellow ?

I have seen the day, with my good biting

falchion,

3 would have made them skip : I am old now,
And thesesame crosses spoil me.—Who are you.?

Mine eyes are not o' the best:—I'll tell you
straight. [hated,

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and
One of them we behold. [Kent ?

Lear. This is a dull sight. Are you not

Kent. The same,
V'our servant Kent.—Where is your servant

Caius?
Lear. He 's a good fellow, I can tell you that

;

He '11 strike, and quickly too:—he's dead and
rotten. [man,

—

Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very
Lear. I '11 see that straight. [decay
/Cent. That from your first of difference and

Have foUow'd your sad steps.

Lear. You are welcome hither.

Kent. Nor no man else :—all 's cheerless,

dark, and deadly.

—

Your eldest daughters have foredone themselves.
And desperately are dead.

Lear. Ay, so I think.

Alb. Ho knows not what he says; and vain is it

That we present us to him.

Edg. Very bootless.

Enter an Officer.

Off'. Edmund is dead, my lord.

Alb. That 's but a trifle here. —
You lords and noble friends, know our intent.

What comfort to this great decay may come
Shall be applied: for us, we will resign.

During the life of this old majesty,

To him our absolute power:—you to youi
rights ; [ To Edgar and Kknt.

With boot, and such addition as your honours
1 lave more than merited, —All friends shall taste

The wages of their virtue, and all foes

The cup of their deservings.—O, see, see!

Lear, And my poor fool is hang'dl No,
no, no, li.f^e I

Vv'^hy should a dog, a horse, a rat have life.

And thou no breath at all ? Thou 'It come no
more.

Never, never, never, never, never !

—

Pray you, undo this button:—ihank you, sir.

—

Do you see this? Look on her,—look,—he;

lips,—

Look there, look there !

—

\He dies.

Edg. He faints !—My lord, my lord !—

Kent. Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break

!

Edg. Look up, my lord.

Kent. Vex not his ghost : O, let him pass

'

he hates him
That would upon the rack of this rough world
Stretch him out longer.

Edg. He is gone indeed.

Kent. The wonder is he hath endur'd so long:

He but usurp'd his life. [business

Alb. Bear them from hence.—Our present

Is general woe.—Friends of my soul, you twain

[ To Kent and Edgar.
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain.

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go ;

My master calls me,— I must not say no.

Alb. The weight of this sad timewe must obey;

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say.

The oldest hath borne most: we that are ycimg
Shall never see so much nor live so long.

\_Exeuni, with a dead marchr.
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Scene,—During tiie greater part of the Play in A'erona; once, in the Fifth Act, at Mantua.

PROLOGUE.
Two households, both alike in dit^nit)'.

In fair Verona, where \\ e lay our scene.

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes

A pair of star-cross"d lovers take their life ;

Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows
Do with their death bury their parents' strife.

The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love,

And the cuntinuance of their parents' rage,

Which but their children's end naught could
remove,

Is novi' the two hours' traffic of our stage;

The which, if you vvith patient ears attend,

What here shall miss our toil shall strive to

mend.

ACT L

Scene \.—A public Place.

Enter Sampson az/rf Gregory, armed with
S7Vords a>id bucklers.

Satn. Gregory, o' my word, we'll not carry

coals.

Gre. No, for then we sliould be colliers.

Sam, I mean, an we be in choler we '11 draw.
G7e. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out

o' the collar.

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved.
Gre. But th(3U art wA quickly moved to strike.

Sam. A dog of the house of Rb)niague moves
ine.

Gre. To move is to stir ; and to be valiant \r

to stand : there.'"ore, if thou art moved, thuu

runn'st away.
Sam. A dog of that house shall move me \o

-^;and: I will take the wall of any man or maid
kA Montague's.

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave ; fur the

weakest goes to the wall.

Sam. True; and therefore women, being tl^.e

weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall:

therefore I will push Montague's men from tlie

wall and thrust his maids to the wall.

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters and
us their men.

Sam. 'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant:

when I have fought with the men I will be cruel

v.ilh the maids, and cut off their heads.

Cr<?. The heads of the maids ?

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or thi ir

maidenheads ; take it in what sense thcu

wilt.

Gi-e. They must take it in sense that feel it.

Sam. Me they .shall feel while I am able to

stand: and 'tis known I am a pretty piece ox

n-sh.

Gre. 'Tis well thou art not fish ; if thou hadst,
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thou hadsl been poor-John.—Draw thy tool ;

here comes two of the house of the Montagues.
Sam. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I

will back thee.

Gre. How ! turn thy back and run?
Sam. Fear me not.

Gre. Ko, marry ; I fear thee

!

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let

them begin.

Gre. I will frown as I pass by ; and Ic: them
take it as they list.

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my
thumb at them ; which is a disgrace to them if

they bear it.

Enter Abraham and Balthasar
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ?

Sam. I do bile my thumb, sir.

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ?

Sam. Is the law of our side if I say ay?
Gre. No.
Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at

you, sir ; but I bite my thumb, sir.

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir?

Abr. Quarrel, sir ! no, sir.

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you : I serve
as good a man as you.

Abr. No better.

Sam. Well, sir.

Gre. Say better: here comes one of my
master's kinsmen.
Sam. Yes, better, sir.

Abr. You lie.

Sam. Draw, if you be men.—Gregory, re-

member thy swashing blow. [ Theyfight.

Enter Eenvolio.

Be7i. Part, fools! put up your swords
; you

know not what you do.

\Beats doxvn their swords.

Enter Tybalt.

Tyb. What, art thou drawn among these
heartless hinds?

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death.
Ben. I do but keep the peace : put up thy

sword.
Or manage it to part these men with me.

Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace! I

hate the word
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee

:

Have at thee, coward ! \_Theyfight.

Enter several of both Houses, whojoin the

fray ; then enter Citizens with clubs.

I Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans! strike!
beat them down ! [lagues !

Down with the Capulets ! Down with the Mon-

Enter Capulet in his gown, and Lady
Capulet.

Cap. What noise is this?—Give me my long
sword, ho

!

Lady C. A crutch, a crutch !—Why call you
for a swoid?

Cap. My sword, I say !—Old Montague is

come,
And flourishes his blade in spite of me.

Enter Montague and Lady Montague.

Mon. Thou villain Capulet !—Hold me not,

let me go.

Lady M. Thou shult not stir a foot to seek
a foe.

Enter Prince, with Attendants.

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel,

—

Will they not hear?—What, ho you men, you
beasts,

Tliat quench the fire of your pernicious r.ige

With purple fountains issuing from your veins,

—

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands
Throw your mistemper'd weapons to theground.
And hear the sentence of your moved prince.

—

Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word.
By thee, old Capulet and Montague,
Have thrice dislurb'd the quiet of our streets

;

And made Verona's ancient citizens

Cast by their grave beseeming ornainents,

To wield old partisans in hands as old,

Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate:
If ever you disturb our streets again,
Vour lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
For this time, all tlie rest depart away:—
You, Capulet, shall go along with me;

—

And, Montague, come you this afternoon,
To know our further pleasure-in this case.

To old Free-town, our common judgment-
place.

—

Once more, on pain of death, all men depart.

[j5x«<m^ Prin. a;Mf Attendants; Cap., Lady
C. , Tyb., Citizens, a//^^' Servants.

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new
abroach ?

—

Speak, nephew, were you by when it began?
Ben. Here were the servants of your adver-

sary

And yours close fighting ere I did approach

:

I drew to part them : in the instant came
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar'd ;

Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears.

He swung about his head, and cut the wind-,
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn:

While we were interchanging thrusts and blows,
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Came more and more, and fought on part and

part.

Till the prince came, who parted either part.

Lady AI. O, where is Romeo ?—saw you

him to-day.?

—

Right glad I am he was not at this fray, [sun

Z>V«. Madam, an hour before the v\'orshipp'd

Peer'd forth the golden window of tlie east,

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ;

VMierc,—underneath the grove of .sycamore

That westward rooteth from the city's side,

—

So early walking did I see your son

:

Towards him I made; but he was ware of me,
And stole into the covert of the wood

:

I, measuring his affections by my own,

—

That most are busied when they're most alone,

—

I'ursu'd my humour, not pursuing his.

And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me.
Alon. ]\Iany a morning hath he there been

seen.

With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew,
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep

sighs

:

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun

Should in the furthest east begin to draw
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed.

Away from light steals home my heavy son,

And private in his chamber pens himself;

Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out,

And makes himself an artificial night:

Black and portentous must this humour prove.

Unless good counsel may the cause remove.

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause?

Itlon. I neither know it nor can learn of him.

Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means?
I\iun. Both by myself and many other friends:

But he, his own affections' counsellor,

Is to himself,— I will not say how true,

—

But to himself so secret and so close,

So far from sounding and discovery,

As is the bud bit with an envious worm
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air,

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.

Could we but learn from whence his sorrows

grow.
We would as willingly give cure as know.

Ben. See where he comes: so please you,

step aside

;

I '11 know his grievance or be much denied.

?J''n. I would thou wert so happy by thy stay

To liear true shrift.—Come, madam, let 'saway.

[Exeunt INIontague a7td Lady.

Enter ROMEO.

Ben. Good-morrow, cousin.

B.v;:. Is the day so young?
Ben. But new strucli nine.

Rom. Ay me ! sad hours seem long.

Was that my father tliat went hence so fast?

Ben. It was.—What sadness lengthens

Romeo's hours? [them short.

Rom, Not having that which, having, makes
Ben. In love ?

Rout. Out,

—

Ben. Of love?

Ro:ti. Out of her favour where I am in love.

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view.

Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof!

Rom. Alas, that love, v;hose view is mufRed
still, [will !—

Should, without eyes, see pathways to his

Where shall we dine?—O me !—\Vhat fray was
here?

Vet tell me not, for I have heard it all.

Here's much to do with hate, but more with
love :

—

Why, then, O brawling love ! O loving hate I

(J anytliing, of nothing first create !

O heavy lightness! serious vanity!

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms!

feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick

health

!

Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is !

—

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Dost thou not laugh ?

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep.
Rom. Good heart, at what?
Ben. At thy good heart's oppression.

Rom. Wliy, such is love's transgression.

—

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast

;

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prcst

With more of thine : this love that thou hast

shown
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs

;

Being purg"d, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes

;

Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears:

What is it else? a madness most discreet,

A choking gall, ana a preserving sweet.

—

Farewell, my coz. \^Going.

Ben. Soft! I will go along:

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here ;

Th.is is wcii. Romeo, he's some oilier where.

Ben. Tell me in sadness who is that you love.

Rom. What, shall I groan and tell thee?

Ben. Groan ! why, no

;

But sadly tell me who. ["'i!l)

—

Rom. Bid a sick man in sndness make his

Ah, word ill urg'd to one that i- so ill !

—

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman.
Ben. I aim'd so near when I suppos'd you

lov'd. [fair I love.

Rom. A right good marksman !—And she 's_
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Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest

hit. [be hit

Rom. Well, in that hit you miss: she'll not

With Cupid's arrow,—she hath Dian's wit; ^

And in strong proof of chastity well arm'd,

From love's weak childish bow she lives un-

harm'd.

She will not stay the siege of loving terms

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes,

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold :

O, she is rich in beauty; only poor,

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store.

Ben. Then she hath sworn that she will still

live chaste ? [huge waste ;

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes
For beauty, starved with her severity.

Cuts beauty off from all posterity.

She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair.

To merit bliss by making me despair :

She hath forsworn to love , and in that vow
Do I live dead that live to tell it now.

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her.

Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to

think.

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes
;

Examine other beauties.

Rom. 'Tis the way
To call hers, exquisite, in question more :

These happy masks that kiss fair ladies' brows.
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair;

He that is strucken blind cannot forget

The precious treasure of his eyesight lost

:

Show me a mistress that is passing fair.

What doth her beauty serve but as a note
A\liere I may read who pass"d that passing fair?

Farewell : thou canst not teach me to forr^et.

fien, I '11 pay that doctrine or else die in debt.

\_B ceunt.

Scene II.

—

A Street.

Enter Capulet, Paris, and Servant.

Cap. But Montague is bound as well as I,

In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think.

For rnen so old as we to keep the peace.
Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both;

And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds so long.

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit ?

Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before

:

My child is yet a stranger in the world.
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years;
Let two more summers wither in their pride
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers
made. [made.

Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early

Earih hath swallow'd all my hopes but she,

—

She is the hopeful lady of my earth :

But woo her, gentle Paris, gel her lieart.

My will to her consent is but a part ;

An she agree, within her scope of choice

Lies my consent and fair according voice.

This night I hold an old accuslom'd feast.

Whereto I have invited many a guest,

Such as I love ; and you, among the store,

One more, most welcome, makes my number
more.

At my poor house look to behold this night

Earth-treading stars that make dark heaven
light

:

Such comfort as do lusty young men feel

When well-apparell'd April on the heel

Of limping winter treads, even such deliglit

Among fresh female buds shall you this night

Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see,

And like her most whose merit most shall be :

Such, amongst view of many, mine being one,

Maystand in number, though in reckoning none.

Come, go with me.—Go, sirrah, trudge about
Through fair Verona ; find those persons out

Wliose names are written there \^ves a paper'],

and to them say,

?\Iy house and welcome on their pleasure stay.

{Exetttit Capulet and Paris.
Serv. Find them out whose names are writ-

ten here ! It is written that the shoemaker
should meddle with his yard, and the tailor

with his last, the fisher with his pencil, and the

painter with his nets ; but I am sent to find

those persons whose names are here writ, and
can never find what names the writing person

hath here writ. I must to the learned:—in

good time.

Enter Benvolio and Romeo.

Ben. Tut, man, one fire burns out another 's

burning,

One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish ;

Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning;

One desperate grief cures with another's

languish

:

Take thou some new infection to thy eye,

And the rank poison of the old will die.

Rom. Your plantain-leaf is excellent for that.

Ben. For what, I pray thee ?

Rom. For your broken shin.

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ?

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a

madman is

;

Shut up in prison, kept without my food,

Whipp'd and tormented, and—God-den, good

fellow. [read ?

Sei'V. God gi' god-den.—I pray, sir, can yoa

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery.
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Sdi-!/. Petli;i[)s you have learned il without

book: but, i piay, can you read anything you

see.-' [language.

/\V'/v. Ay, if I know the letters and the

Sii~!. Ve say honestly : rest you merry !

Koin. Stay, fellow ; I can read. \^I\taih.

S/i^iiior Marlijw and his wife anddaitghle> i ;

'''::nty Anschue. and his beauteous sisters ; the

:- -Lvido~iV of I 'ilruvio ; Sit^nior Placeiitio and
hn^ely mcce.s ; Mcrciitio and his brother

\>i!ine ; mine tincle Cafiiiet, his wife and
^h/c-rs ; tny fair niece Rosaline; Livia ;

>:niior Vaktilio and his consin Tybalt; Lucio
iird tlie livrly Helena.

A fail iif,>\'\\\\i\y\^^ves had: the papcr'\: whither

should they come?
Sov. Up.
Rom. Whither ?

Sov. To supper ; to oui liouse.

Roin. Whose house .•

Sen>. My master's. [liefore.

Ro'n. Indeed, I should have ask'd you that

Sen'. Now I Ml tell you without asking : my
niasier is the great rich Capulet ; and if )'ou be
iiiit of ihe house of Montagues, 1 pray, come
and cru>h a cup of wine. Rest you merry !

\_Exit.

P-n. At this same ancient feast of Capulet's

Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lov'sl

;

With all the admired beauties of V^erona :

Cio thither ; and, with unattainted eye.

Compare her face with some that I shall show,
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to

fires; [die,

—

And these,—who, often drown'd, could never

Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars !

One fairer than my love ! the all-seeing sun

Ne'er saw her match since first the world

begun. [by,

Pen. Tut, you saw her fair, none else being

I lerself pois'd with herself in either eye :

Eut in that crystal scales let there be weigh 'd

\'our lady's love against some other maid
That I will show you shining at this feast,

And she shall scant show well that now shows
best.

Rom. I '11 go along, no such sight to be shown.
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own.

^Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Room in Capulet's House.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Lady C. iNurse, where 's my daughter ? call

her forth to me.

Nmse. Now, by my maitlenhead, —at t\\cl\e

year old,

—

[bird !
—

I bade her come.—What, lamb! what, lady-

God forbid !—where 's tins girl ?—what, Juliet

!

Enter Juliet.

fill. How now, who calls?

iVurse. Vour mother.
Jill. Madam, I am here.

What is your will ?

lady C. This is the matter,— Nurse, give

leave awhile, [ag^i'i
;

We must talk in secret :—nurse, come back
I have remember'd me, thou's hear our counsel.

Thou know'st my daughter's of a pretty age.

Nurse. Faith, I can tell iicr age unto an
hour.

[.ady C. She's not fourteen.

Ntirse. I "11 lay fourteen of my teeth,

—

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have l;ut

four,

—

She is not fourteen. How long is it now
To Lannna 5 - 1 ide ?

Lady C. A fortnight and odd days.

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year,

Come Lammas-eve at night shall she be
fourteen.

Susan and she,—God rest all Christian souls!

—

Were of an age : well, Susan is with God ;

She was too good for me :—but, as I said.

On Lanimas-eve at night shall she be fourteen ;

That shall she, marry ; I remember it well.
' lis since the eartlKjuake now eleven years;

And she was vv'ean'd,— I never shall forget it,

—

Of all the days of the year, upon that day :

For I had then laid wormwood to my dug.
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall

;

My lord and you were then at Mantua:
Nay, I do bear a brnin :— but, as I said,

Wlien it did taste the wormwood on the nipple

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool.

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug

!

Shake, quoth the dovediouse : 'twas no need, I

trow,

To bid me trudge.

.'\nd since that time it is eleven years ;

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the

rood

.Siie could have nm and waddled all about ;

For even the day before, she broke her brow :

And then my husband,—God be with Iris soul !

'A was a merry man,—took up the child :

Yea, quoth he, dost thou fall upon thyja-.r^

Tiiou wilt fall backward when thou hail mors
wit

;

IVilt thou not, Jule? and, by my holidame,

The pretty wretch left crying, and said Ay

:
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To see, now, how a jest shall come about !

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years,

I never should forget it : IVi/t thou }Wt, fulc ?

quoth he;
And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said Ay.
Lady C. Enough ol this ; I pray thee, hold

thy peace. [but laugh,

Nurse. Yes, madam ;—yet I cannot choose
To think it should leave crying, and say Ay

.

And yet, I v/arrant, it had upon its brow
A bump as big as a young cockefel's stone ;

A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly.

Vca, quoth my husband, y&//'j/ upon thy face?
T'uu %uiltfall backwardwhen thou cotn'st to age ;

IVilt thou not,Jule? it stinted, and said Ay.
Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse,

say I. [to his grace !

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd :

An I might live to see thee married once,

I iiave my wish. [theme
Lady C. Marry, that marry is the very

I came to talk of. —Tell mc, daughter Juliet,

How stands your disposition to be married?
Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of.

Nurse. An honour ! were not I thine only
nurse, [thy teat.

I would say thou hadst suck'd wisdom from
Lady C. Well, think of marriage now ;

younger than you.

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem,
Are made already mothers ; by my count
I was your mother much upon these years

That you are now a maid. Thus, then, in

brief ;

—

The valiant Paris seeks you for his love.

Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a
man

As all the world—why, he 's a man of wax.
Lady C. Verona's summer haih not such a

flower.

Nurse. Nay, he 's a flower ; in faith, a very
flower. [gentleman?

L^ady C. What say you ? can you love the
This night you shall behold him at our feast;
Read o'er the volume of young Paris' face.

And find delight writ there with beauty's pen ;

Examine every married lineament.
And see how one another lends content

;

And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies

Find written in the margent of his eyes.

This precious book of love, this unbound lover.

To beautify him, only lacks a cover :

The fish lives in the .sea ; and 'tis much pride
I";jr fair without the fair within to hide :

That book in many's eyes doth share the glory
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story ;

So shall you share all that he doth possess,

By having him, making yourself no less.

Nurse. No less ! nay, bigger ; women grow
by men. [love ?

Lady C. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris'

/ul. I '11 look to like, if looking liking move :

But no more deep will I endart mine eye [fly.

Than your consent gives strength to make it

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper
served up, you called, my young lady asked
for, the nurse cursed in the pantry, and every-

thing in e.\tremity. I must hence to wait ; I

beseech you, follow straight.

Lady C. We follow thee. [Exit Servant.]

—

Juliet, the county stays.

Nu7-se. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy
days. \Exeunt.

Scene IV.—^ Street.

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, ivith

five or six ^Maskers, Torch-bearers, and others.

Rojn. What, shall this speech be spoke foi

our excuse ?

Or shall we on without apology ?

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity :

We'll have no Cupid hoodwink'd wil'n a scarf.

Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath,

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ;

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke
After the prompter, for our entrance :

But, let them measure us by what they will,

We '11 measure them a measure, and be gone.

Rom. Give me a torch,— I am not for this

ambling ;

Being but heav}', I will bear the light.

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have )ou
dance.

Liom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing
shoes.

With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead

So stakes me to the ground I cannot move.
JSLer. You are a lover ; borrow Cupid's wings.

And soar with them above a common bound.
Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his sl-.-'l't

To soar with his light feathers ; and so bour.d,

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe

:

Under love's heavy burden do I sink. [love ;

]\Ier. And to sink in it should you burden
Too great oppression for a tender thing.

Ro'H. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough.

Too rude, too boisterous; and it pricks h!..

thorn.

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough
with love ;
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Prick love for pricking, and you beat love

down.—
Give me a case to put my visage in :

{^Puiiing on a tnask.

A visard for a visard !—what care I

What curious eye doth quote deformities?

Ik-re are the beetle-brows shall blush for me.

Ben. Come, knock and enter ; and no sooner

in

]3ut every man l)elake him to his legs.

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of

heart,

Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ;

\- >x I am proverb'd with a grandsire phrase,

—

1 11 be a candle-holder, and look on,—

•

Tlie game was ne'er so fair, and I am done.

Mcr. Tut, dun 's the mouse, the constable's

own word :

!'' ihou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire
^'li this—sir-reverence—love, wherein thou

stick'st

L'p to the ears.—Come, we burn da} light, ho.

Rom. Nay, that 's nut so.

I\Icr. I mcsn, sir, in delay

'.\'e v/aste our lights in vain, like lamps by day.
'1 ,J:e our good meaning, for our judgment sits

1 ive limes in that ere once in our five wits.

Rom. And we mean well in going to this

mask ;

I'-iit 'tis no \\\\. to go.

I\Ier. \Vliy, may one ask?
RniJi. I dreamt a dream to-night.

Mcr. And so did I.

Roni. Well, what was yours?
!< !.:>. That dreamers often lie.

Rom. In bed asleep, while they do dream
things true. [with you.

^[Lr. O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been
Sl:e is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes
\\\ shape no bigger than an agate-stone

On the fure-finger of an alderman,
Drawn with a team of little atoinies

Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep:

Her v.'aggon-spokesmade of long spinners' legs;

The C':iver, of the wings of grasshoppers ;

The traces, of the smallest spider's wob ;

The collars, of th.e moonshine's water}' beams;
Iler whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film;

Her waggoner, a small gray-coated gnat,

Not half so big as a round little worm
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid :

Ilcr chariot is an empty hazel-nut.

Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,

Tmie out o' mind the fairies' coachmakers.
And in this state she gallops night by night

Through lovers' brains, and then they dream
oi love

;

O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on couil'.sies

straight ;

O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on
fees ;

O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream,

—

Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,
Ijecause their breaths with sweatmeats tainted

are

:

Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose,

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit ;

.\nd sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail,

Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep,

Then dreams he of another benefice :

Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,
And then dreams he of cutting foreign thrcuats,

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spani.sh blades,

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon
Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes;
A nd, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two,
.\nd sleeps again. This is that very Mab
That plats the manes of horses in the night

;

Aiid bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs,

Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes:
Tliis is the hag, when maids lie on theii backs,
'I'h.at presses them, and learns them first to bear.

Making them women of good carriage :

This is she,

—

RoiH. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace,

Thou talk'st of notliing.

l\ler. True, I talk of dreams,
Which are the children of an idle brain,

Begot of nothing but vain fantas)'

:

Which is as thin of substance as the air.

And more inconstant than the w ind, who v.'ooes

Even now the frozen bosom of the north,

And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence,

Turning his face to the dew-dropping south.

Ben. This v.'ind you talk of blows us from
our.selves:

Sapper is done, and we shall come too late.

Rom. I fear, too early: for my mind mi-gives

Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars,

Shall bitterly begin his fearful date

With this night's revels; and expire the term
Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast,

liy some vile forfeit of untimely death:
But He that hath the steerage of my course

Direct my .sail !—On, lusty gentlemen.

Ben. Strike, drum. \Exe7ati.

Scene V.

—

A HaU in Capulet's House.

I\Iusicians luaiUng. Enter Servants.

1 Serv. Where 's Potpan, that he helps not

to take away? he shift a trencher ! he scrape a

trencher !

2 Serv. When cood manners shall lie all in
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one or two men's hands, and they unwashed
too, 'tis a foul thing.

1 Scrv. Away wiih the joint-stools, remove
the court-cupboard, look to the plate :—good
thou, save me a piece of marchpane; and^as
Ihou lovest me let the porter let in Susan
Grindstone and Nell.—Antony! and Pol pan !

2 Sei-v. Ay, boy, ready.

1 Se7~v. You are looked for and called for,

asked for and sought for in the great chamber.
2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too.

—

Cheorly, boys; be brisk awhile, and the longer

liver take all. [They retire behind.

Enter C.-\PULET, ^'c, with the Guests and
the Maskers.

Cap. Welcome, gentlemen ! ladies that have
their toes [you-—

Unplagu'd with corns will have a bout with

Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all

Will now deny to dance? she that makes
dainty, she,

I '11 swear hath corns ; am I come near you now?
Welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day
That I have worn a visard ; and could tell

A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear,

Such as would please;
—

'lis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis

gone: [cians, play.—
You are welcome, gentlemen !—Come, musi-

A hall,—a hall ! give room, and foot it, girls.

—

\_i\lHsic piays, and they ditnce.

More light, you knaves; and turn the tables up.

And quench the fire, the room is grown too

hot.—
Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes well.

Nay. sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet

;

For you and I are past our dancing days:
How long is't now since last yourself and I

^Vere in a mask ?

2 Cap. By 'r Lady, thirty years.

Cap. What, man ! 'tis not so much, 'tis not
so much:

'Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio,
Come Pentecost as quickly as it will,

Some fi^'e-and-twenty years; and then we
mask'd. [sir

;

2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder,

His son is thirty.

Cap. Will you tell me that?
His son was but a ward two years ago.

Rom. What lady is that which doth enrich

the hand
Of yonder knight?

Serv. I know not, sir. [bright

!

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to burn
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear;

Beauty too rich for use, for earih i>hi dear !

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows.

The measure done, I '11 watch her pl.ice of stand,

And, touching hers, make blessed my rude
hand.

Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight!

For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night.

Tyb. This, by his voice, should be a Mon-
tague.

—

[slave

Fetch me my rapier, boy:— what, dares the

Come hither, cover'd with an antic l.:co.

To fleer and scorn at our solemniiy ?

Now, by the stock and honour of my kin,

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.

Cap. Why, how now, kinsman ! wherefore
storm you so?

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our loe ;

A villain, that is hither come in spi'.c.

To scorn at our solemnity this night.

Cap. Young Romeo, is it ?

Tyb. 'Tis he, that villain, Romeo.
Cap, Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone,

He bears him like a portly gentleman ;

And, to say truth, Verona brags of b.im

To be a virtuous and well-govern "d youth :

I would not for the wealth of all the town
Here in my house do him disparagciuc iii :

Therefore be patient, take no note o! liirn,

—

It is my will ; the which if thou respect,

Show a {\K\x presence and put off these frowns,

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest

:

I '11 not endure him.
Cap. He shall be endur'd:

What, goodman, boy!— I say he shall;—go to-

Am I the master here or you ? go to. [soul,

You '11 not endure him !—God shall mend my
You '11 make a mutiny among my guests !

You will set cock-a-hoop! you'll be the man!
Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame.

Cap. Go to, go to ;

You are a saucy boy. Is 't so, indeed ?

—

This trick may chance to scalh you,— I know
what

:

You must contrary me ! marry, 'tis time.

—

Well said, my hearts !—You are a princox ;
go ;

Be quiet, or—More light, more light !—For
shame

!

[hearts.

I'll make you quiet.—What,—cheerly, my
Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler

meeting
Makes my flesh tremble in their different

greeting.

I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall.

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall.

\,Exit.
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Rom. If I profane with my unworthiest

hand [7(7 Juliet.
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this,

—

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand
too much,

Wiich mannerly devotion shows in this ;

For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do
touch.

And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers
too ? [prayer.

Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in

Ro7}i. O, then, dear saint, let lips do what
hands do ; [despair.

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to

Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for

prayers' sake. [I take.

Ro!)i. Then move not while my prayer's effect

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd.

\Kissii!g her.

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they

have took. [urg'd !

Rom. Sin from my lips ? O trespass sweetly

Give me my sin again.

Jul. You kiss by the book.

Nu7-se. Madam, your mother craves a word
with you.

Rom. What is her mother ?

Nurse. Marry, bachelor,

Mer mother is the lady of the house,

And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous :

I nurs'd her daughter that you talk'd withal ;

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her

Shall have the chinks.

Rom. Is she a Capulet?
dear account ! my life is my foe's debt.

Ben. Away, be gone ; the sport is at the

best.

Rom. Ay, so I fear; the more is my unrest.

Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be

gone ;

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.

—

Is it e'en so? wliy, then I thank you all
;

1 ihank you, honest gentlemen ;
gnod-night.

—

More torches here !—Come on, then let 's to

bed. [late :

.•\'n, sirrah \to 2 Cap.], by my fay, it waxes
I 'il to my rest.

[Exc2tnt all but Julii^t and Nurse.

Jul. Come hither, nurse. What is yon
gentleman ?

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio.

Jul. What 's he that now is going out of

door? [truchio.

Nurse. Marry, t'nat I think be young Pe-

//(/. What 's he that follows there, that w<.uld
not dance .'

Nursf. I know not.

Jttl. Go, ask his name : if he be married.
My grave is like to be my wedding-bed.
Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Moniamie;

The only son of your great enemy.

Jul. My only love sprung from my only X.-.-Xn !

Too early seen unknown, and known loo kite!

Prodigious birth of love it is to me,
That I must love a loathed enemy.

Nurse. What 's this ? What 's this ?

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd even r.ow

Of one I daiic'd v.ithal.

\07ie calls within., "Juliet."
Nurse. Anon, anon !

Come, let 's away ; the strangers are all gore.

iEL:unt.

Enter Chorus.

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie,

And young affection gapes to be his lieir ;

That fair for which love groan'd fur, and
would die.

With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair.

Now Romeo is belov'd, a.nd loves again,

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ;

But to his foe suppos'd he must complain.
And she steal love's sweet bait from feai ful

hooks

:

Being held a foe, he may not have access

To breathe such vows as lovers us'd to swear

;

.\nd she as much in love, het means much less

To meet her new-beloved anywhere : [meet,
But passion lends them power, lime means lo

Tempering extremities with extreme sweet.

[Exit.

ACT II.

Scene 1.

—

Aji open place adjoining' Catvif.t's
Gat'den.

Enter Ro.MEO.

Ro>n. Can I go forward when my heart is

here ?

Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.

\EIe climbs the taall and leaps do'jun

within it.

Enter Benvolio ami IMercutio.

Ben. Romeo ! my cousin Romeo !

Mer, He is wise ;

And, on my life, hath stol'n him home to lied.

Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd mis

orchard wall

:

Call, good Mercutio.
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Mcr. Nay, I'll conjure too.

—

Komeo ! humours ! madman ! passion ! lover !

Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh :

Speak but one rhjTue and I am satisfied ;

Cry but, .\h me ! pronounce but Love and
dove

;

Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word,
One niclcname for her purblind son and heir,

Young auburn Cupid, he that shot so trim

When King Cophetua lov'd the beggar-

maid !

—

He hearelh not, he stirreth not, he moveth not

;

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.

—

I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes,

By her high forehead and her scarlet lip,

By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering

thigh.

And the demesnes that there adjacent lie,

That in thy likeness thou appear to us !

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
I\Ier. Ttiis cannot anger him : 'twould anger

him
To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle.

Of some strange nature, letting it there stand
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down ;

That were some spite : my invocation

Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name,
I conjure only but to raise up him. [trees.

Ben. Come, he hath hid himselfamong these

To be consorted with the humorous night

:

B'.ind is his love, and best befits the dark.

J\Ier. If love be blind, love cannot hit the

mark.
Now will he sit under a medlar tree.

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit

As maids call medlars when they laugh alone.

—

Romeo, good-night.—I'll to my truckle-bed ;

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep

:

Come, shall we go ?

Bett. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain

To seek him here that means not to be found.

l^Exenni.

Scene II.

—

Capulet's Garde7i.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. He jests at scars that never felt a
wound.

—

[J
ULIET af'pcars above at a whidow.

But, soft ! what light through yonder window
Ijreaks ?

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun !

—

Arise, fiiir sun, and kill the envious moon,
Who is already sick and pale with grief,

That thou her maid art far more fair than she :

Be not her maid, since she is envious
;

Her vestal livery is but sick and green,

.And none but fools do wear it ; cast it orl.

—

It is my lady ; O, it is my love !

O, that she knew she were !

—

She speaks, yet she says nothing : what of that ?

Iler eye discourses, I will answer it.

—

I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks :

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven.

Having some business, do entreat her eyes

To twinkle in their spheres till they return.

What if her eyes were there, they in her head>
The brightness of her cheek would shame those

stars,

As daylight dolh a lamp ; her eyes in heaven
\\'ould through the airy region stream so bright

That birds would sing, and think it were not
night.

—

See how she leans her cheek upon her hand !

O, that I were a glove upon that hand,
Tliat I might touch that cheek !

Jul. Ah me !

Ro!n. She speaks :

—

O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art

.\.s glorious to this night, being o'er my head,

As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the while-upturned wondering eyes

Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds

And sails upon the bosom of the air.

/iiL O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou

Romeo ?

Deny thy father and refuse thy name ;

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn m.y love,

And I '11 no longer be a Capulet.

Rom. \^Asidc.'\ Shall I hear more, or shall I

speak at this?

Jtil. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy ;

—

TIiou art thyself though, not a Montague.
What 's Montague? It is nor hand, nor foot,

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part

Belonging to a man. O, be some other name

!

What's in a name? that which we call a

rose,

By any other name would smell as sweet

;

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd.

Retain that dear perfection which he owes
Without that title :—Romeo, dolT thy name ;

.And for that name, which is no part of thee,

Take all myself.

Rotn. I take thee at thy word :

Call me but love, and I '11 be new baptiz'd ;

Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
/ill. What man art thou, that, thus be-

scrcen'd in night,

So stumblest on my counsel ?

Rom. By a name
I know not how to tell thee who I am :

i
JVIy name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
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Because it is an enemy to thee ;

Had I il written, I would tear tlie word.

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred
words [sound ;

Of lliat tongue's utterance, yet I know the

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague;'
Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.

Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me, and
wherefore ?

The orchard walls are high and hard to climb

;

And the place death, considering who thou art.

If any of my kinsmen find thee here.

Rom. With love's light wings did T o'er-

perch these walls

;

For stony limits cannot hold love out :

And what love can do, that dares love attempt

;

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

Jul. If they do see thee they will nnudei
thee. teyc

Rot)i. Alack, there lies more peril in thine

Than twenty of their swords : look thou bui

sweet.

And I am proof against their enmity. [here.

Jul. I would not for the world t'.iey saw thee

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from
their sight

;

And, but thou love me, let them find me here

;

?.Fy life were belter ended by their hale

i han death prorogued wanting of thy love.

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou on I

this place ? [inquire ;

Ravi. By love, who first did prompt me to

He lent me counsel, and 1 lent him eyes.

1 am no pilot ; yet, werl thou as far

As that vast shoie wash'd with the furthest sea,

I would adventure for such merchandise.

Jul. Thou know'st the mask of night is on
my face.

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my check
lor that which thou hast heard me speak to-

night.

I'"ain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny
What I have spoke : but farewell complimenl !

l)o3l thou love me? I know thou will say Ay ;

.'\nd I will take thy word : yet, if tliou swear'st,

Tiioii mayst prove false ; at lovcis' perjuries

They say Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo,
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully :

Or, if thou think'st I am too quickly won,
1 "11 frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay,
!-'') thou wilt woo ; but else, not for the world.

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ;

-A.nd therefore thou mayst think my 'haviour

light

:

But trust me, gentleman, I '11 prove more true

Than those that have more cunning to be

stransze.

1 should have been more strange, I aiujl con-
fess,

But that thou over-heard'st, ere I was 'ware.
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ;

And not impute this yielding to lighl love,

Which the dark night hath so discovered.

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear,
That lips with silver all these fruit-lree tops,

—

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the incon-

stant moon.
That monthly changes in her circled orb,

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

Rom. What shall 1 swear by ?

Jul. Do not swear at all
;

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self.

Which is the god of my idolatry.

And I 'II believe thee.

Rom. If my heart's dear love,

—

Jul. Well, do not swear : although I joy in

thee,

I have no joy of this contract to-night

:

It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden
;

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to he

Ere one can say, Il lightens. Sweet, good-
night !

This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath,

iNIay prove a beauteous flower when next we
meet. [rcKt

Good-night, good-night ! as sweet repose and
Come to thy heart as that within my breast !

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ?

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-

night ?

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful

vow for mine. [quest il :

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst re-

Anti yet I would it were to give again.

Rom. W^ouldst thou withdraw it? for wlat
purpose, love?

Jul. But to be frank, and give il thee agam.
And yet I wish but for the thing I have :

My bounty is as boundless as the sea.

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee

The more I have, for both are infinite.

[Nurse calls within.

I hear some noise within ; dear love, adieu !—
Anon, good nurse !—Sweet Montague, be true.

Stay but a Utile, I will come again. [E.xil.

Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! I amafeard,
Being in night, all this is but a dream.
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

Re-enter Jui.lET above.

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good-

night indeed.

If that thy bent of love be honourable, [low,

Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-moi-
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By oiie that I '11 procure to come to ihee,

Where and whal time thou wilt perform the

rite- ;

And all my fortunes at thy foot 1 '11 lay,

And f jIIow thee, my lord, throughout the world.

Niet-se. [IVilhiit.'] Madam!" [well^

////. I come anon.—But if thou mean'sl not

1 ilo beseech thee,

—

Nurse. [ Within. ] Madam !

Ju!. By and by, I come :

—

To cease thy suit, and leave me lo my grief:

To-morrow will I send.

Row. So thrive my soul,

—

/;//. A thousand times good-night ! S^Exit.

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want
thy light.—

L.cive goes toward love as school-boys from
their books; [looks.

1U;1 love from love, toward school with heavy
{^Retiring- slowly.

Re-enter Jui.iET above.

Jul. Ilist ! Romeo, hist !—O for a falconer's

voice.

To lure this tassel-gentle back again !

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ;

Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies.

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than
mine

With repetition of my Romeo's name.
Rotn. It is my soul that calls upon my name

:

I lowsilver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night,

Like softest music to attending ears !

/ul. Romeo !

Rom. My dear ?

Ju!. At what o'clock to-inorrow
Sha!! I send to thee ?

Ro.n. At the hour of nine.

_/..'/. I will not fail : 'tis twenty years till then.

I !;ri\e forgot why I did call thee back. [it.

Ro/n. Let me stand here till thou remember
/;//. I shall forget, to have thee still stand

there.

Remembering how I love thy company.
Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still

forget.

Forgetting any other home but this.

Jtd. 'Tis almost morning ; I would have thee
gone:

And yet no further than a wanton's bird
;

Who lets it hop a little from her hand.
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves.
And with a silk thread plucks it back again.
So loving-jealous of his liberty.

Rom. I would I were thy bird.

J'l!. Sweet, so would I

:

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.

Good-night, good-night ! parting is such sweet
sorrow

That I shall say good-night till it be morrow.
[Exit.

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in

thy breast !

—

Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest!

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell,

I lis help to crave and my dear hap to tell. {Exit.

Scene III.

—

Friar Lawrence's Cell.

Enter FiUAR LAWRENCE with a basket.

Fri. L. The gray-ey'd morn smiles on the

frowning night, [hght ;

Chequering the eastern clouds with streaks of

And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels

From forth day's path and Titan's fiery wheels:

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye.

The day to cheer and night's dank dew to dry,

I must up-fill this osier cage of ours

With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers.

The earth, that 's nature's mother, is her tomb

;

W^hat is her burying grave, that is her womb:
And from her womb children of divers kind
We sucking on her natural bosom find

;

Many for many virtues excellent.

None but for some, and yet all different.

(), mickle is the powerful grace that lies

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities

:

For naught so vile that on the earth doth live

But to the earth some special good doth give ;

Nor aught so good but, strain'd from that fair use,

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse:
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied

;

And vice sometimes by action dignified.

Within the infant rind of this small flower

I'oison hath residence, and medicine power:
l^ur this, being smelt, with that part cheers

each part

;

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.

Two such opposed kings encamp them still

In man as well as herbs,—grace and rude will ;

And where the worsei is predominant.
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Good-morrow, father

!

Fri. [,. Benedicite !

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?

—

Young .son, it argues a distemper'd head
So soon to bid good-morrow to thy bed :

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye.

And where care lodges sleep will never lie ;

But where unbruised youth with unstuff'd brain

Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth

reign

:
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Therefore thy earliness dolh me assure

Thou art uprous'd by some distemperature;

Or if not so, then here I hit it right,

—

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.

Rom. That last is true ; the sweeter rest was
mine. [Rosaline ?

Fri. L. God pardon sin ! wast thou with
Ro»t. With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no

;

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe.
Fri. L. That 's my good son : but where liast

thou been, then ?

lior/i. I '11 tell thee ere thou ask it mc again.

I have been feasting with mine enemy

;

ViHiere, on a sudden, one hath wounded me
That 's by me wounded ; both our remedies
Within thy help and holy pliysic lies

:

I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo.

My intercession likewise steads my foe. [drift

;

Fri. L. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy

Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift.

Rom. Then plainly know my heart's dear

love is set

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet

:

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ;

And all combin'd, save what thou must combine
By holy marriage: when, and where, and how
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow,
I 'II tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray,

That thou consent to marry us to-day. [here!

Fri. L. Holy St. Francis ! what a change is

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear.

So soon forsaken? young men's love, then, lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

T&su Maria, what a deal of brine

Tiath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline!
How much salt water thrown away in waste,

To season love, that of it doth not taste!

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears,

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet

:

If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine,

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline

:

And art thou chang'd? pronounce this sentence,

then,

—

[men.
Women may fall, when there's no strength in

Rom. Thouchidd'stme oft for loving Rosaline.

Fri. L. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.

Rom. And bad'st me bury love.

Fri. L. Not in a grave,

To lay one In, another out to have. [now
/\o??i. I pray thee, chide not: she whom I love

] ^ ith grace for grace and love for love allow;
'i :u;- other did not so.

r'ri. L. O, she knew well

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell.

Lat come, young waverer, come, go with nic,

In one respect I '11 thy assistant be ;

For this alliance may so happy prove.
To turn your households' rancour to pure love.

Rom. O, let us hence; I stand on sudden ha<te.

Fri. L. Wisely and slow ; they stumble tlint

run fast. [ExeiuiL

Scene IV.—^ Street

Enter Benvolio and Mekcutio.

Mer. Where the devil should this Rcnieo
be?—

Came he not home to-night?

Ben. Not to his father's; I spoke with l.is

man.
Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench,

that Rosaline,

Torments him so that he will sure run mad.
Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet,

Ilath sent a letter to his father's house.

Mer. A challenge, on my life.

Ben. Romeo will answer it.

Mer. Any man that can write may an?\vpr a
letter.

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master,

how he dares, being dared.

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead!

stabbed with a white wench's black eye ; shot

thorough the ear with a love-song ; the very

pin of his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy's
butt-shaft: and is he a man to encounter Tybalt?

Ben. Why, vv-hat is Tybalt ?

J\ler. More than prince of cats, I can tell you.

O, he is the courageous captain of compliments.

He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time,

distance, and proportion ; rests me his minim
rest, one, two, and the third in 3-our bosom

:

the very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a

duellist; a gentleman of the very first house,—
of the first and second cause: ah, the Immortal

passado! the punto reverso! the ha) I—
Ben. The what?
Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting

fmtaslicoes ; these new tuners of accents !

—

By Jesn, a very good blade

!

—a very tall man!
—a very good whore!—Wliy, is not this a

lamentable thing, grandsire, that we should be

thus afflicted with these strange fiies, these

fashion-mongers, these pardonnez-viois, who
stand so much on the new form that they can-

not sit at ease on the old bench ? O, their

bons, their bo7is!

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.
I\!er. Without his roe, like a dried herring.

—O, fle.sh, flesh, how art thou fishified !—Now
is he for the numbeis that Petrarch flowed in:
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I,aura, lo his lady, was but a kiichen-wench,

—

n;arry, she had a better love to be-rhyme her ;

Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra, a gipsy; Helen ajid

Hero, hildings and harlots ; Thisbe, a gray eye

or so, but not to the purpose,

—

Enter Romeo.

Signior Romeo, bon jow! there 's a French
salutation to your French slop. You gave us

the counterfeit fairly last night.

Rotn. Good-morrow to you both. What
counterfeit did I give you ?

yl/c. The slip, sir, the slip ; can you not

conceive?
Koin. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business

was great ; and in such a case as mine a man
may strain courtesy.

Mer. That 's as much as to say, such a case

as yours constrains a man to bow in the hams.

Ro?n. Meaning, to court'sy.

Aler. Thou hast most kindly hit it.

Rom. A most courteous exposition.

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy.

Rom. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered.

Mer. Well said: follow me this jest now till

tl'.ou hast worn out thy pump ; that when the

single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain,
after the wearing, sole singular.

Rom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for

tlie singleness!

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio ; my
wits faint.

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ;

or I '11 cry a match.
Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose

chase, I have done ; for thou hast more of the

wild-goose in one of thy wits than, I am sure,

I have in my whole five : was I with you there

for the goose ?

Rom. Thou wast never with me for anything
when thou wast not there for the goose.
Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest.

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not.

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting ; it is

a most sharp sauce.

Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet
goose ?

Mer. O, here 's a wit of chevcril, that stretches

from an inch narrow to an ell broad !

Rom. I stretch it out for that word, bread

:

wliich added to the goose, proves thee far and
wide a broad goose.

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groan-
ing for love? now art thou sociable, now art

thou Romeo ; not art thou what thou art, by

art as well as by nature : for this drivelling love

is like a great natural, that runs lolling up and
down to hide his bauble in a hole.

Ben. Slop there, stop there.

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale

against the hair.

Ben. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale

large.

Mer. O, thou art deceived ; I would have
made it short: for I was come to the whole
depth of my tale ; and meant, indeed, to occupy
the argument no longer.

Rom. Here 's goodly gear

!

Enter Nurse and Peter.

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail

!

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt and a smock.
Nurse. Peter

!

Peter, Anon?
Nurse. My fan, Peter.

Mer. Good Peter, to hide her face ; for her

fan 'g the fairer face.

Nurse. God ye good-morrow, gentlemen.
Mer. God ye good-den, fair gentlewoman.
Nurse. Is it good-den ?

Aler. 'Tis no less, I tell you ; for the bawdy
hand of the dial is now upon the prick of noon.

Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man are you

!

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath
made himself to mar.

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said ;—for

himself to mar, quoth 'a?—Gentlemen, can any
of you tell me where I may find the young
Romeo ?

Rom. I can tell you : but young Romeo will

be older when you have found him than he was
when you sought him : I am the youngest of

that name, for fault of a worse.

Nurse. You say well.

Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? veiy well took,

i' faith ; wisely, wisely.

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confi-

dence with you.

Ben. She will indite him to some supper.

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So ho!
Rotn. What hast thou found ?

Mer. No hare, sir ; unless a hare, sir, in a

lenten pie, that is something stale and hoar eie

it be spent. [Sin^s.

An old hare hoar,

And an old hare hoar,

I s very good meat in Lent S

But a hare that is hoar
Is too much for a score,

\Vhen it hoars ere it be spent.

Romeo, will you come to your father's? we'll

to diimer thitiier.
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Rom. I will follow you.

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell,

—

[5/;/^;;^] lady, lady, lady.

\Exeunt Mercutio a;/^ Benyolio.
Nurse. Marry, farewell !— I pray you, sii

,

what saucy merchant was this, that was so full

of his ropery?
Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear

himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute

than he will stand to in a month.
Num. An 'a speak anything against me, I "11

take him down, an 'a were lustier than he is,

and twenty such Jacks ; and if I cannot, I '11

find those that shall. Scurvy knave ! I am
none of his flirt -gills ; I am none of his skains-

mates.—And thou must stand by too, and
suffer every knave to use me at his pleasure?

Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ;

if I had, my weapon should quickly have been
out, I warrant you : I dare draw as soon as

another man, if I see occasion in a good quarrel,

and the law on my side.

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed that

every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !

—

Pray you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my
young lady bade me inquire you out ; what she

bade me say I will keep to myself : but first let

me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's

paradise, as they say, it were a very gross kind
of behaviour, as they say: for the gentlewoman
is young ; and, therefore, if you should deal

double with her, truly it were an ill thing to

be offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak
dealing.

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and
mistress. I protest unto thee,

—

Nurse. Good heart, and, i' faith, I will tell

her as much : Lord, Lord, she will be a joyful

woman.
Roin. WTiat wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou

dost not mark me.
Nirse. I will tell her, sir,—that you do pro-

test ; which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike
offer. [shrift

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to

This afternoon ;

And there she shall at Friar Lawrence' cell

Be shriv'd and married. Here is for thy pains.

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny.
Rom. Go to ; I say you shall. [there.

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be
Rom, And stay, good nurse, behind the

abbey-wall

:

Within this hour my man shall be with thee.

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair ;

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy

Must be my convoy in the secret nighu

Farewell ; be trusty, and I '11 quit thy pains :

Farewell ; commend me to thy mistress.

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee I
—

•

Hark you, sir.

Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse?
Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you nt-'er

hear say

Two may keep counsel, putting one away?
Rom. I warrant thee, my man 's as true as

steel.

Nurse. Well, sir ; my mistress is the sweetest
lady,— Lord, Lord ! when 'twas a little prating
thing,—O, there 's a nobleman in town, one
Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard ; but
she, good soul, had as lief see a toad, a very
toad, as see him. I anger her sometimes, and
tell her that Paris is the properer man ; but,

I '11 warrant you, when I say so, she looks as
pale as any clout in the versal world. Doih
not rosemary and Romeo begin both with a
letter ? [an R.
Rom. Ay, nurse; what of that? both with
Nurse. Ah, mocker ! that 's the dog's name.

R is for the dog : no ; I know it begins with
some other letter :—and she hath the prettiest

sententious of it, of you and rosemary, that it

would do you good to hear it.

Ro7ii. Commend me to thy lad)'.

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times, [.fx// Romeo.]
—Peter

!

Pet. Anon ?

Nurse. Peter, take my fan and go before.

l^Exeuit!.

Scene V.

—

Capulet's Garden.

Enter Juliet.

Jul. The clock struck nine when I did send
the nurse

;

In half an hour she promis'd to return, [so.

—

Perchance she cannot meet him: --that's m t

O, she is lame ! love's heralds should be
thoughts, [beam<;.

Which ten times faster glide than the suns
Driving back shadows over lowering hills :

Therefore do nimble- pinion'd doves draw love,

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve

Is three long hours,—yet she is not come.
Had she affections and warm j'outhful blood.

She 'd be as swift in motion as a ball ;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love,

And his to me :

But old folks, many feign as they were dead ;

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

—

O God, she comes !
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Enter Nurse and Peter.

O honey nurse, what news i

I list thou met with him? Send thy man away.

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate.

\Exit Peter.

Jul. Now, good sweet nurse,—O Lord, why
look'st thou sad ?

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily;

If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.

Nurse. I am a- weary, give me leave a-

wliik;— [had!
Fie, how my bones ache ! what a jaunt have I

Jul. I would thou hadst my bones and I thy

news

:

[nurse, speak.

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ;—good, good
Nurse. Jesu, what haste ? can you not stay

awhile ?

Do you not see that I am out of breath ?

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou

hast breath

To say to me that thou art out of breath?
The excuse that thou dost make in this delay

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.

Is thy news good or bad ? answer to that ;

Say either, and I '11 stay the circumstance :

Let me be satisfied, is "t good or bad ?

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple

clioice; you know not how to choose a man:
Romeo ! no, not he ; though his face be better

than any man's, yet his leg excels all men's

;

and for a hand, and a foot, and a body,

—

though they be not to be talked on, yet they

are past compare : he is not the flower of

courtesy,—but I '11 warrant him as gentle as a

htiub.—Go thy ways, wench; serve God.

—

What, have you dined at home ?

Jul. No, no : but all this did I knosv before.

What says he of our marriage? what of that?

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches ! what a

head have I !

Ii beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

My back o' t' other side,—O, my back, my
back !—

Beshrew your heart for sending me about
To catch my death with jaunting up and down !

Jul. V faith, I am sorry that thou art not
well.

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, w-hat says

my love? [man,
Nurse. Your love says, like an honest gentle-

And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome,
And, I warrant, a virtuous,—WTiere is your

mother ?

Jul. Where is my mother !—why, she is

within ;

Where should she be t How oddly thou re

pliest!

Your lovt says, like an honest gentleman,—
Where is your mother?
Nurse. O God's lady dear

!

.'\re you so hot ? marry, come up, I trow ;

Is this the poultice for my aching bones?
Henceforward, do your messages yourself.

Jul. Here 's such a coil !—come, what says
Romeo ? [day ?

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-

Jul. I have. [cell ;

Nurse. Thenhie youhence to Friar Lav.'rence'

There stays a husband to make you a wife :

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks.
They 'II be in scarlet straight at any news.
Hie you to church ; I must another way.
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love

Must climb a bird's nest soon when it is dark :

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight

;

But you shall bear the burden soon at night.

Go ; I '11 to dinner ; hie you to the cell.

Jul. Hie to high fortune !—honest nurse,

farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene VI.

—

Friar Lawrence's Cell.

Enter Friar L.wvrence and Romeo.

Fi-i. L. So smile the heavens upon this holy
act

That after-hours with sorrow chide us not !

J\om. Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow
can.

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy
That one short minute gives me in her sight

:

Do thou but close our hands with holy words.
Then love-devouring death do what he dare,

—

It is enough I may but call her mine. [ends,

Fri. L. These violent delights have violent

.Vnd in their triumph die ; like fire and powder.
Which, as they kiss, consume : the sweetest

honey
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness.

And in the taste confounds the appetite :

Therefore love moderately; long love doth so;

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.

Here comes the lady :—O, so light a foot

Will ne'er w-ear out the everlasting flint

:

A lover may bestride the gossamer
That idles in the wanton summer air

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity.

.£";z/c-r Juliet.

Jul. Good-even to my ghostly confessor.

Fri. L. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter,

for us both. [much.

Jul. As much to him, else is his thanks too
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Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy-

Be hcap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath

This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue

Unfold the iniagind happiness that both

Receive in either by this dear encounter.

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in

words,

Brags of his substance, not of ornament

:

They are but beggars that can count lhe:r

worth ;

Bat my true love is grown to such excess,

I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth.

/•>/. /.. Come, come witli me, and we will

make short work ;

For, by your leaves, you sb.all not stay alone

Till holy church incorporate two in one.

\Exeii)it.

ACT III.

Scene I.

—

A public Place.

Enter Mercutio, Benvoi.io, Page, aud
Servants.

Ben. I pra)' thee, good Jdercutio, let 's retire :

The day is hot, the Capulels abroad.

And, if wc m.cet, we shall not scape a brawl ;

Fur now, these hot days, is the mad blood

stirring.

I\l£r. Thou art lil-;e one of those fellows that,

when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps

nie his sword upon the table, and says. Cod
send me no need of thee ! and by the c)[)eration

of the second cup draws it on the drau cr, when,
indeed, there is no need.

Ben. Am I like such a fellow?

Mer, Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in

thy mood as any in Italy ; and as soon moved
to be moody, and as soon moody to be moved.

Ben, And what to?
Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we

should have none shortly, for one would kill

the other. Thou ! why, thou wilt quarrel with

a man that hath a hair more or a hair less

\\\ his beard than thou hast. Thou wilt quar-

i-l with a man for cracking nuts, having no
uiher reason but because thou hast hazel eyes ;

—what eye but such an eye would spy out such

a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels as

an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head hath
been beaten as addle as an egg for quarrelling.

Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing
in the street, because he hath wakened thy dog
ihat hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou
not fall out with a tailor for wearing his new
doublet before Easier ? with another for tying

his new shoes with old riband ? and yet tliou

wilt tutor me from quarrelling !

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art,

any man shoidd buy the fee-simple of my life

iox an hour and a quarter.

Mer. The fee-simple ! O simple !

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets.

Akr. By my heel, I care not.

Enter Tybalt aud others.

Tyh. Follow me close, for I will speak to

ihcm.—(Jenilemcn, good-den: a word with

one of you.

Mer. And but one word with one of us?

(!ouple it with something; make it a vsonl a:id

a blow.

Tyb. You shall find me apt enough to that,

sir, an you will give me occasion.

Mer. Could you not take some occasion with-

out giving?

lyb. Mercutio, thou consort'stvv-ith Romeo,

—

Mer. Consort ! what, dost thou nudie us

minstrels? An thou make minstrels of vis,

l<iok to hear nothing but discords: here's i:;y

fiddlestick ; here's that shall make you dance.

Zounds, consort

!

Ben. ^Ve talk here in the public haunt of men:
Either withdraw unto some jjrivate place.

And reason coldly of your grievances,

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us.

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, aiid

let them gaze;

I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I.

lyb. Well, peace with you, sir.— Here comes

my man.

Enter RoMEO.

Mer. But I'll be hanged, sir, if he wear

your livery:

Marry, go before to field, he 'II be your fjllowcr;

Your worship in that sense may call him m.an.

Tyb, Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford

No better term than this,—Thou art a villain.

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love

thee

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage

To such a greeting. Villain am I none ;

Therefore, farewell ; I see thou know'st me not.

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries

That thou hast done me ; therefore turn and

draw.

Rom. I do protest I never injur'd thee ;

But love thee better than thou canst devise

Till thou shalt know the reason of my love :

And so, good Capulet,—which name I tender

As dearly as my own,—be satisfied.
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Mcr. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission

!

A la stoccata carries it away. \Dranvs.

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk?
Tyb. What wouldst thou have with me ?

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one pf
your nine lives; that I mean to make bold

withal, and, as you shall use me hereafter, dry

bi.Ml the rest of the eight. Will you pluck your
"word out of his pilcher by the ears? make
haste, lest mine be about your ears ere it be out.

Tyb. I am for you. ^Drawing.
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.

i\[cr. Come, sir, your passado. [ Iheyfight

.

Koin. Draw, lienvolio ; beat down their

weapons.

—

Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage!

—

Tybalt,—.Mercutio,—the prince expressly halh
Forbidden Ixindying in Verona streets.

—

Hold, Tybah !—good Mercutio.

—

\Exeuiil Tyualt and his Partizans.

I\kr. I am hurt ;

—

A plague o' both your houses !— I am sped.

—

Is he gone, and hath nothing ?

Bai. Wliat, art thou hurl ?

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry,
'tis enough.—

Where is my page?—go, villain, fetch a surgeon.

[i?jr// Page.
Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be

much.
Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so

wide as a church-door ; but 'tis enough, 'twill

serve : ask for me to-morrow, and you shall

find me a grave man. I am peppered, I war-
rant, for this world.

—

h. plague o' both your
houses !—Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat,

to scratch a man to death ! a braggart, a rogue,
a villain, that fights by the book of arithmetic

!

—Wiy the devil came you between us? I was
hart under your arm.
Rom. I thought all for the best.

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio,
Or I shall faint.—A plague o' both your houses!
'J'iiey have made worm's meat of me :

I have it, and soundly too.—Your houses !

[Exeunt Mercutio and V>h.^\'OV.\o.

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally.

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt
I:i my behalf; my reputation stain'd

With Tybalt's slander,—Tybalt, that an hour
H.ith been my kinsman.—O sweet Juliet,

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate.
And in my temper soften'd valour's steel.

Re-enter Benvolio.

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio 's

dead I

That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds.
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth.

Rom. This day's black fate on more days
doth depend

;

This but begins the woe others must end.
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back

again.

Rom. Alive, in triumph ! and Mercutio slain !

Away to heaven, respective lenity,

And fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now !

—

Reenter TYBALT.

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again
That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul
Is but a little way above our heads.
Staying for thine to keep him company :

Either thou or I, or both, must go with him.
Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort

him here,

Shalt with him hence.

Rom. This shall determine that.

\lheyfight ; Tybalt /a/A.
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone !

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain.

—

Stand not amaz'd. The prince will doom thee
death

If thou art taken. Hence, be gone, away !

Rom. O, I am fortune's fool !

Ben. Why dost thou stay ?

[Exit Romeo.

Enter Citizens, ^c.

I Cil. Which way ran he that kilfd Mercutio?
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he?

Ben. There lies that Tybalt.

I Cit. Up, sir, go with me ;

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey.

Enter Prince, attended ; Montague, Capu-
LET, tfuir Wives, and others.

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this

fray?

Ben. O noble prince, I can discover all

The unlucky manage of this filial brawl :

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

Lady C. Tybalt, my cousin ! O my brother's

child !—
O prince !—O husband !—O, the blood is spill'd

Of my dear kinsman !— Prince, as thou art true,

For blood of ours shed blood of Montague.

—

O cousin, cousin !

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray?

Ben, Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand
did slay ;

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink

How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal
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Your high displeasure.—Ail this,—uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly
bow'd,

—

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen

Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast

;

Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point.

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats

Cold death aside, and with the other sends

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity

Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud.

Hold, friends! ffiends, part! and, swifter than

his tongue.

His agile arm beats down their fatal points,

And 'twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled :

Eut by and by comes back to Romeo,
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge.

And to 't they go like lightning ; for ere I

Could draw to part them was stout Tybalt slain ;

A.nd as he fell did Romeo turn and fly.

This is the tnith, or let Benvolio die.

Lady C. He is a kinsman to the Montague,
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true :

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife,

And all those twenty could but kill one life.

1 beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give

;

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live.

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio :

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe?
Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's

friend

;

[end,

His fault concludes but what the law should

The life of Tybalt.

Prin. And for that oft'ence.

Immediately we do exile him hence :

I have an interest in your hate's proceeding,

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-

bleeding
;

But I 'II amerce you with so strong a fine

That you shall all repent the loss of mine :

I will be deaf to pleading afld excuses ;

Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses,

Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste,

Else when he's found, that hour is his last.

Bear hence this body, and attend our will

:

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill.

\Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

A Room in Capulet's House.

Enfer Juliet.

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,

Towards Phoebus' lodging ; such a v/aggoner
As Phaeton would whip you to the west,

And uring in cloudy night immediately.

—

Spread thy close curtain, love-performuig nightl

That rude day's eyes may wink, and Romeo
Leap to tliese arms, untalk'd of and unseen.—
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites

By their own beauties : or if love be blind.

It best agrees with night.—Come, civil night,

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black.

And learn me how to lose a winning match,

Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods :

Hood myunmann'd blood, bating in my cheelcs.

With thy black mantle ; till strange love, gro\ n
bold.

Think true love acted simple modesty.

Come, night ;—come, Romeo,—come, thou day
in night ;

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night

Whiter than new snow on a raven's back.

—

Come, gentle riight,—come, loving black-brow' i

Eight,

dive me my Romeo ; and, when he shall die.

Take him and cut him out in little stars.

And he will make the face of heaven so fine

That all the world will be in love with night.

And pay no worship to the garish sun.

—

O, I have bought the mansion of a love.

But not possess d it ; and, though I am sold,

Not yet enjoy'd : so tedious is this day.

As is the night before some festival

To an impatient child that hath new rohes,

And may not wear them. O, here comes rr.y

nurse, [speaks

And she brings news ; and every tongue that

But Romeo's name speaks heavenlyeloquence.—

Enter Nurse with cords.

Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou

t'nere ? the cords

That Romeo bade thee letch ?

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords.

[Throvjs t/ietn down.

Jul. Ah me ! what news ? why dost thou

wring thy hands ? [he 's dead !

Nurse. Ah, vvell-a-day! he's dead, he's dead.

We are undone, lady, we are undone !

—

Alack the day !—he 's gone, he 's kili'd, he 's

dead !

Jul. Can heaven be so envious ?

Nurse. Romeo can,

Though heaven cannot.—O Romeo, Romeo!

—

Who ever would have thought it ?—Romeo !

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment

me thus?

This torture shoi}ld be roar'd in dismal hell.

Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but I,

And thai hare vowel I shall poison more

Than the death-darting eye of cockatricii:

, I am not I il there be such an i ;
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Or ihose eyes shut that make thee answer I.

If he be slain, say I ; or if not, no :

Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe.
Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine

eyes,—
God save the mark !—here on his manly breast:

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ;

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in blood,

All in gore-blood ;— I swooned at the sight.

Jul. O, break, my heart !—poor bankrupt,
break at once !

To prison, eyes, ne'er look on liberty

!

\'ile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ;

And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier !

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt ! the best friend I

had!
O courteous TyV)alt 1 honest gentleman !

That ever I should live to see thee dead !

Jul. What storm is this that blows so contrary?
Is Romeo slaughtered, and is Tybalt dead ?

jMy dear-lov'd cousin and my dearer lord ?

—

Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom

!

For who is living if those two are gone?
Nurse. Tj'balt is gone, and Romeo l)anished;

Romeo that kilTd him, he is banished.

Jul. O God!—did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's

blood ?

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day, it did!

////. O serpent heart, hid with a flowering face!

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?
Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical!

l)v)vc-feather'd raven! wolfish-ravening lamb!
Despised substance of divinest show!
Ja->t opposite to what thou justly seem'st,

A damned saint, an honourable villain!

—

O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell

When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend

In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh?

—

Vvas ever book containing such vile matter
So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwell
In such a gorgeous palace!

Nurse. There 's no trust.

No faith, no honesty in men; all are perjur'd,

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers..

—

Ah, where 's my man? give me some aqua
vita.— [old.

These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me
Shame come to Romeo!
Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue

For such a wish ! he was not born to shame :

Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit

;

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd
Sole monarch of the universal earth.

O, what a beast was I to chide at him!
Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd

your cousin ? [husband ?

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth
thy name, [it ?

—

When I, thy three-hours' wife, have mangled
But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my

cousin ? [husband

:

That villain cousin would have kill'd my
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring;

Your tributary drops belong to woe,
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have
slain ; [husband:

And Tybalt 's dead, that would have slain my
All this is comfort ; wherefore weep I, then ?

Some word there was, worser tiian I y bait's

death,

That murder'd me: I would for£r;t it fain
;

But, O, it presses to my memory
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds:
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo banished.

That banished, that one wovd banished,

I lath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's

death
Was woe enough, if it had ended there:

Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship.

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,

—

Why follow'd not, when she said Tybalt 's dead.
Thy father or thy mother, nay, or both,

Which modern lamentation might have mov'd?
But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death,

Romeo is banished,—to speak that word
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,

All slain, all dead: Romeo is banished,—
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound,
In that word's death ; no words can that woe

sound.

—

Where is my father and my mother, nurse?
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybal;

corse

:

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears: mine
shall be spent,

When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment.

Take up those cords. Poor ropes, you are

beguil'd,

Both you and I ; for Romeo is e-xil'd

:

He made you for a highway to my bed ;

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed.
Come, cords ; come, nurse ; I '11 to my wedding-

bed ;

And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead!

Nurse. Hie to your chamber, I 'II find Romeo
To comfort you : I wot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night:

I "11 to him ; he is hid at Lawrence' cell, [knight,

Jul. O, find him ! give this ring to my true

And bid him come to lake his last farewell.

\_Exeunt,
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ScKNK III.— Frtak Lawrexce's Cell.

Enier Friar Lawrence.

F''i. I . Rtimeo, come forth ; come ioi'.h,

tliou fearful man:
Afnicii(.>n is en.imoiir'd of thy parts,

And thou art wedded to cahimity.

Enter Romeo.

Kc>'>i. what theidler, what news?
pi ince's doom ?

What sorrow craves acquainiance at my hand,
Tliat 1 ycl Lnow not ?

F'i, 1 , Too familiar

Is my deal son with such soui company:
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom.

l\oin. V\'hat less than doomsday is the [irinre's

doom ?
I
lips,

—

Fri. L. A gentler judgment vanish'd from his

Not body's death, but bod)''s banishment.

Kcm. Ila, lianishmcnt! be merciful, .say death;

For e.xile hath more terror in his look,

Much more than death: do not .say banishment.

Fri. L. Hence from Verona art thou banished:

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls,

lUit purgatory, torture, hell itself.

I lence-banished is l)anish'd from the world,

And world's exile is death,—then banished

Is death mis-term'd: calling death banishment,
Thou cult'st my head off with a golden a.\e,

And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me.
Fii. L. Odeadly sin! O rude untharikfuhiess!

Thyfault our law calls death; butthekind prince,

Taking thy part, hath brush'd aside the law,

And turn'd that black word death to banishment:
This is dear mercy, and thou see'st it not. [here

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy: heaven is

Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog,

And little mouse, every unworthy thing.

Live here in 'neaven, and may look on her
;

But Romeo may not.—More validity.

More honourable state, more courtship lives

In carrion flies than Romeo: they may seize

On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand,

'.'id steal immortal blessing from her hps ;

no, even in pure and vestal modesty,

;i blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ;

I Romeo may not ; he is banished,

—

is may flies do, when I from this must fly.

-\ .J say'st thou yet that exile is not death!

i

.'

; jst thou no poison niix'd, no sharp-ground

knife, [mean,
1 sudden mean of death, though ne'er so

; .1—banished— to kill me ; 1 vanished?

O friar, the damned use that word in lieil

;

Howlings attend it: how hast thou the heait,

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd,

To mangle me with that word banishment ?

Fri. L. Thou fond mad man, licar me speak

a little,—

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishnu-nt.

J'ri. L. I '11 give Uiee armour to l;ecp otf

that word ;

yXdversity's sweet milk, philosophy,

To comfort thee, though thou art banished.

Rom. Yet banished?—Hang up ph.ilosophy!

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom,
It helps not, it prevails not,—talk no more.

Fri. L. O, then I .see that madmen have i!0

ears. [have no eye'-?

Rom. How should they, when that wise men
l-'ri. I.. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou

dost not fee! :

"Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love,

•An hour but married, Tybalt murdered,

Ut)ting like me, and like me banished,

Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou

tear thy hair,

\nd fall upon the ground, as I do now,

Taking the measure of an unmade grave,

Fri. L. Arise; one knocks; good Romeo,
hide thyself. \^K>!ockiiig within.

Rom. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick

groans,

-Mist-like," eulold me from the search of eyes.

[ Knockivf^.

Fri. L. llark how they knock!—Who's
there ?— Romeo, arise ;

Thou wilt be taken.—Stay awhile ;—stand up ;

[ Knocking.

i;un to my study.—By and by.—God's will!

What simpleness is this!— I come, I come.
\^Knocking.

Who knocks so hard? whence come you?

w'nat 's your will ?

Nurse. [H'if/iin.] Let me come in and you

shall know my errand ;

1 come from Lady Juliet.

/•>•/. Z. Welcome, then.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar,

Where is my lady's lord, where 's Romeo?
Fn. L. There on the ground, wdth his own

tears made drunk.

Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress' case,

—

Just in her case !

/V/. L. O v>'ocful symixrihy !

I'l-eous predicament

!
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Nurse. Even so fies she, [ing,

—

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubber-

Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man :

For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand ;

Why should you fall into so deep an O?
Kom. Nurse !

Nurse. Ah, sir! ah, sir!—Well, death's the

end of all. [her ?

Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet? how is il with

Djth she not think me an old murderer,

Kow I have slain'd the childhood of our joy

With blood remov'd but little from her own ?

Where is she.' and how dolh she? and what says

My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd love?

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps
and weeps ;

And now falls on her bed; and then starts up.

And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries,

A.id then down falls again.

Rom. As if that name,
S'.iot from the deadly level of a gun,
Did murder her; as that name's cursed hand
Murder'd her kinsman.—O, tellme, friar, tell me,
111 what vile part of this anatomy
Djth my name lodge? tell me that I may sack

The hateful mansion. \^Drazojng his sword.

Fri. L. Hold thy desperate hand:
Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art

:

Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote
The unreasonable fury of a beast

:

Unseemly woman in a seeming man !

Or ill-beseeming beast in seeming both !

Thou hast amaz'd me: by my holy order,

I thought thy disposition better temper'd.

Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself?

And slay thy lady, too, that lives in thee,

By doing damned hate upon thyself?

Why rail'st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and
earth ? [meet

Since birth, and heaven and earth, all three do
In thee at once ; which thou at once wouldst

lose. [wit ;

Fie, fie ! thou sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy

Which, like a usurer, abound'st in all.

And uscst none in that true use indeed [wit :

Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax.
Digressing from the valour of a man ;

Tliy dear love sworn, but hollow perjury.

Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to

cherish
;

Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love.

Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both,
I 'le powder in a skilless soldier's flask,

ts set a-fire by thine own ignorance.
And thou dismember'd with thine own defence.

What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive,

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead;
There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee,

But thou slew'st Tybalt ; there art ihou happy
too

:

[friend.

The law, that threaten'd death, becomes thy

And turn? it to exile ; there art thou happy :

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ;

Happiness courts thee in her best array;

But, like a misbehav'd and sullen wench,
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love:

—

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed.

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her :

But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set,

For then thou canst not pass to Mantua

;

Where thou shalt live till we can find a time
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends,

Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy
Than thou wenl'st forth in lamentation.

—

Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady ;

And bid her hasten all the house to bed.

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto:

Romeo is coming. [the nig":

Nurse. O Lord, I could have stay'd here aii

To hear good counsel: O, what learning is !

—

My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come.
Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare ic

chide. [sir

;

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you,
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late.

lExi:
Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this !

Fri. L. Go hence; good-night; and here

stands all your state :

Either be gone before the watch be set,

Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence:
Sojourn in Mantua; I'll find out your man,
And he shall signify from time to time

Every good hap to you that chances here :

Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell ; good-
night.

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me,
It were a grief so brief to part with thee:

Farewell. \^Exe2int.

Scene IV.

—

A Room iit Capulet's Hotise.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet and Paris.

Cap. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily

That we have had no time to move our daughter:

Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly,

And so did I ; well, we were born to die.

'Tis very late, she '11 not come dov/n to-night

:

I promise you, but for your company,
I would have been a-bcd an hour ago.
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Par. These times of woe afford no time to

woo.— [daughter.

M;ii].im, good-night: commend me to your

Lady C. I will, and know her mind early

to-morrow

;

T.)-night she 's mcw'd up to her heavines.s.

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender

( ;f my child's love: I think she will be rul'd

In all rcsijccts by me; nay, more, I doubt it

not.—
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed

;

A x|uaint her here of my son i'aris' love;

A"'.d bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday
next,

—

I; :l, soft ! what day is this?

t\tr. Monday, my lord.

Cap. Monday! ha, ha! Weil, Wednesday
is too soon,

O' Thursd.iy let it be;—o' Thursday, tell hei,

'v L- shall be married to this noble earl.

—

"''.111 you be ready? do you like this haste?

X'.'e '11 keep no great ado,—a friend or two;
I'-jf, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late,

j

It may be thought we held him carelessly,

!' iTig our kinsman, if we revel much:
i ' .crefore we'll have .some half a dozen friends,

\ .1 there an end. But what say you to Thurs-

day? [to-morrow.

Far. My lord, I would that Thursday were
Cap. Well, get you gone: o' Thursday be it

then.

—

r"iO you to Juliet ere you go to bed,

I ; pare her, wife, against this wcilding-day.

—

[ ;iewcll, mylord.—Light tomy chamber, ho!

—

More me, it is so very very late

i
' :it we may call it early by and by.

—

C^ -L'd-nighl. \Exe7in!.

ScENK V.

—

An open Gallery to Juliet's
Chamber, overlooking the Garden.

Enter Romeo a^aTJuliet.

Jul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near

day

:

I \^'as tlie nightingale, and not the lark,
'! i.i.t pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear;

'iitly she sings on yon pomegranate tree:

eve me, love, it was the nightingale.

:\om. It was the lark, the herald of the morn,
N J nightingale : look, love, what enviousstreaks
1

' _; lace the severing clouds in yonder east

:

ht's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
nds tiptoe on the misty mountain tops.

i i.iust be gone and live, or stay and die.

Jul. Von light is not daylight, I know it, I :

\ is some meteor that the sun exhales,

"i 'J be to thee this night a torch-bearer,

And light thee on thy way to Mantua

:

Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone.

Rom. Let me be ta'cn, let me be put todeathj

1 am content, so thou wilt have it so.

I '11 say yon gray is not the morning's eye,

'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow;
Nor that is not the lark whose notes do beat

The vanity heaven so high above our heads :

I have more care to stay than will to go.

—

Come, death, and weleotiie ! J uliet wills it so.—
1 low is 't, my soul ? let 's talk,— it is not day.

Jul. It is, it is,—hie hence, be gone, away i

It is the lark tliat sings so out of tune.

Straining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps.

Same say the lark makes sweet division ;

This doth not so, for she dividelh us

:

Some say the \?.x\ and loathed toad change eyesj

(), now I would they had chang'd v<jices too !

Since arm from arm that voice doth us afiray,

1 lunting thee hence with Imnt's-up to the day.

t), now be gone ; more light and light it grows.

Koni. More light and light,—more daik and
daik our woes !

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. Madam !

Jill. Nurse ? fdianiher 1

Nurse. Your lady mother is coming to yuur

The day is broke ; be wary, look about.

{Exit.

Jul. Then, window, let day in and let life out.

Koni. Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and I "11

descend. \Desceiids.

Jul. Art thou gone so? my loid, my love,

ni)' friend !

I must hear from thee every day i' the hour,

I'or in a minute there are many days:

(), by this count I shall be much in years

ICre I again behold my Romeo I

Rom. Farewell !

I will omit no opfxirtunity

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

Jul. O, Ihink'st thou we shall ever meet

again ? [shall serve

Rom. I "doubt it not ; and all these woes

"or sweet discourses in our time to come.

Jul. O God ! I have an ill divining soul I

Mcthinks I see thee, now thou art below,

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb

:

Fiiher my eyesight fails or thou look'st pale.

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so da
you :

Diy sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu !

\Exit below.

Jul. O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee

fickle :

If thou an tickle, what dost thou with liira
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That is renown'd for failh ? Be fickle, fortune ;

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long,

But send him back. [up ?

Lady C. [IVi/Ztm.] IIo, daughter! are you
/itL Who is't that calls? is it my |ady

mother ?

Is she not down so late, or up so early?

What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither ?

Eti^er Lady Capulet.

/.a((y C. Why, how now, Juliet !

yit/. Madam, I am not well.

Ladj' C. Evermore weeping for your cousin's

death ? [tears }

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with

An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him
live ; [love

;

Therefore have done : some grief shows much of

But much of grief shows still some want of wit.

Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss.

Lady C. •'^ shall you feel the loss, but not

the friend

Which you weep for.

/«/. Feeling so the loss,

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend.

Lady C. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much
for his death

As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him.

Jul. What villain, madam ?

Lady C. That same villain, Romeo.
Jul. Villain and he be many miles asunder.

God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart

;

And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart.

Lady C. That is because the traitor mur-
derer lives. [hands.

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my
Would none but I might venge my cousin's

death !

Lady C. We will have vengeance for it, fear

thou not

:

Then weep no more. I '11 send to one in

Mantua,

—

Where that same banish'd runagate doth live,

—

Shall give him such an unaccustom'd dram
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company :

And then I hope thou wilt be satisfied.

Jul. Indeed I never shall be satisfied

With Romeo till I behold him—dead

—

Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd :

Madam, if you could find out but a man
To bear a poison, I would temper it,

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof.

Soon sleep in quiet, O, how my heart abhors
To hear him nam'd,—and cannot come to

him,

—

To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him I

Lady C. Find thou the means, and I '11 find

such a man.
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl.

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needy time;

What are they, I beseech your ladyship ?

Lady C. Well, well, thou hast a careful

father, child ;

One who, to put thee from thy heaviness,

Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy

That thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for.

Jul. ALidam, in happy time, what day is that ?

Lady C. Marry, my child, early ne.xt Thurs.

day morn
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman.

The County Paris, at St. Peter's Church,

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

Jul. Now, by St. Peter's Church, and Peter

too.

He shall not make me there a joyful bride.

I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed
Ere he that should be husl)and comes to woo.

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam,
I will not marry yet ; and when I do, I swear

It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate,

Rather than Paris :—these are news indeed !

Lady C. Here comes your father ; teil him
so yourself,

And see how he will take it at your hands.

Enter CAPtJLET rt/;^/ Nurse.

Cap. Wlien the sun sets, tlie air doth drizzle

dew
;

But for the sunset of my brother's son

It rains downright.

—

How now ! a conduit, girl? what, still in tears?

Evermore showering? In one little body
Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind

:

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea.

Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body
is,

Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds thy sighs

;

Who,—raging with thy tears,^ and they with

them,

—

Without a sudden calm, will overset

Thy tempest-tossed body.—How now, wife!

Have you deliver'd to her our decree?

Lady C. Ay, sir; but she. will none, she

gives you thanks.

I would tlie fool were rnarried to her grave

!

CaJ>. Soft ! take me with you, take me with

you, wife. [thanks?

How! will she none? doth she not give us

Is she not proud? doth she not count herbless'd,

Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom?

Jul. Not i^iroud you have ; but thankful thai

you have:





-
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Proud can I never be of what I hale

;

But thankful even for hale thai is meant love.

Cap. How now, how now, chop-logic ! What
is this? [not ;—

Pioud,—and, I thank you,—and, I thank you

And yet not proud :—mistress minion, you,

Thank me no ihankings, nor proud me no

prouds,

Rut fettle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next,

To go with I'aris to St. Peter's Church,

( )r I will drag thee on a hurdle thither, [gage!

(r>Lit, you green-sickness carrion! out, you bag-

Vdu tallow-face !

Lady C. Fie, fie! what, are you mad?
Jill. Good father, I beseech you on my knees,

I fear me wilh patience but to speak a word.

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient

wretch ! [day,

I leli thee what.—get thee to church o' Thurs-

!Jr never after look me in the face :

Speak not, reply not, do not answer nic ;

Aly fingers itch.—Wife, we scarce thought us

bless'd

That God had lent us but this only child;

Ijut now I see this one is one too much,
And that we have a curse in having her

:

L'r.l on her, hilding !

Nurse. God in heaven bless her !

—

Vou are to blame, my lord, to rale her so.

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom ? hold your

tongue,

Good prudence ; smaller with your gossips, go.

Nurse. 1 speak no treason.

Cap. O, God ye good-den !

Nurse, May not one speak r

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool !

'Jlter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl,

lor here we need it not.

Lady C. You are too hot.

Cap. God's bread ! it makes me mad

;

Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play.

Alone, in company, still my care halh been

To have her match'd, and having now provided

A gentleman of noble parentage,

<Jf fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd,

Suifi''d, as they say, wilh honourable parts,

Proporlion'das one's heart could wish a man,

—

And then to have a wretched puling fool,

,\ whining manmiet, in her fortune's tender.

To answer, /'// not ivcd,—J cannot love,

I am too yozi?!g,—Lpray yon pardon me ;
—

but, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you :

Graze where you will, you shall not house with

me :

Look to 't, think on 'l, I do not use to jest.

Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise :

An you be mine, I 'li give you to my friend ;

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i' the

streets,

For, by my soul, I '11 ne'er acknowledge thee.

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good :

I'rust to 't, bethink you, I '11 not be forsworn.

{Exit.

Jul. Is there no pity sittilig in the clouds.

That sees into the bottom of my grief?

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away !

Delay this marriage for a month, a week ;

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed
In that diiTi monument where Tybalt lies.

Lady C. Talk not to me, for I '11 not speak
a word ;

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee.

lE.xH.

Jul. O God !—O nurse ! how shall this be
prevented ?

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ;

How shall that faith return again to earth,

Unless that husband send it me from heaven
By leaving earth ?—comfort me, counsel me.

—

Alack, alack, that heaven should practise

stratagem.^

Upon so soft a subject as myself !

—

[joy ?

What say'st thou ? hast thou not a word of

Some comfort, nurse.

Nurse. Faith, here 'tis : Romeo
Is banished ; and all the world to nothing

That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you ;

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,

I think it best you married with the county.

O, he's a lovely gentleman !

Romeo *s a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam,
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart,

I think you are happy in this second match.
For it excels your first : or if it did not.

Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he were,

As living here, and you no use of him.

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart ?

Nurse. From my soul too,

Or else beshrew them both.

////. Amen

!

'Nurse. What?
Jul. Well, thou hast comforted rne marvel-

lous much.
Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone,

Having displeas'd my father, to Lawrence' cell

To make confession, and to be absolv'd.

Nurse. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely

done. \^Exi!.

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked
fiend !

Is it more sin to wish me thus f<u sworn.

Or lo dispraise my lord with liuU same ton^ '6

2 m'"
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Which she hath prais'd liim wilh above compare
So many thousand times ?—Go, counsellor ;

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be
twain.

—

I '11 to the friar, to know his remedy ;

If all else fail, myself have power to die.

[Exit.

ACT IV.

ScKNE I.

—

Friar Lawrence's Celi.

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris.

Fri. L. On Thursday, sir ? the time is very

short.

Par. My father Capulet will have it so ;

And I am nothing slow to slack his haste.

Fri, L. You say you do not know the lady's

mind

:

Uneven is the course, I like it not. [death,

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's

And therefore have I little talk'd of love ;

For V'enns smiles not in a house of tears.

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ;

And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage,
To stop the inundation of her tears ;

Which, too much minded by herself alone.

May be put from her by society

:

Now do you know the reason of this haste.

Fri. L, [Aside. ] I would I knew not why it

should be slow'd.

—

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell.

Enter ]vi.lKT.

Par. Happily met, my lady and my wife !

^:il. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.

Par, That may be must be, love, on Thurs-
day next.

^ui. What must be shall be.

pyi. L. That 's a certain text.

Par. Come you to make confession to this

father?

Jul. To answer that, I should confess to you.
Par. Do not deny to him that you love me.
Jul. I will confess to you that I love him.
Par. So will ye, I am sure, that you love me.
Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price

Being spoke behind your back than to your face.

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd with
tears.

Jid. The tears have got small victory by that

;

For it was bad enough before their spite.

Par. Thou wrong'st it more than tears with
that report.

JiL Tiiat is no slander, sir, which is a truth

;

Ai.d what I spake I spake it to my face.

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slan-

der'd it.

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own.

—

Are you at leisure, holy father, now
;

Or shall I come to you at evening mass?
Fri. L. My leisure serves me, pensive

daughter, now.

—

My lord, we must entreat the time alone.

Par. God shield I should disturb devotion '—
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse 5'ou :

Till then, adieu ; and keep this holy kiss.

\_Exit.

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast

done so, [help !

Come weep with me
;
past hope, past cure, past

Fri. L. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief;

It strains me past the compass of my wits :

I hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it,

On Thursday next be married to this county.

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of

this.

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it

:

If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help,

Do thou but call my resolution wise.

And with this knife I'll help it presently.

God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our
hands

;

And ere this hand, by thee to Rom.eo seal'd,

Shall be the label to another deed,

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt

Turn to another, this shall slay them both

:

Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time.

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold,

'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife

Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that

Which the commission of thy years and art

Could to no issue of true honour bring.

Be not so long to speak ; I long to die,'

If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy.

F)i. L. Hold, daughter : I do spy a kind of

hope,
\Vhich craves as desperate an execution

As that is desperate which we would prevent.

If, rather than to marry County Paris,

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself.

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake

A thing like death to chide away this shame.
That cop'st with death himself to scape from it

;

And, if thou dar'st, I 'II give thee remedy.

Jid. O, l)id me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From off" the battlements of yonder tower ;

Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk

Where serpents are ; chain me willi roaring

bears ;

Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house,

O'er-covcr'd quite with dead men's rattling

bones,
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With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls
;

Or bid me go into a new-made grave,

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ;

Things that, to hear them told, have made me
tremble

;

And I will do it without fear or doubt,

To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love.

Fri. L. Hold, then ; go home, be merry,

give consent

To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow

;

To-morrow night look that thou lie alone,

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber

:

Take thou this vial, being then in bed.

And this distilled liquor drink thou off: [ran

When, presently, through all thy veins shall

A cold and drowsy humour ; for no pulse

Shall keep his native progress, but surcease

:

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st

;

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade

To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windov>'s fall,

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life

;

Each part, depriv'd of supple government.
Shall, stiffand stark and cold, appear like death :

And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death

Thou shalt continue two-and-forty hours.

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.

Now, when the bridegroom in the morning
comes

To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead:

Then,—as the manner of our country is,

—

In thy best robes, uncover'd, on the bier,

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.

In the meantime, against thou shalt awake.
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift

;

And hither shall he come : and he and I

Will watch thy waking, and that very night

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.
And this shall free thee from this present shame,
If no inconstant toy nor womanish fear

Abate thy valour in the acting it.

Jill. Give me, give me ! O, tell not me of fear

!

Fri. L. Hold
; get you gone, be strong and

prosperous

In this resolve : I '11 send a friar with speed
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

Jill. Love give me strength 1 and strength

shall help afford.

Farewell, dear father ! {^Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Hall in Capulet's House.

Eiiler Capulet, Lady Capui.et, Nurse, aiid

Servants.

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.—
\Exit first Servant.

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.

2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir; for I W

try if they can lick their fingers.

Cap. How canst thou try them so?
2 Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that

cannot lick his own fingers : therefore he that

cannot lick his fingers goes not with nie.

Cap. Go, be gone.— \^Exit second Servant,
We shall be much unfurnish'd for this time.—
What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrence?

Nurse. Ay, forsooth. [on her :

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good
A peevish self-wilTd harlotry it is.

Nurse. See where she comes from shrift with
merry look.

Enier JULIET.

Ct?/. How now, my headstrong ! where have
you been gadding? [sin

Juf. Where I have learn'd me to repent the

Of disobedient opposition

To you and your behests ; and am enjoin'd

By holy Lawrence to fall prostrate here.

And beg your pardon :—pardon, I beseech you !

Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. [this:

Cap. Send for the county
;
go tell him of

I '11 have this knot knit up to-morrow morning.

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence' cell

;

And gave him what becomed love I might,
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty.

Cap. Why, I am glad on 't ; this is well,—
stand up,

—

This is as 't should be.—Let me see the county ;

Ay, many, go, I say, and fetch him hither.

—

Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar,

All our whole city is much bound to him,

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my
closet,

To help me sort such needful ornaments
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ?

Lady C. No, not till Thursday ; there is

time enough.
Cap. Go, nurse, go with her.—We'll to

church to-morrow.
[Exeunt ]\}L\\LT andNvTse.

Lady C. We shall be short in our provision ;

'Tis now near night.

Cap. Tush, I will stir about.

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee,

wife:

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her ;

I '11 not to bed to-night;— let me alone ; [ho!

—

I'll play the housewife for this once.—Whac,
They are all forth: well, I will walk myself
To County Paris, to prepare him up
Against to-morrow: my heart is wondrous light

Since this same wayward girl is so reciaimd.

\^Ex6nui.
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Scene III. Juliet's Chamber.

Enter Juliet and Nurse.

Jul. Ay, those attires are best:—but, gentle

nurse,

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night

;

I'"or I liave need of many orisons

To move the heavens to smile upon my state,

Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin.

Enter Lady Capulet.

Lady C. What, are you husy, ho? need you
my help? [saries

Jill. No, madam ; we have cull'd such neces-

As are behoveful for our state to-morrow

:

So please you, let me now be left alone,

And let the nurse this night sit up with you

;

For I am sure you have your hands full all

In this so sudden business.

Lady C. Good-night

:

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need.

{^Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

////. Farewell !—God knows when we shall

meet again.

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,

That almost freezes up the heat of life

:

I '11 call them back again to comfort me ;

—

Nurse !—What should she do here ?

My dismal scene I needs must act alone.

—

Come, vial.

—

What if this mi.vture do not work at all?

Shall I be married, then, to-morrow morning?

—

No, no;—this shall forbid it:— lie thou there.

—

[Laying down her dagger.

What if it be a poison, which the friar

Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead,

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd.

Because he married me before to Romeo ?

I fear it is: and yet methinks it should not.

For he hath still been tried a holy man :

—

I will not entertain so bad a thought.

—

How if, when I am laid into the tomb,
I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point!

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault, [in,

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes?
Or, if I live, is it not very like

The horrible conceit of death and night,

Together with the terror of the place,

—

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, [bones
Where, for these many hundred years, the

Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ;

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth.

Lies festering in his shroud ; where, as they say.

At some hours in the night spirits resort ;— |

Alack, alack, is it not like that I,

So early waking,—what with loathsome smells.

And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the

earth.

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad;

—

O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught,

Environed with all these hideous fears?

And madly play with my forefathers' joints?

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud?
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's

bone, [brains?

—

As with a club, dash out my desperate

O, look ! methinks I see my cousin's ghost
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body
Upon a rapier's point :—stay, Tybalt, stay !

—

Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee.

[7'hrows herself on the bed.

Scene IV.

—

Hall in Capijlet's LLonse.

Enter Lady Capulet ami Nurse.

Lady C. Hold, take these keys, and fetch

more spices, nurse.

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in

the pastry.

Enter Capulet.

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cock
hath crow'd.

The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock :^
Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica :

Spare not for cost.

Nurse. Go, you cot -quean, go.

Get you to bed; faith, you'll be sick to-morrow
For this night's watching. [ere now

Cap. No, not a whit : what ! I have watch'd
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick.

L^ady C. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in

your time ;

But I will watch you from such watching now.
{Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood !—Now,
fellow,

Enter Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets.

What 's there ? [not what.
1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir; but I know
Cap. Make liaste, make haste. [-£'.r?V I Serv.]

—Sirrah, fetch drier logs:

Call Peter, he will show thee where they are.

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out
logs.

And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit.
Cap. Mass, and well said ; a merry whoreson,

ha

!

[day

:

Thou shalt be logger-head.—Good faith, 'tis
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The county will be here vvith mubic straight,

I'or so he said he would:— I hear him near.

—

lA/iis/c within.

Nurse!—wife!—what, ho!— what, nurse, I say!

Re-enter Nurse.

Go waken Juliet, go and trim her up ;

1 "11 go and chat with Paris :—hie, make haste.

Make haste ; the bridegroom he is come already:

Make haste, I say. lExeuni.

Scene V.

—

^Juliet's Chamber ; Juliet on

the bed.

Enter Nurse.

Nurse. Mistress !—what, mistress !—Juliet

!

—fast, I warrant her, she :—
Wli)', lamb!—why, lady!— fie, youslug-a-bed!

—

Why, love, I say!—madam! sweetheart!—why,
bride!

—

[now;
What, not a word.?—you take your pennyworths
Sleep for a week; for the next night, I warrant,

i'he County Paris hath set up his rest

That you shall rest but little.—God forgive me,
Alarry, and amen, how sound is she asleep!

I must needs wake her.—Madam, madam,
madam!

—

Ay, let the county take you in your bed ;

I le '11 flight you up, i' faith.—Will it not be 1

What, dress'd ! and in your clothes! and down
again !

T must needs wake you:—lady ! lady ! lady !

—

.Alas, alas!—Help, help! my lady 's dead !

—

O, well-a-day, that ever I was born !

—

fcome aqua-vitoe, ho!—my lord ! my lady I

Enter Lady Capui-ET.

Lady C. What noise is here ?

Nurse. O lamentable day!

Lady C. What is the matter ?

Nurse. Look, look! O heavy day!

Lady C. O me, O me !—my child, my onl)'

life,

T\cvive, look up, or I will die with thee !^
Help, help!—call help.

Enter Cafulet.

Cap, For shame bring Juliet forth ; her lord

i.s come.
Nurse. She 's dead, deceas'd, she 's dead; alack

the day !

Lady C. Alack the day, she 's dead, slie 's

dead, she 's dead

!

[cold ;

Cap. Ila! let me see her:—out, alas! she's
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff;

Life and these lips have long been separated :

Death lies on her like an uniimely frost

Upon the sweetest Hower of all the field.

Accursed time! unfortunate old man!
Nurse. O lamentable day!

Lady C. O woeful time

!

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to

make me wail.

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak.

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris, with
Musicians.

Fn. L. Come, is the bride ready lo go to

church ?

Cap. Ready to go, h>ut never to return:

—

O son, the night before thy wedding-day
Hath death lain with thy bride:—there she lies,

Flower as she was, deflowered by him.

Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir ;

My daughter he hath wedded : I will die.

And leave him all ; life, living, all is death's.

Far. Have I thought long to see this

morning's lace,

And doth it give me such a sig?it as this? [day!

LadyC. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful

Most miserable houi that e'ei time saw
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage !

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child,

IJut one thing to rejoice and .solace in,

And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight!

Nurse. O woe! O woeful, woeful, woeful day 1

Most lamentable day, most woeful day,

That ever, ever, I did yet behold !

O day! O day! O day! O hateful day!

Never was seen so black a day as this

:

O woeful day, O woeful day! [slain!

Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited.

Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd.

By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown!

—

O love! O life!—not life, but love in death!

Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd,

kill'd!—

Uncomfortable time, why cam'st thou now
To murder, murder our solemnity?— [child!

—

O child! O child!—my soul, and not my
Dead art thou, dead !—alack, my child is dead

;

And with my child my joys are buried

!

Fri. L. Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion's

cure lives not

In these confusions. Heaven and yourself

Had part in this fair maid; now- heaven hath all.

And all the better is it for the maid

:

Your part in her you could not keep from death;

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.

The most you sought was her promotion ;

For 'twas your heaven she should be advanc'd

:

And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd
Al)o\-e the clouds, as high as heaven itself?

O, in this love, you love your child so ill
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That you run mad, seeing that she is well

:

S!ie 's not well married that lives married long;
]Vat she 's best married ihat dies married young.
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary
On this fair corse ; and as the custom is.

In all her best array l>ear her to church :

For though fond nature bids us all lament,
Vet nature's tears are reason's merriment.

Cap. All tilings that we ordained festival

Turn from their office to black funeral:

Our instruments to melancholy bells ;

Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast

;

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change
;

Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse,

And all things change them to the contrary.

Fri. L. Sir, go you in,—^and, madam, go
with him ;

—

And go, Sir Paris ;—every one prepare
To follow this fair corse unto her grave:
The heavens do lower upon you for some ill ;

Move them no more by crossing their high will.

\ExetmtQK?., Lady Cap., Paris, a7idYxvsx.

I Mils, Faith, we may put up our pipes and
be gone. [put up ;

Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up.
For, well you know, this is a pit iful case. [Exit.

I .Miis. Ay, by my troth, the case may be
amended.

Ente/ Peter.

Pef. Musicians, O, musicians, Heart's ease.

Heart's ease: O, an you will have me live,

play Heart's ease.

I Mus. Why Hearts ease ?
Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself

plays My heart isfull of woe : O, play me some
merry dump to comfort me. [now.

I Mus. Not a dump we; 'tis no time to play
Pet. You v/ill not, then ?

I Mus. No.
Pet. I will, then, give it you soundly.
I Mus. What will you give us ?

Pet. No money, on my faith; but the gleek,
-I will give you the minstrel. [creature.

I Mus. Then will I give you the serving-
Pet, Then will I lay the serving-creature's

dagger on your pate. I will carry no crotchets:
I "11 re you, I '11 /a you ; do you note me ?

1 Mus. An you re us andyiz us, you note us.

2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and
put out your wit.

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ! I will

d'.y-beat you with an iron wit, and put up my
iron dagger.—Answer me like men :

When yriping grief the heart do'.h wound,
An I doleful dumns the mind oppress,

Tbe.T music with her silver sound

—

why silver sound? why music with her silver

sound?—What say you, Siinon Catling?
1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a

sweet sound.

Pet. Pretty!—What say you, Hugh Rebeck?
2 Mus. I say silver soimd because musicians

sound for silver. [Sound-post ?

Pet. Pretty too I^^What say you, James
3 Mus. Faith, I know not what to say.

Pet. O, I cry you mercy; you are the singer:

I will sa}' for you. It is rtntsic with her silr--:r

sound because musicians have no gold for

sounding :

—

Then mus'C with her silver sound
With speedy lielp doth lend redress.

[Exit.

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same I

2 Mus. Hang him, J.ack !—Come, we '11 in

here ; tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner.

\_Excunt.

ACT V.

Scene I.—Mantua. A Street.

E7iter Romeo.

Pom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep.
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand

:

My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne

;

And all this day an unaccustom'd spirit

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful
thoughts.

I dreamt my lady came and found me dead,

—

Strange dream, that gives a dead man leave to

think !—
And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips.

That I reviv'd, and was an emperor.
Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possess'd,

When but love's shadows are so rich in joy 1

Enter Balthasar.

News from Verona !—How now, Balthasar !

Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar?

How doth my lady ? Is my father well ?

Mow fares my Juliet ? that I ask again ;

For nothing can be ill if she be well. [ill :

Bal. Then she is well, and nothing can be
Her body sleeps in Capels' monument.
And her immortal part with angels lives.

I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault,

And presently took post to tell it you :

O, pardon me for bringing these ill news.
Since you did leave it for my office, sir.

Pom. Is it even so? then I defy you, stars !

—

Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and
paper.

And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-ni;;ht.
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Bal. I do beseech you, sir, have patience :

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import
Some misadventure.

Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv'd :

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do.

liast thou no letters to me from the friar?

Bal. No, my good lord.

Ront. No matter : get thee gone,
And hire those horses ; I '11 be with thee

straight. \^Exit Bai.THASAR.
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.

Let 's see for means :—O mischief, thou art

swift

To enter in the thoughts of desperate men !

I do remember an apothecary,

—

And hereabouts he dwells,—which late I noted
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows,

CuUing of simples ; meagre were his looks,

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones :

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung.
An alligator stuff'd, and other skins

Of ill-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves

A beggarly account of empty boxes,

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds,

Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses.

Were thinly scaltcr'd, to make up a show.
Noting this penury, to myself I said,

An if a man did need a poison now,
\Vhose sale is present death in Mantua,
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.

O, this same thought did but forerun my need;
And this same needy man must sell it me.
As I remember, this should be the house

:

Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut.

—

What, bo ! apothecary !

ilnler Apothecary.

Af. Who calls so loud ?

Eo/n. Come hither, man.— I see that thou

art poor ;

Hold, there is forty ducats: let me have
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear

As will disperse itself through all the veins,

That the life-weary taker may fall dead ;

And that the trunk may be discharg'd of breath

As violently as hasty powder fir'd

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.
Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua's

law
Is death to any he that utters them.

Iiom„ Art thou so bare and full of wretched-

ness.

And fear'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks,

Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes,

Contempt and beggai-y hangs upon thy back.

The workl is not thy friend, nor the world's

law:

The world affords no law to make thee rich ;

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

Ap. My poverty, but not my will consents.

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will.

And drink it off; and, if you had the strenglli

Of twenty men, it would despatch you straigiit.

Ro/n. There is thy gold ; worse poison 10

men's souls,

Doing more murders in this loathsome world
Than these poor compounds that thou majst

not sell

:

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none.
Farewell : buy food, and get thyself in flesh.

—

Come, cordial, and not poison, go with me
To Juliet's grave ; for there must I use tlico.

[^Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Friar Lawrence's Cc^h

Enter Friar John.

Fri. J. Holy Franciscan fiiar ! brother, ho

!

Enter Friar Lawrence.

Fri. L. This same should be the voice of

Friar John.
Welcome from Mantua : what says Romeo ?

Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter.

Fn. J. Going to find a barefoot brother out,

One of our order, to associate me,
Here in this city visiting the sick,

And finding him, the searchers of the town,
Suspecting that we both were in a house
Where the infectious pestilence did reign,

Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth j

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay'd.

Fri. L. Who bare my letter, then, to Rome;'?
Fri. J. I could not send it,—here it is

again,

—

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee,

So fearful were they of infection. [hood,

Fri. L. Unhappy fortune ! by my brother-

The letter was not nice, but full of charge

Of dear import ; and the neglecting it

May do much danger. Friar John, go hence ;

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight

Unto my cell.

Fri. J. Brother, I '11 go and bring it thee.

lE^:it.

Fri. L. Now must I to the monument alone;

Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake :

She will beshrew me much that Romeo
Hath had no notice of these accidents

;

But I will write again to Mantua,
And keep her at ray cell till Romeo come ;

—

Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb!
lExit.
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Scene III.

—

A Churchyard ; in it a Hlomi-

tnent beloitging to the Capulets.

Enter Paris, and his Page bearingJlowers and
a torch.

Par. Give me thy torch, boy : hence, and
stand aloof ;

—

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.

Under yond yew trees lay thee all along,

1 lolding thine ear close to the hollow ground ;

So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread,

—

P>eing loose, unfinn, with digging up of graves,

—

But tiiou shall hear it : whistle then to me.
As signal that thou hear'st something approach.

Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.

Page. [Aside.] I am almost afraid to stand

alone

Here in the churchyard ; yet I will adventure.

[ A'etires.

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal

bed I strew :

O woe, thy canopy is dust and stones !

Which with sweet water nightly I will dew
;

Or, wanting that, with tears distill'd bymoans:
The obsequies that I for thee will keep.

Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep.

[ The Page whistles.

The boy gives warning something doth approach.
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night,

To cross my obsequies and true love's rite ?

What, with a torch !—muffle me, night, a-

while. [Retires.

Enter Romeo a;/^/ Balthasar, with a torch,

mattock, ^c.

Rom. Give me that mattock and the wrench-
ing iron.

Hold, lake this letter ; early in the morning
See thou deliver it to my lord and father.

Give me the light: upon thy life I charge ihee,

Whate'er ihou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof.

And do not interrupt me in my course.

Why I descend into this bed of death
Is partly to behold my lady"s face.

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger

A precious ring,—a ring that I must use

In dear employment: therefore hence, be
gone :

—

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry
In what I further shall intend to do.

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint.

And strew this hungry churchyard with thy
limbs :

The time and my intents are savage-wild ;

More fierce and more ine.vorable far

Than empty ligers or the roaring sea.

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.

Kom. So slialt thou show me friendship.

—

Take thou that : [fellow.

Live and be prosperous : and farewell, good
Bal. For all this same, I '11 hide me here-

about :

His looks I fear and his intents I doubt.

[Retires.

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of

death,

(jorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth,

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open,

[Breaking open the door of the monument.
.•\nd, in despite, I '11 cram thee with more fooi.

'

Par. This is that banish'd haughty Montagu,
That murder'd my love's cousin,—with which

grief,

It is supposed, the fair creature died,

—

And here is come to do some villanous shame
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him.—

[Advance.
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague !

Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ?

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee:

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die.

Rom. I must indeed ; and therefore came I

hither.

—

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man :

Fly hence, and leave me :—think upon these

gone ;

Let them affright thee.— I beseech thee, youth.

Put not another sin upon my head
By urging me to fury : O, be gone !

By heaven, I love thee better than myself;

Yox I come hither arm'd against myself:

Stay not, be gone ;—live, and hereafter say,

A madman's mercy bade thee run away.
Par. I do defy thy conjurations,

And apprehend thee for a felon here.

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? then have .it

thee, boy ! [Theyfigh .

Page. O lord, they fight ! I will go call llu

watch. [Exit.

Par. O, I am slain! [Falls.\-ll thou be

merciful,

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Dies.

Rom. In faith, I will.—Let me peruse this

face :

—

Mercutio's kinsman, nobie County Paris !

—

WTiat said my man, when my betossed soul

Did not attend him as we rode? I think

He told me Paris should have married Juliet

:

Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ?

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet,

To think it was so?—O, give me thy hand.

One writ with me in sour misfortune's book !

I 'U bury thee in a triumphant grave ;

—



SCENE ni.] ROMEO AND JULIET. 1097

A grave ? O no, a laiilern, slaughler'd youlh,

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes
This vault a feasting presence full of light.

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd.

{Ljying Paris /« Ike monument.

How oft when men are at the point of death

Have they been merry! which their keepers call

A lightning before death: O, how may I

Calf this a lightning?—O my love! my wife !

Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty :

Thou art not conquer'd ; lieauty's ensign yet

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks,

And death's pale flag is not advanced there.

—

Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ?

O, what more favour can I do to thee [twain

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in

To sunder his that was thine enemy?
Forgive me, cousin!—Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art ihou yet so fair? Shall I believe

That unsubstantial death is amorous ;

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps

Thee here in dark to be his paramour?

For fear of that I still will stay with thee.

And never from this palace of dim night

Depart again: here, here will I remain [here

With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O,
Will I set up my everlasting rest

;

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

From this world-wearied flesh. —Eyes, look

your last!

Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you

The doors of breath, seal with a rigliteous kiss

A dateless bargain to engrossing death!

—

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide !

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark!

Here's to my love! \_Dri)iks.'\—O true apothe-

cary !

T!iy drugs are quick.—Thus with a kiss I die.

\_Dies.

Enter, at the olhcrendofthe Churchyard, Friar
Lawrence, with a lantern, crow, and spade,

Fri. L. Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft

to-niglit [there?

I lave my old feet stumbled at graves !—Who 's

Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead ?

BaL Here's one, a friend, and one that

knows you well. [my friend,

Fri, L, Bliss be upon you! Tell me, good
Wiiat torch is yond that vainly lends his light

To grubs and eyeless skulls? as I discern,

It burnetii in the Capels' monument, [master,

BaL It doth so, holy sir ; and there 's my
One that you love.

Fri. L, Who is it ?

Bal. Romeo.
Fri. L. How long hath he been there ?

Bal. Full half an hour.

Fri. L. Go with me to the vault.

Bal. I dare not, sir :

My master knows not but I am gone hence

;

.\nd fearfully did menace me with death

[f I did stay to look on his intents.

Fri. L. Stay, then; I'll go alone:—fear

comes upon me ;

O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing.

Bnl. As I did sleep under this yew tree here,

I dreamt my master and another fought,

And that my master slew him.

Fri. L. Romeo ! \_Advances.

Alack, alack, what blood is this which stains

The stony entrance of this sepulchre ?

—

What mean these masterless and gory swords

To lie discolour'd by this place of peace?
[Efiters the monument.

Knmeo! O, pale!—Who else? what, Paris too?

And steep'd in blood ?—Ah, what an unkind

hour
Is guilty of this lamentable chance!

—

The lady stirs. [Jui.lET wakes atid stirs.

fill. O comfortable friar! where is my lord?

—

I do remember well where I should be,

:Vnd there I am:—where is my Romeo?
\Noise within.

Fri. L. I hear some noise.— Lady, come
from that nest

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep :

A greater power than we can contradict

I lath thwarted our intents :—come, come away

:

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead

;

And Paris too :—come, I '11 dispose of thee

Among a sisterhood of holy nuns :

Stay not to question, for the watch is coming ;

Come, go, good Juliet {^noise again\— I dare

no longer stay. [away.

—

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not

^Exit Friar Lawrence.
What's here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's

hand ?

Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end:

—

O churl ! drink all, and leave no friendly drop

To help me after ?— I will kiss thy lips ;

Haply some poison yet doth hang on them,

To make me die with a restorative.

[ Kisses h im.

Thy lips are warm!
I Watch. [ Within.] Lead, boy:—which way?

Jul. Yea, noise?—then I '11 be brief.—Ohapfiy

dagger ! [Snatching Romeo's dagger.

This is thy sheath [stabs herself] ; there rest,

and let me die.

^Falls on Romeo's body, and dies.

" .\1 2



ioqS ROMEO AND JULIET. [act v.

Enter Watch, with the Page <?/ Paris.

Page. This is the place; there, where the torch

doth burn. [the churchyard:

1 Watch. The ground is bloody; search about

Go, some of you, whoe'er you find attach.

[Exetint some of the Watch.
Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ;

—

And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead,

Who here hath lain these two days buried.—

(]o, tell the prince,—run to the Capulets,

—

Raise up the Montagues,—someotherssearch:

—

[ Exeunt others of the Watch.

We see the ground whereon these woes do lie;

But the true ground of all these piteous woes
We cannot without circumstance descry.

Re-enter some of the Watch with Balthasar.

2 Watch. Here 's Romeo's man ; we found

him in the churchyard.

I Watch. Hold him in safety till the prince

come hither.

Kc-enter others of the Watch wUIl Friar
Lawre.vce.

3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs,

and weeps :

We took this mattock and this spade from him
As he was coming from this churchyard side.

1 Watch. A great suspicion: stay the friar

too.

Enter the Prince flwa? Attendants.

Prince. What misadventure is so early up,

That calls our person from our morning's rest?

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others.

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek

abroad ?

Lady C. The people in the street cry Romeo,
Some Juliet, and some Paris ; and all run,

With open outcry, toward our monument.
Prince. What fear is this which startles in

our ears ?

I Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County Paris

slain ;

And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before.

Warm and new kill'd.

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul

murder comes. [Romeo's man,
I IVatch. Here is a friar, and siaughter'd

With instruments upon them fit to open
These dead men's tombs. [daughter bleeds!

CaJ). O heaven !—O wife, look how our
This dagger hath mista'en,—for, lo, his house
Is empty on the back of Montague,

—

And is mis-sheathed in my daught<.;r's bosom

!

Lady C. O me! this sight of death is as a bell

That warns my old age to a sepulchre.

Enter Montague and others.

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early

up.

To see thy son and heir more early down.
Man. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night;

Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath:

What further woe conspires against my age ?

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. [this,

Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is i;i

To press before thy father to a grave? [awhile,

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for

Til] we can clear these ambiguities.

And know their spring, tlieir head, their true

descent

;

And then will I be general of your woes.

And lead you even to death : meantime forbear,

And let mischance be slave to patience.

—

Bring forth the parties of suspicion.

Fri. L. I am the greatest, able to do least.

Vet most suspected, as the time and place

Doth make against me, of this direful nuiidcr;

And here I stand, both to impeach and purge
Myself condemned and myself excus'd.

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost

know in this. [brecuh

Fri. L. I will be brief, for my short date ot

Is not so long as is a tedious tale.

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet :

And she, there dead, that Romeo's faitliful wife:

I married them ; and their stol'n marri;ige-day

Was Tybalt's doomsday, whose untimely deal li

Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this

city

;

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin\l.

Vou, to remove that siege of grief from her,

Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce,

To County Paris :—then comes she to me.
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means
To rid her from this second marri:',ge.

Or in my cell there would she kill herself.

Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art,

A sleeping potion ; which so took effect

As I intended, for it wrought on her

The form of death : meantime I writ to Romeo
That he should hither come as this dire liglit.

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave,

Being the time the potion's force should ce.'se.

But he which bore my letter, Friar John,
Was stay'd by accident ; and yesternight

Return'd my letter back. Then all alone

At the prefixed hour of her waking
Came I to lake her from her kindred's vault ;

Meaning to keep her closely at my cell

Till 1 conveniently could send to Romeo:
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But when I came,—some minute ere the time

Of lier awaking,—here untimely lay

The noble Paris and true Romeo dead.

She wakes; and I entreated her come forth.

And bear this work of heaven with patience:

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb
;

And she, too desperate, would not go with me,
But, as it seems, did violence on herself. y
All this I know ; and to the marriage
Iler nurse is privy: and if ought in this

Miscarried by my fault, let my old life

Be sacrific'd, some hour before his time,

Unto the rigour of severest law. [man.—

:

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy
WHiere 's Romeo's man ? what can he say in

this ? [death
;

Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet's

And then in post he came from Mantua
To this same place, to this same monument.
Tliis letter he early bid me give his father

;

And threaten'd me with death, going in the

vault,

If I departed not, and left him there.

Prince. Give me the letter,—I will look on
it.

—

[watch?

—

Where is the county's page that rais'd the

Sirrah, what made your master in this place ?

Page. He came with flowers to strew his

lady's grave

;

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did:

Anon comes oae with iighi lo ope the tomb

;

And by and by my master drew on him ;

And then I ran away to call the watch.
Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's

words.
Their course of love, the tidings of her death :

And here he writes that he did buy a poison
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal

Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.

—

Where be these enemies?—Cnpulet,— Mon-
tague,

—

See what a scourge is laid upon your hate.

That heaven finds means to kill your jo)s with'
love

!

And I, for winking at your discords too.

Have lost a brace of kinsmen:—all are punish'd.

Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy hand:
This is my daughter's jointure, for no morp
Can I demand.

JSIon. But I can give thee more:
For I will raise her statue in pure gold ;

That while Verona by that name is known.
There shall no figure at such rate be set

As that of true and faithful Juliet.

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie
;

Poor sacrifices of onr enmity ! [it brings ;

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with
The sun for sorrow will not show his head:

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things;

Some shall be pardon'd and some punished

:

For never was a stor}- of more vi"oe

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. \_L:^c:::it.
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ACT L

Scene I.

—

An open Place.

Li^htnins:.

Thunder and

Enter three Witches.

1 Witch. When shall we three meet again

In thunder, lightning, or in rain?

2 Witch. When the hurlybuily 's done,
When the battle's lost and won.

3 Witch. That will be ere the set of sun.

1 Witch. Where the place?

2 Witch. Upon the heath.

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth.
I Witch. I come, Graymalkin

!

All. Paddock calls:—anon.

—

I'air is foul, and foul is fair:

Hover through the fog and filthy air.

[Witches vanish.

Scene IL—A Camf near Forres.

Alarum within. Enter KiNG DuNCAN, Mal-
colm, Donalbain, Lenno.x, with Atten-
dants, meeting a bleeding Soldier.

Dun. What bloody man is that? lie can
report.

As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt

The newest state.

.Mai. This is the sergeant.

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought

'Gainst my captivity.— Hail, brave friend!

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil,

-As thou didst leave it.

Sold. Doubtfully it stood ;

As two spent swimmers that do cling together

And choke their art. The merciless Macdon-
wald,

—

Worthy to be a rebel— for to that

The multiplying villanies of nature

Do swarm upon him,—from the Western isles

Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied ;

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling,

Show'd like a rebel's whore. But all 's too

weak: [name,

—

For brave Macbeth,—well he deserves that

Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel.

Which smok"d with bloody execution,

Like valour's minion,

Carv'd out his passage till he fac'd the slave;

And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to

him, [chaps,

Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the

And fix'd his head upon our battlements.

Dun. O valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman !

Sold. As whence the sun 'gins his reflection

Shipwreckingstorms and direful thunders break;

So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to

come,
Discomfort swells. Mark, King of Scotland,

mark :

No sooner justice had, with valour arm'd.
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Compell'd ihese skipping kerns lo trust llieir

heels,

But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage,

With furliish'd arms and new supplies of men.
Began a fresh assault.

Dun. Dismay'd not this

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo?
Sold. Yes

;

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion.

If I say sooth, I must report they were

As cannons overcharg'd with double cracks;

So they

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe

:

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,

Or memorize another Golgotha,

I cannot tell :

—

But I am faint ; my gashes cry for help.

Dull. So well thy words become thee as thy

wijunds

;

They smack of honour both.—Go, get him sur-

geons. S^Exit Soldier, attended.

WliO comes here?
Mai. The worthy Thane of Ross.

Len. What a haste looks through his eyes I

So should he look

That seems to speak things strange.

Enter Ross.

Ross. God save the king !

Dun. Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane?

Ross. From Fife, great king

;

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky

And fan our people cold.

Norway himself, with terrible numbers.

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor

The Thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict;

Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapp"d in proof,

Confronted him with self-comparisons.

Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst

arm.
Curbing his lavish spirit: and, to conclude,

The victory fell on us.

Dun. Great happiness

!

Ross. That now
Sweno, the Norways' king, craves composi-

tion ;

Nor would we deign him burial of his men
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes-inch,

Ten thousand dollars to our general use.

Dun. No more that Thane of Cawdor shall

deceive

Our bosom interest :—go pronounce his present

death,

Ah<l with his former title greet Macbeth.

Ross. I '11 see it done.

Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth
hath won. [Exeunt.

Scene III.

—

A Heath.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

1 Witch. Where hast thou heen, sister?

2 Witch. Killing swine.

3 Witch. Si.^ter, where thou ?

1 Witch. A sailor's wife had chestnuts in her

lap.

And mounch'd, and mounch'd, and mounch'd

:

— Give me, quoth I

:

Aroint thee, ivitch! the rump-fed ronyon cries.

Her husband 's to Aleppo gone, master o' the

But in a sieve I '11 thither sail.

And, like a rat without a tail,

I'll do, I'll do, and I'll do.

2 Witch. I'll give thee a wind.

1 Witch. Thou art kind.

3 Witch. And I another.

1 Witch. I myself have all the other ;

And the very ports they blow.

All the quarters that they know
r the shipman's card.

I will drain hirn dry as hay

:

Sleep shall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-house lid ;

He shall live a man forbid:

Weary seven-nights nine times nine

Shall he dwindle, peak, and [line :

Though his bark cannot be lost.

Yet it shall be tempest-tost.

—

Look what I have.

2 Witch. Show me, show me.

I Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb,
Wreck'd as homeward he did come.

[Drum within.

3 Witch. A drum, a drum !

Macbeth doth come.
All. The weird sisters, hand in hand,

Posters of the sea and land.

Thus do go about, about

:

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine,

And thrice again, to make up nine:

—

Peace !—the charm 's wound up.

Enter M.\cbeth and Banquo.

Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen.

Ban. How far is't call'd to Forres?—What
are these,

So wither'd, and so wild in their attire,

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth,

And yet are on 't?— Live you? or are you aught

That man may question? You seem to under-

stand me.

By each at once her chappy finger laying

Upon her skinny lips:—you should be women,
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Anfl yet your beards forbid me to interpret

That you are so.

Macb. Spenk, if you can ;—what are you ?

I Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee,

Thane of Glamis !

">, Witch. All h.iil, Macbeth ! hail to thee,

Thane of Cawdor !

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth 1 that shalt be

king hereafter ! [to fear

Ban. Good sir, why do you start ; and seem
Things that do sound so fair ?— I' the name of

truth.

Are ye fantastical, or that indeed
Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner

You greet with present grace and great pre-

diction

Of noble having and of royal hope, [not

:

That he seems rapt withal :—to me you speak
If you can look in'o the seeds of time, [not,

And say which grain will grow, and which will

Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear

Your favours nor your hate.

1 Witch. ITail!

2 Witch. Hail 1

3 Witch. 1 fail

!

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier.

3 Witch. Thou shall get kings, though thou
be none :

So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo

!

I Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail !

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me
more

:

By Sinel's death I know I am Thane of Glamis;
But how of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor lives,

A prosperous gentleman ; and to be king
Stands not within the prospect of belief.

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way
With such prophetic greeting?—Speak, I charge

you. [Witches vanish.

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water
has, [ish'd ?

And these are of them:—whither are they van-

Macb, Into the air ; and what seem'd cor-

poral melted
As breath into the wind.—Would they had

stay'd ! [about?
Ban. Were such things here as we do speak

Or have we eaten on the insane root

That takes the reason prisoner ?

J\facb. Your children shall be kings.

Ban. You shall be king.

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too ; went it

not so? [Who's here?
Ban. To the self-same tune and words.

Enter Ross and A.N'GUS

Ross. The king hath happily receiv'd, .Mac-

beth,

The news of thy success : and when he reads
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight,

His wonders and his praises do contend
Which should be thine or his : silenc'd with that,

In viewing o'er the rest o' the selfsame day.

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan rank>,

Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make.
Strange images of death. As thick as hail

Came post with post ; and every one did bear

Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence.

And pour'd them down before him.
Ang. We are sent

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks

;

Only to herald thee into his sight,

Not pay thee.

RossT And, for an earnest of a greater honour.
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of

Cawdor :

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane !

For it is thine.

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ?

Macb, The Thane of Cawdor lives : why do
you dress me

In borrow'd robes?

Ang. Who was the thane lives yot ;

But under heavy judgment bears that life

Which he deserves to lose. Whether he wa.s

combin'd
With those of Norway, or did line the rebel

With hidden help and vantage, or that with both
He labour'd in his country's wreck, I kntnv not

;

But treasons capital, confess'd, and prov'd,

Have overthrown him.
.^facb. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor :

The greatest is behind \asi(ie\. —Thanks for

your pains.

—

Do you not hope your children shall be kings,

\Vhen those that gave the Thane of Cawdor to

me
Promis'd no less to them ?

Ban. That, trusted home.
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,
Besides the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange

:

And oftentimes to win us to our harm.
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ;

Win us with honest trifles, to betray 's

In deepest consequence.

—

Cousins, a word, I pray you.

Macb. Two truths are told.

As happy prologues to the swelling act

Of the imperial theme \aside\ —I thank you,

gentlemen.

—

This supernatural soliciting \_Aside.
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Cannot be ill ; cannot be good :— if ill,

Why hath it given me earnest of success,

Commencing in a truth ? I am Thane of

Cawdor

:

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs,

Against the use of nature ? Present fears

Are less than horrible imaginings : [cal,

Mv thought, whose murder yet is but fantasti-

Sliakes so my single state of man, that function

Is smother'd in surmise ; and nothing is

But what is not.

Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt.

Macb. ^Aside.'X If chance will have me king,

why, chance may crown me,
Without my stir.

Baji. New honours come upon him.

Like our strange garments, cleave not to their

mould
But with the aid of use.

Macb. {Aside.^ Come what come may,
Time and the hour nms through the roughest

day. [leisure.

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your

Llacb. Give me your favour :—my dull brain

was wrought [pains

With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your

Are register'd w^here every day I turn

The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the

king.

—

[time,

Think upon what hath chanc'd; and, at more
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak
Our free hearts each to other.

Ban. Very gladly.

Macb. Till then, enough.—Come, friends.

\Exe21nt.

Scene IV.

—

Forres. A Room in the Palace.

Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Don-
ALBAIN, Lennox and Attendants.

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are
not

Those in commission yet return'd ?

Mai. My liege,

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke
With one that saw him die : who did report,

That very frankly he confess'd his treasons ;

Implor'd your highness' pardon ; and set forth

A deep repentance : nothing in his life

Became him like the leaving it ; he died

As one that had been studied in his death.

To throw away the dearest thing he ow'd,
As 'twere a careless trifle.

Dun. Tliere 's no art

To find the mind's construction in the face :

He was a gentleman on whom I built

An absolute trust.

—

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Ross, and Anc us.

O worthiest cousin

!

The sin of my ingratitude even now
Was heavy on me : thou art so far before,

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow
To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less

deserv'd

;

[ment
That the proportion both of thanks and pay-
Might have been mine ! only I have left to say,

More is thy due than more than all can pay.

Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe,
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness' part

Is to receive our duties : and our duties

Are to your throne and state children and
servants

;

[everything

Which do but what they should, by doing
Safe toward your love and honour.
Dun. W'elcome hither

:

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour
To make thee full of growing.—Noble Banquo,
That hast no less deserv'd, nor must be known
No less to have done so, let me infold thee,

And hold thee to my heart.

Ban. There if I grow,
The harvest is your own.
Dun. My plenteous joys,

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves
In drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen, thanes,

And you whose places are the nearest, know,
We will establish our estate upon
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name here-

after

The Prince of Cumberland : which honour must
Not unaccompanied invest him only.

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine

On all deservers.—From hence to Inverness,

And bind us further to you. [for you :

Macb. The rest is labour, which is not us'd

I '11 be myself the harbinger, and make joyful

The hearing of my wife with your approach ;

So, humbly take my leave.

Dun. IMy worthy Cawdor!
Macb. \_Aside.'\ The Prince of Cumberland!

—That is a step.

On which I must fall down, or else o'er-Ieap,

For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires I

Let not light see my black and deep desires

:

The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be,

Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see.

\^Exit.

Dun. True, worthy Banquo,—he is full so

valiant

;

And in his commendations I am fed,

—

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him.
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Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome :

It is a peerless kinsman. ^Flourish. Exeunt.

EcENE V.

—

Inverness. A Room, in Mac-
BETii's Castle.

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter.

Lady M. They niM me in the day ofsuccess

;

and I have learned by the perfeclesl report, they

have iiiore in them than mortal knowledge.

IVhen ] burned in desire to question them
further, they made themselves air, into which
they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the

wonder of it, came missivesfrom the king, who
all-hailed fue. Thane of Cawdor ; by which title,

before, these weird sisters saluted me, and re-

ferred me to the coming on of time, with Hail,

king that shalt be ! fhis have I thought good
to deliver thee, my dearest partner ofgreatttess ;

that thou mightst not lose the dues of rejoicing,

by being ignorant of ivhat greatness is pranised
thee. Lay it to thy heart, amifarewell.
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be
What thou art promis'd : yet do I fear thy

nature

;

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness
To catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be

great
;

Art not without ambition ; but without
The illness should attend it. What thou

wouldst highly, [false,

That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play
And yet wouldst wrongly win : thou 'dst have,

great Glamis, \Jiave it :

That which cries. Thus tlwu must do, if thou
And that which rather thou dostfear to do
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee

hither,

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ;

And chastise with the valour of my tongue
All that impedes thee from the golden round,
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem
To have thee crown'd withal.

Enter an Attendant.

What is your tidings?

Atten. The king comes here to-night.

Lady M. Thou 'rt mad to say it

:

Is not thy master with him ? who, were 't so,

Would have inform'd for preparation.
Atten. So please you, it is true :—our thane

is coming :

One of my fellows had the speed of him ;

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more
Than would make up his message.
Lady M. Give him tending.

He brings great news. \_Exit Attendant.

The raven himself is hoarse
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here ;

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full

Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood,
Stop up the access and passage to remorse,
That no compunctious visitings of nature
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The effect and it ! Come to my woman's

breasts, [ministers,

And take my milk for gall, you murdering
Wherever in your sightless substances [night,

You wait on nature's mischief 1 Come, thick
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell,

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes.
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark,
To cry, Hold, hold!

Enter Macbeth.

Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor 1

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter !

Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and I feci now
The future in the instant.

Macb. My dearest love,

Duncan comes here to-night.

Lady M. And when goes hence?
Macb. To-morrow,—as he purposes.

Lady J\I. O, never
Shall sun that morrow see !

Your face, my thane, is as a book where men
May read strange matters :—to beguile the time.

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye.

Your hand, your tongue : l(juk like the inno-

cent flower,

But be the serpent under 't. lie that 's coming
Must be provided for : and you shall put
This night's great business into my despatch ;

Which shall to all our nights and days to come
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom.
Macb. We will speak further.

Lady M. Only look up clear ;

To alter favour ever is to fear :

Leave all the rest to me. \Exeunt.

Scene YI.— The same. Before the Castle.

LLiuthoys. Servants ^Macbeth attending.

EnterDvNCAn, Malcolm, Donalbain, Ban-
quo, Lennox, Macdufi'-, Ross, Anguj,
and Attendants.

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat : the

air

Nimbly and sw-eetly reconmiends itself

Unto our gentle senses.
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Ban. This guest of summer,

Tlie temple-haunting martlet, does approve,

13)' his lov'd mansionry, that the heaven's breath

Smells wooingi)' here: no jutty, frieze, buttress,

Nor coigne ol vantage, but this bird hath made
His pendant bed and procreant cradle:

Where tliey most breed and haimt, I have

observ'd

Tlie air is delicate.

Entey Lady Macbi:th.

Dim. See, see, our honour'd hostess!

—

The love that follows us sometime is our trouble.

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach

you
How you shall bid God ild us for your pains,

And thank us for your trouljle.

Lady M. All our service

In every point twicedone,and then done double,

Were poor and single business to contend

Against those honours deep and broad v/here-

with

\'i)ur majesty loads our house: f<jr those of old,

.\ik1 the late dignities heapVi up to them.

We rest your hermits.

Dull. Where 's the Thane of Cawdor ?

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpose

I'll be his purveyor: but he rides well ; [him
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp

To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess,

We are your guest to-night.

Lady M. \oux servants ever

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in

compt,
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure,

Still to return your own.
Dim. Give me your hand ;

Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly,

And shall continue our graces tow-ards him.

By your leave, hostess. \Exeunt.

Scene "VIl.— The same. A Lobby in the

Castle.

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over.,

a Sewer, and divers Servants with dishes and
senice. Then enter Macbeth.

Macb. If it were done when 'tis done, then

'twere well

It were done quickly. If the assassination

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch,

With his surcease, success ; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all here,

V,vX here, upon this bank and shoal of time,

—

We 'd jump the life to come. But in these cases

We still have judgment here; that we but teach

Bloody instructions, which being taught, return

To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice

Commends theingredients of our poison'd chalice

To our own lips. He's here in double trust:

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,

Strong both against the deed: then, as his hosts

Who should against his murderer shut the door.

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meelc, hath been
So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpel-tongued, against

The deep damnation of his taking-off:

And pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, hors'd

Upon the sightless couriers of the air.

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye.

That tears shall drown the wind.— I have nospur
To prick the sides of my intent, but only

Vaulting ambition, which o'er-leaps itself,

And falls on the other.

Enter Lady MACBETH.

How now! what news?
Lady M. He has almost supp'd : why have

you left the chamber ?

Alacb. Hath he ask'd for me ?

Lady M. Know )-ou not he has i

Macb. We will proceed no further in this

business

:

He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought

Golden opinions from all sorts of people,

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss,

Not cast aside so soon.

L^dy M. Was the hope drunk
Wherein you dress'd yourself? hath it slept

since ?

And wakes it now, to look so green and pale

At what it did so freely? From this time

Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard

To be the same in thine own act and valour

As thou art in desire ? Wouldsl thou have that

Which thou cstcem'st the ornament of life.

And live a coward in thine own esteem ;

Letting I dare not wait upon I zvoiild.

Like the poor cat i' the adage ?

l\Iacb. Pr'ythce, peace?

I dare do all that may become a man ;

Who dares do more is none.

Lady M. What beast was't, then,

That made you break this enterprise to me ?

When you durst do it, then you were a man ;

And, to be more than what you were, you would

Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both:

They have made themselves, and that their fit-

ness now
Does unmake you. I havegiven suck, and know
How tender 'lis to love the babe that milks me ;
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f would, while it was smiling in my face,

Have pluck'd my nipple from his Vjoneless gums,
And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn as

you
Have done to this.

Macb. If we should fail ?

Lady M. We fail

!

But crew your courage to the sticking place,

And we '11 not fail. When Duncan is asleep,

—

Whcrelo the rather shall his day's hard journey
Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains
Will I with wine and wassail so convince
That memory, the warder of the brain,

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason
A liinbec only: wlien in swinish sleep

Their drenched natures lie as in a death,
What cannot you and I perform upon
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt

Of our great quell ?

Mac/). Bring forth men-children only;

For thy undaunted mettle should compose
Nothing but males. Will it not he receiv'd,

When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy

two
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,
Tiiat they have don't?
Lady M. Wlio dares receive it other,

As we shall make our griefs and clamour
roar

Upon his death ?

Alacb. I am settled, and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time with fairest show:
False face must hide what the false heart dolh

know. \Excuni.

ACT H.

Scene I.

—

Inverness. Court witJiin the

Castle.

Enter Banquo, preceded by Fleance with
a torch.

Ban. How goes the night, boy?
Fie. The moon is down; I have not heard the

clock.

Ban. And she goes down at twelve.
Fie. I take 't, 'tis later, sir.

Ban. Hold, take my sword.—There's hus-
bandry in heaven

;

Tlieir candles are all out :—take thee that too.

—

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me.
And yet I would not sleep:—merciful powers,
Restrain me in the cursed thoughts that nature
(Jives way to in repose !—Give me my sword.
Who 's there?

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch.

Macb. A friend. [a-bed

:

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and
Sent forth great largess to your officers

:

This diamond he greets your wife withal.

By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up
In measureless content.

Macb. Being unprepar'd,
Our will became the servant to defect

;

Which else should free have wrought.
Ban. All 's well.

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters

:

To you they have show'd some tmth.
Alacb. I think not of them

:

\'ct, when we can entreat an hour to serve,

\Vc would spend it in some words upon that

business.

If you would grant the time.

Bail. At your kind'st leisure.

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent,

—

when 'tis.

It sliall make honour for you.

Ban. So I lose none
In seeking to augment it, but still keep
My bosom franchisd, and allegiance clear,

I shall be counsell'd.

Macb. Good repose the while

!

Ban. Thanks, sir ; the like to you !

[E.rennt Banquo aftd Fleance.
Alacb. Go bid thy mistress, when my drink

is ready.

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.

\^Exit Servant.

Is this a dagger which I see before me.
The handle toward my hand? Come, let ma

clutch thee:

—

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible

To feeling as to sight? or art thou but

A dagger of the mind, a false creation.

Proceeding from the heat -oppressed brain?
I see thee yet, in form as palpable

As this which now I draw.
Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going

;

And such an instrument I was to use.

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses,

Or else worfii all the rest : I see thee still ;

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood.

Which was not so before.—There's no such

thing

:

It is the bloody business which informs

Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one-half

world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse

The curtained sleep; now witchcraft celebrates
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Pale Hecate's offerings; and wilher'd murder,

Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf,

Whose howl "s his watch, thus with his stealthy

pace, [design

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his

Moves like a ghost.—Thou sure and firm-set

earth, [fear

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, foi

Thy very stones prate of my whereabo'.it,

And take the present horror from the time,

Wliich now suits wiih it.—Whiles I threal, he

lives ;

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

[A bcU rings.

1 go, and it is done ; the bell invites me.

Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell

That summons thee to heaven or to hell. \Exii.

Elite)- Lady Macbeth.

Lady JJ. That which hath made them drunk

hath made me bold :

What hath quench'd them hath given me fire.

—

Hark !— Peace

!

It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman.

Which gives the stern'st good-night. He i?

about it :

The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with snores; I have

drugg'd their possets.

That death and nature do contend about them,

Whether they live or die.

Jl/acd. [lVil/nn.'\ Who's there?—what, ho!

Lady M. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd

,

And 'tis not done:—the attempt, and not the

deed, [ready

;

Confounds us.—Hark!— I laid their daggers

He could not miss 'em.—Had he not resembled

My father as he slept, I had done 't.—My
husband

!

Re-enter Macbeth.

Macb. I have done the deed.—Didst thou not

hear a noise ? [crickets cry.

Lady M. I heard the owl scream and the

Did not you speak ?

Macb. When ?

Lady lU. Now.
Alaeb. As I descended?

Lady M. Ay.
^[acb. Hark!—

Who lies i' the second chamber?
Lady M. Donalbain.

J/?t\''. Tliis is a sorry sight.

[L^oolcing on kis hands.

Lady M. A foolish thought to say a sorry sight.

Macb. There 's one did laugh in 's sleep, and
one cried Murder I

That they did wake each other : I st(jud and
heard them : [them

But they did say their prayers, and address'd
Again to sleep.

L.ady I\L. There are two lodg'd together.

Macb. One cried, God bless iis ! and, Ai/zen,

the other ; [hands.

As they had seen me with ihcse hangman's
Listening their fear, I could not say, A/nen,
When they did sa)', ood bless us.

L.ady JIL. Consider it not so deeply.

ALaeb. But wherefore could not 1 pronounce,
A/nen--'

I had most need of blessing, and .4men
Stuck in my throat.

Lady J\L These deeds must not be thought

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad.
ilLacb. Methought I lieard a voice cry, Slce/>

no more!
I\Lacbe!h does tnurdcr sleep,—the innocent sleep;

Sleep that knits up the ravelTd sleave of care,

The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath,

I?alm ofhurt minds, great nature's second course.

Chief nourisher in life's feast.

Lady J\L. What do you mean ?

ALaeb. Still it cried, SleeJ' no more ! to all tlie

house: \_Cazvdut

Ciunu's hath vitirder'd sleep: and therefore

Shall sleep no more,—Macbeth shall sleep no

more! [worthy thane.

Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? Wiiy,

Vou do unbend your noble strength to think

So brainsickly of things.— Go get some water.

And wa.sh this filthy witness from j-our hand.

—

Why did you bring these daggers from the

place ?

They must lie there : go carry them ; and smear

The sleepy grooms with blood.

ALacb. I '11 go no more :

I am afraid to think what 1 have done;

Look on 't again I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose !

Give me the daggers : the sleeping and the dead

Are but as pictures: 'tis the eye of childhood

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,

I '11 gild the faces of the grooms withal,

For it must seem their guilt.

{Exit. Allocking within,

ALacb. Whence is that knocking?

How is't with me, when every noise appals mc?
What hands are here? Ha I they pluck cut

mine eyes

!

Will all great Neptune's ocean wasli this blood

Clean from my hand? No ; this my hand will

rather

The multitudinous seas incarnadine,

Making the green one red.
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Rc-eiiter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. My hands are of your colour; but

I s)iame

To wear a heart so white. \K7iockingwithin.\

I hear a knocking
At the south entry:— retire we to our chamber.

A little water clears us of this deed

:

How easy is it then! Your constancy

Hath left you unattended.

—

\Knocking •within.\

Ilark! more knocking:
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us,

And show us to be watchers:—be not lost

So poorly in your thoughts.

iMacb. To know my deed, 'twere best not

know myself. [Knocking within.

Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! I would
thou couldst ! {Exeunt.

Enter a Porter. A'nocking within.

Porter. Here 's a knocking indeed ! If a

man were porter of hell-gate, he should have

old turning the key. [Ktiocking.'\ Knock,
knock, knock. Who's there, i' the name of

Beelzebub? Here's a farmer that hanged him-
self on the expectation of plenty: come in

time ; have napkins enow about you ; here

you'll sweat for 't.— [A«^r,^//;^. ] Knock,
knock ! Who 's there, i' the other devil's name?
Faith, here's an equivocator, that could swear
in both the scales against either scale ; who
committed treason enough for God's sake, yet

could not equivocate to heaven: O, come in,

equivocator. [Knocking.l Knock, knock,
knock! Who's there? Faith, here's an
English tailor come hither, for stealing out of

a French hose: come in, tailor, here you may
roast your goose.

—

[/inocking.'\ Knock,
knock: never at quiet! What are you?—But
this place is too cold for hell. I '11 devil-porter

it no further: I had thought to have let in some
of all professions, that go the primrose way to

the everlasting bonfire. [K'nocking.'\ Anon,
anon ! I pray you, remember the porter.

[Opens the gate.

Enter Macduff and Lennox.

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went
to bed, that you do lie so late?

Port. Faith, sir, we were carousing till the
second cock : and drink, sir, is a great provoker
of three things.

Macd. What three thingsdoesdrink especially
provoke ?

Port. ]\Iarry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and
urine. Lechery, sir, it provokes and it unpro-
vokes ; it provokes the desire, but it takes away

the performance : therefore, much drink may
be said to be an equivocator with lechery : it

makes him, and it mars him ; it sets him on,

and it takes him off; it persuades him, and
disheartens him ; makes him stand to, and not

stand to : in conclusion, equivocates him in a

sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him.

Macd. I Jjelieve drink gave thee the lie last

night.

Port. That it did, sir, i' the very throat o'

me: but I requited him for his lie; and, I

think, being too strong for him, though he
took up my legs sometime, yet I made a shilt

to cast him.

Macd. Is thy master stirring?

—

Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes.

Enter Macheth.

Len. Good-morrow, noble sir !

Macb. Good-morrow, both !

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane?

Macb. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely

on him :

I have almost slipp'd the hour.

Macb. I '11 bring you to him.

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you ;

But yet 'tis one.

I\Iacb. The labour we delight in physics pain.

This is the door.

Macd. I '11 make so bold to call.

For 'tis my limited service. [Exit Macdi;ff.
Len. Goes the king hence to-day ?

Macb. He does : he did appoint so.

Le7t. The night has been unruly : where we
lay, [say,

Our chimneys were blown down: and, as they

Lamentings heard i' the air; strange screams

of death
;

And prophesying, with accents terrible,

Of dire combustion and confus'd events.

New hatch'd to the woeful time : the obscure

bird [earth

Clamour'd the live-long night : some say the

Was feverous, and did shake.

Mcub. 'Twas a rough night.

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel

A fellow to it.

Re-enter Macduff.

Macd. O horror, horror, horror! Tongue
nor heart

Cannot conceive nor name thee !

Macb., Len. What 's the matter ?

HL^cd. Confusion now hath made his master-

piece !

Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope
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The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence

Tlie life o' the building.

Macb. What is't you say.' the life?

Len. Mean you his majesty? [your sight

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deslro)'

With a new Gorgon :—do not bid me speak ;

See, and then speak yourselves.

[Exciuii Macbeth ^zW Lennox.
Awake ! awake !

—

Ring the alarum -bell :—murder and treason !

Danquo and Donalbain ! ^Malcolm ! awake !

Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit,

And look on death itself ! up, up, and see

The great doom's image ! JIalcolm ! Banquo !

As from your graves rise up, and walk like

sprites.

To countenance this horror !

\_AIani!i:-ben rings.

Re-enter L.ady Macbeth.

ttOAly M. What 's the business.

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley

Die sleepers of the house? speak, speak !

Macd. O gentle lady,

Fis not for you to hear what 1 can speak :

The repetition, in a woman's ear.

Would murder as it fell.

Re-enter Banquo.

O Banquo, Banquo !

Our royal master 's murder'd !

Lady M. Woe, alas !

What, in our house?
Ban. Too cniel any where.

—

Dear Duff, I pr'ythee, contradict thyself,

And say it is not so.

Re-enter Macbeth aW Lennox.

Macb. Had I but died an houi before this

chance, [stant,

I had liv'd a blessed time ; for, from this in-

Thcre 's nothing serious in mortality :

.Ml is but toys : renown and grace is dead ;

l"he wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

I- left this vault to brag of.

Enter Malcolm a/^o' Donalbain,

Don. What is amiss ?

Macb. You are, and do not know 't :

The sp.ing. the head, the fountain of your blood

I

Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp'd.

jMacd. Your royal father 's murder'd.
Mai. O, by whom ?

Leii. Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, had
done 't

:

[blood ;

Their hands and faces were all badg'd with
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found

Upon their pillows ;

They star'd, and were distracted ; no man's hie
Was to be trusted with them.

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury.

That I did kill them.
Macd. Wherefore did you so ?

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate,
and furious.

Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man :

The e-xpediiion of my violent love

Out-ran the pauser reason. Here lay Duncan,
His silver skin lac'd with his golden blood

;

And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach m
nature [doreis.

For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the mur-
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their

daggers [frain.

Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could re-

That had a heart to love, and in that heart

Courage to make 's love known ?

Lady J/ Help me hence, ho 1

JLacd. Look to the lady.

A/a/. Why do we hold oui tongues,

That most may claim this argument for ours?

Dvn. What should be spoken here, where
our fate.

Hid in an auger-hole, may rush, and seize us?

Let 's away ;

Our tears are not yet brew'cl.

jl/at. Nor our strong sorrow
Upon the foot of motion.

Ban. Look to the lady ;

—

[Lady Macbeth is carried out.

And when we have our naked frailties hid,

That suffer in exposure, let us meet,

.And question this most bloody piece of work.
To know it further. Fears and scruples .shake us:

In the great hand of God I stand ; and thence,

.\gainst the undivulg'd pretence I fight

Of treasonous malice.

Macd. And so do I.

All. So all.
_

Macb. Let 's briefly put on manly readiness,

And meet i" the hall together.

All. Well contented.

{Exeunt all but Mal. and Don.
Mai. What will you do ? Let 's not consort

with them :

To show an unfelt sorrow is an ofirce

Which the false man does easy. I '11 to England.

Don. To Ireland I ; our separated fortune

Shall keep us both the safer : where we are.

There 's daggers in men's smiles : the near in

blood,
The nearer bloody.

Mal. This murderous shafi that 's shot

Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way
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Ls to avoid the aim. Therefore to horse;

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,

But sliift away: there's warrant in that theft

Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left.

Scene II.— The same. Without the Castk.

Euler Ross ami an old Man.

Old M. Threescore and ten I can rememljer
well :

Within the volume of which time I have seen
Hours dreadful and things strange; but this

sore night

Hath trifled former knowings.
Ross. Ah, good father,

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man's
act, [day.

Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock, 'tis

And yet dark night strangles the travelling

lamp

;

Is't nighl's piedominance, or the day's shame,
That darkness does the face of earth entomb,
Wiicn living light should kiss it?

Old M. 'Tis unnatural

,

Even like the deed that 's done. On Tuesday
last,

A falcon, towering in her pride of place.

Was by a mousing ovvl hawk'd at and kill'd.

Ross. And Duncan's horses,—a thing most
strange and certain,

—

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race,

Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung

out, [make
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would
War with mankind.

Old M. 'Tis said they eat each other.

Ross. They did so ; to the amazement of

mine eyes, [Macduff.
That look'd upon't. Here comes the good

Enter MACDUFt

How goes the world, sir, now?
Jlfacd, Wliy, see you not ?

Ross. Is't known who did tins more than
bloody deed ?

Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain.

Ross. Alas, the day !

What good could they pretend ?

Macd. They were suborn'd :

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two sons.
Are stol'n away and fled ; which puts upon them
Suspicion of the deed.

Ross. 'Gainst nature still

:

Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up
Thine own life's means !—Then 'tis most like,

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.

Macd. 1 le is already nam'd ; and gone to

Scone
To be invested.

Ross. Where is Duncan's body?
Macd. Carried to Colme-kill,

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors,

And guardian of their bones.

Ross. Will you to Scone ?

Macd. No, cousin, I '11 to Fife.

Ross. Well, I will thither.

Macd. Well, may you see things well done
there,—adieu !

—

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new !

Ross. Farewell, father. [those

Old M. God's beni.son go with you ; and with
That would make good of bad, and friends of

foes

!

\Exeimt.

ACT HI.

Scene I.— Forres. A Room in the Palace.

Eiiter Banquo.

Ban. Thou hast it now,—king, Cawdor,
Glamis, all

As the weird women promis'd ; and, I fear.

Thou play'dst most foully for't ; yet it was said

It should not stand in thy posterity
;

But that myself should be the root and father

Of manykings. If there come truth from them,

—

As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,

—

Why, by the verities on thee made good,
iMay they not be my oracles as well,

And set me up in hope,? But, hush ; no more.

Sennet sounded. Enter Macbeth as King.
Lady MACtiETir as Queen ; Lennox, Ross,

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants.

Mac/). Here's our chief guest.

Lady M. If he had been forgotten,

It had been as a gap in our great feast,

.'\nd all-thing unbecoming.
Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir,

.-^nd I '11 request your presence.

Pan. Let your highness

Command upon me ; to the which my duties

.\ie w ilh a most indissoluble tie

For ever knit.

3racb. Ride you this afternoon ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord.

Macb. We should have else desir'd your good
advice,

—

[ous,

—

Which still hath been both grave and prosper-

In this day's council ; but we'll take to-morrow.

Is 't far you ride ?

Pan. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time

'Twixt this and supper : go not niy iiorse the

better,
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I must become a borrower of the night,

For a dark hour or twain.

Aldcb. Fail not our feast.

Ban. My lord, I will not. [stow'd

Macb. We hear our bloody cousin?; are be-

In England and in Ireland ; not confessing

Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers

With strange invention : but of that to-morrow ;

When therewithal we shall have cause of stale

Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu,

Till you return at night. Goes Flcance with

you? [upon's.

Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call

lilacb. I wish your horses swift and sure of

foot
;

And so I do commend you to their backs.

I'arLwell.

—

\Exit Banquo.
! L-t every man be master of his time

I ill seven at night ; to make society

! he sweeter welcome, we will keep ourseif

iiU ;,upper-time alone: while then, God be

with you !

\E.xeiml Lady IMacbeth, Lords,

Ladies, ks'c.

Sirrah, a word with you : attend those men
Our pleasure? [g-"^'^-

Attend. They are, my lord, vv-ithout the palace

Macb. Bring t'lem before us.

\_Exit Attendant.

To be thus is nothing ;

"iUit to be safely thus ;—our fears in Banqiw
^^:ick deep ; and in his royalty of nature

i'.eigi.s that which would be fear'd : 'tis much
he dares

;

And, to that dauntless temper of his mind,

I le h;ith a wisdom that doth guide Ids valour

1 o act in safety. There is none Inil he

Whose being I do fear : and, under him,

A[y ginius is rebuk'd ; as, it is said, [sisters

Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid the

When first they put the name of king upon me,

.\ud bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-

like.

They hail'd him father to a line of kings :

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitless crown,

Vnd put a barren sceptre in my gripe,

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand,

No son of mine succeeding. II 't be so,

lor Banquo's issue have I fil'd my mind ;

l"or them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd

;

jp.t rancours in the vessel of my peace
' 'illy for them ; and mine eternal jewel

(. 'iven to the common enemy of man,
m;,ke them kings, the seed of Banquo kings !

}.iih(.r than so, come, fate, into the list.

And champion me to the uUcj-ance !—Who 's

there ?

—

Re-enter Attendant, with two Murderers.

Now go to the door, and stay there till wc rail.

\^Exit Attendant.

Was it not yesterday we spoke together ?

I Mur. It was, so please your highness.

RIacb. Well then, now
Have you consider'd of my speeches ? Know
That it was he, in the times past, which held

you

So under fortune; which you thought had been
Our innocent self: this I made good to you
In our last conference, pass'd in proliation with

you, [instruments,

Hiiw you were borne in hand, how cross'd, the

Who wroiight with them, and all things else

that might
To half a soul and to a notion craz'd

Say, rims did Banquo.
I Miur. You made it known to us.

Macb. I did so; and v, enl fiiither, which is

now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find

Your patience so predominant in youi natur"%

That you can let this go? Are you so gi spell'd,

Tt) pray for this good man and foi his issue,

Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to tlie grave.

And beggar'd yours for ever ?

1 jMitr. We are men, my liege.

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ;

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels,

curs,

Shoughs, water-rugs, and dcmi-wolvesare clcpt

All by the name of dogs : the valu'd file

Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle,

The house-keeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature

Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive

Particular addition, from the bill

Tliat writes them all alike: and so of men.

Now, if you have a station in the file.

And not i' the worst rank of manhood, say it ;

And I will put that business in your bosoms,

Whose execution takes your enemy off;

Grapples you to the heart and love of us,

Who wear our healtli but sickly in his life.

Which in his death were perfect.

2 IMuf. I am one, my liege,

Wliom the vile blows and buffets of the v.orld

! lave so incens'd that I am reckless what
I do to spite the world.

I Mur. And I another.

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune,

That I would set my life on any chance,

To mend it, or be rid on't.

Macb. Eutliofyou
Know Banquo was your enemy.
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Both Mtir. True, my lord.

Macb. So is he mine ; and in such bloody
distance,

That every minute of his being thrusts

Ai^aiiist my near'st of life: and though I could

\\'ithbare-fac'd power sweep him from my sight,

And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not,

For certain friends that are both his and mine.

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall

Who I myself struck down : and thence it is

That I to your assistance do make love ;

Masking the business from the common eye

For sundry weighty reasons.

2 Miir. We shall, my lord,

Perform what you command us.

I Miir. Though our lives

—

Macb. Your spirits shine through you.

Within this hour at most,

I will advise you where to plant yourselves;

Accjuaint you with the perfect spy o' the time,

The moment on 't ; for 't must be done to-night.

And something from the palace ; always thought

That I require a clearness : and with him,

—

To leave no rubs nor botches in the work,

—

Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
Whose absence is no less material to me
Than is his father's, must embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart :

I '11 come to you anon.

Both Mur. We are resolv'd, my lord.

Macb. I '11 call upon you straight : abide

within. \Exeunt Murderers.

It is concluded :—Banquo, thy soul's flight,

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night.

{Exit.

Scene II.— The same. Another Room in the

Palace.

E)iter Lady Macbeth and a Servant.

Lady AI. Is Banquo gone from court ?

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend

his leisure

For a few words.
Serv. Madam, I will. \Exit.

Lady M. Naught 's had, all 's spent.

Where our desire is got without content

:

'Tis safer to be that which we destroy,

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.

How now, my lord ! why do you keep alone.

Of sorriest fancies your companions making ;

Using those thoughts which should indeed have
died

With them they think on ? Things without all

remedy
Should be without regads : what 's done is done.

Macb. We have scotch'd the snake, not

kill'd it

;

[malice

She'll close, and be herself; whilst our poor
Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let the frame of things disjoint,

Both the worlds suffer.

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep

In the affliction of these terrible dreams
That shake us nightly: better be with the dead.

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace,

Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstacy. Duncan is in his grave ;

After life's fitful fever he sleeps well ;

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor
poison.

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing,

Can touch him further.

Lady AL Come on ;

(icntly my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks;

Be bright and jovial 'mong your guests to-night.

Macb. So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be

you :

Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ;

Pi-esent him eminence, both with eye and
tongue

:

Unsafe the while, that we [streams ;

Must lave our honours in these flattering

And make our faces vizards to our hearts,

Disguising what they are.

Lady M. You must leave this.

Macb. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear

wife ! [lives.

Thou know'st that Banquo, and his Fleance,

Lady M. But in ihem nature's copy's not

eterne. [able

;

Macb. There's comfort yet ; they are assail-

Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown

His cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's

summons,
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums,
I lath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be

done
.\ deed of dreadful note.

L.ady M. What 's to be done ?

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest

chuck, [night,

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling

.Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day

;

And with thy l)loody and invisible hand
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond
Which keeps me pale !— Light thickens ; and

the crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood :

GiJd 'hings of day begin to droop and drowse;
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Whiles night's black agents to their prey do
rouse.— [still

;

Thou marvell'st at my words: but hold thee

Things bad begun makestrong themselves byill:

So, pr'ythee, go with me. [Exeuui.

Scene III.— TAe same,

with a mte leadiin

A Pari- or Lawn,
to the Palace.

Enter three Murderers.

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us?

3 Mur. Macbetii.

2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust ; since he
delivers

Our offices, and what we have to do,

To the direction just.

1 Mur. Then stand with us.

The west yet glimmers willi some streaks of day:

Now spurs the lated traveller apace,

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches

The subject of our watch.

3 Mur. Flark ! I hear horses.

Ban. [Wi't/i/>!.'] Give us a light there, ho!

2 A/ur. Then 'tis he ; the rest

That are within the note of expectation

Already are i' the court.

1 Mur. His horses go about.

3 .]/i(r. Almost a mile ; but he does usually,

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate

Make it their walk.

2 Mur. A light, a light

!

3 Mur. 'Tis he.

I Muf. Stand to 't.

Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch.

Ban. It will be rain to-night.

I Mur. Let it come down.
\As3aults -Banquo.

Ban. O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly,

fly, fly!

Thuu mayst revenge.—O slave!

\_Die5. Fi.EANCE escapes.

3 Miir. Who did strike out the light ?

1 I\Iur. Was 't not the way?
3 Mur. There 's but one down: the son is fled.

2 Mur. We have lost best half of our affair.

1 Mur. Well, let 's away, and say how much
is done. \Exeutit.

Scene IV.— The same. A Room of State in

the Palace. A Banquet p7-epared.

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Ross,
Lennox, Lords, ««</ Attendants.

Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down:
at first

And last the hearty welcome.

Lords. Thanks to your majesty,
Macb. Ourself will mingle with society.

And play the humble host.

Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time,

We will require her welcome. [friends
;

I.ady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our
For my heart speaks they are welcome.

M(ub. See, they encounter thee with theiJf

hearts' thanks.

—

Both sides are even: here I'll sit i' the midst:

Enter first Murderer to the door.

Be large in mirth ; anon we'll drink a measure
The table round.—There 's blood upon thy face,

Mur. 'Tis Banquo's then. [within.

Macb. 'Tis better thee without than he
Is he despatch'd ?

Mur. My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did

for him.
Macb. Thou art the best o' the cut-throats,

yet he 's good
That did the like for Fleance : if thou didst it,

Thou art the nonpareil.

Mur. Most royal sir,

Fleance is 'scap'd. [been perfect

;

Macb. Then comes my fit again : I had else

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock

;

.'\s broad and general as the casing air: [in

But now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo 's safe?

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he
bides.

With twenty trenched gashes on his head ;

The least a death to nature.

Macb. Thanks for that

:

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm that 's

fled

Hath nature that in lime will venom breed,

No teeth for the present.—Get thee gone ; to-

morrow
We '11 hear, ourselves, again. {Exit Murderer.

Lady M. My royal lord,

You do not give the cheer: the feast is sold

That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a-making,

'Tis given w iih welcome: to feed were best at

home

;

From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony;
Meeting were bare without it.

Macb. Sweet remembrancer!—

•

Now, good digestion wait on appetite,

And health on both

!

Len. May *t please your highness sit ?

\^The Ghost ^Banquo rises, and sits in

Macbeth's place.

Macb. Here had we now our country's honour
roof'd,

Were the grac'd person of our Banquo present

;
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Wlio may I rather challenge for unkiiidncss

Than pily for mischance!

Ross. His absence, sir,

Lays blame upon his promise. Please 't your

highness

To grace us with your royal company.
Alacb. The table's full.

Lejt. Here's a place rescrv'd, sir.

Macb. Where?
Len. Here, my lord. Wlnat is 't

thai moves your highness?

Macb. Which of you have done this?

Lords. What, my good lord?

Macb. Thou canst not say I did it : never
shahe

Thy gory locks at me. [well.

Ross, (jentlcnien, rise ; his highness is not

Lady M. Sit, worthy friends:—my lord is

often thus.

And hath hccn from his youth : pray you, keep
seat ;

The fit is momentary; upon a thought
lie will again be well : if much you note him
\'ou shall offend him, and extend his passion :

I'ced, and regard him not.—Are you a man ?

Alacb. .'\y, and a bold one, that ilarc look
on that

Which might a[)pal the devil.

Lady M. O proper stuff !

This is the very painting of your fear :

Tills is the air drawn dagger which, you said.

Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and
starts,

—

Lnpostors to true fear,—would well become
A woman's story at a winter's fire,

Aulhoriz'd by her grandam. Sliame itself

!

Why do you make sucli faces? When air.s done,
Vou look hut on a stool.

Alacb. I'r'ythee, see there! behold! look!
lo ! how say you ?

—

Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak
too. —

If charnel-houses and our graves must send
Those that we bury back, our motuunents
Shall be the maws of kites. [Chcjst disappears.

Lady M. What, quite unmann'd in folly?

Macb. If 1 stand here, 1 saw him.
Lady M. fie, for shame !

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the
olden time,

Lre human statute purg'd the gentle weal ;

Ay, and since too, murders have been perforni'd
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been,
That, when the brains were out, the man would

die,

-And there an end ; but now they rise again.
With twenty monal murders on their crowns,

And push us from our stools : this is more strange

Than such a murder is.

Lady M. My worthy lord,

Your noble friends do lack you.

Macb. I do forget :—
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ;

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing
To those that know me. Come, love and health

to all

;

[full.—

Then I'll sit down.—Give me some wine, fill

I drink to the general joy o' the whole table,

And to our dear friend l')anquo, whom we miss;
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst,

.And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.

Ghost rises again.

Macb. Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! let the

earth hide thee !

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ;

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes

Which thou dost glare with !

Lady M. Think of this, good peers.

But as a thing of custom : 'lis no other ;

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.

Macb. What man dare, I dare

:

.Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,

The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger

;

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves

Shall never tremble: or be alive again,

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ;

If trembling I inhabit then, protest me
The bahy of a girl. Hence, horrible shado'i\ !

Unreal mockery, hence! \Q\\o?,\. disappears.

Why, so ;—being gone,

I am a man again.—Pray you, sit still.

Lady M. You have displac'd the mirth, broke
the good meeting.

With most admir'd disorder.

Macb. Can such things be,

.And overcome us like a summer's cloud,

Without our special wonder? You make me
strange

Even to the disposition that I owe,
WTicn now I think you can behold such sights,

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,

When mine are blanch'd with fear.

Ross. What sights, my lord ?

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows

worse and worse ;

Question enrages him: at once, good-night:

—

Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once.

/,!•;;. Good-night ; and belter health

Attend his majesty!

Lady M. A kind good-night to all !

[Exeuni Lords and Attendants.
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iMaib. It will have blood ; they say, blood will

have blood

:

[speak
;

S tones have been known to move, and trees to

Augurs, and understood relations, have [forth

]',) uiagot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought

l1ie secret'st man of blood.—What is the night?

Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which
is which. [his person,

Macb. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies

At our great bidding?
Lstdy /]/. Did you send to him, sir?

Miub. I hear it by the way; but I will send

:

There 's not a one of them but in his house

I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow
(And betimes I will) to the weird sisters

:

More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to

know, [good,

By the worst means, the worst. For mine own
Ail causes shall give way: I am in blood

Slept in so far that, should 1 wade no more,
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : [hand •

S:ia.nge things I have in head, that will to

\\ hich must be acted ere they may be scann'd.

Lady AL You lack the season of all natures,

sleep. [self-abuse

Macb. Come, we '11 to sleep. My strange and
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use:

—

We are yet but young in deed. [Exeunt.

Scene Y.—Tke Heath.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting
Hecate.

I Witch. Why, how now, Hecate ! you look

aiigerly.

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams as you are,

Saucy and overbold? How did you dare

To trade and traffic with Macbeth
In riddles and aflairs of death ;

And I, the mistress of your charms,
The close contriver of all harms,
Was never call'd to bear my part,

Oi show the glory of our art ?

And, which is worse, all you have done
I lath been but for a wayward son.

Spiteful and wrathful ; who, as others do.

Loves for his own ends, not for you.

r.it make amends now : get you gone,
And at the pit of Acheron
Ueet me i' the morning: thither he
\<'\\\ come to know his destiny.

Your vessels and your spells provide,

Your charms, and everything beside.

I am for the air; this night I '11 spend
Unto a dismal and a fatal end.

Gieat business must be v.-rought ere noon:
Upon the corner of the moon

There hangs a vaporous drop profound;
I '11 catch it ere it come to ground

:

And that, dislill'd by magic sleights,

Shall raise such artificial sprites.

As, by the strength of their illusion.

Shall draw him on to his confusion:

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear

His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace, and fear:

And you all know, security

Is mortal's chiefest enemy.
[Music and song within : Come away, co):?e

away &^c.

Hark ! I am call'd; my little spirit, see,

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit.

I Witch. Come, let's make haste; she'll

soon be back again. [Exeunt,

Scene VI.

—

Forres. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Lennox and another Lord.

Len. My former speeches have but hit your
thoughts.

Which can interpret further : only, I say,

Things have been strangely borne. The gra-

cious Duncan
Was pitied of Macbeth :—marry, hewas dead:

—

And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late

;

Whom, you may say, if 't please you, Fleance

kill'd,

|j"or Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought, how monstnrwS

it was for Malcolm and for Donalbain

To kill their gracious father? damned fact!

How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight.

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear.

That were the slaves of drink and thralls of

sleep?

Was not that noiily done? Ay, and wisely too;

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive,

To hear the men deny 't. So that, I say,
_

He has borne all things well: and I do think,

That had he Duncan's sons under his key,

—

As, an't please heaven, he shall not,—they

should find

What 'twere to kill a father; so should Fleance.

But, peace !— for from broad words, and 'cause

he fail'd

Ills presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear,

Macduff lives in disgrace. Sir, can you tell

Where he bestows himself?

Lord. The son of Duncan,

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth,

Lives in ihe English court ; and is receiv'd

Of the most pious Edward Vfith such grace

That the malevolence of fortune nothing

Takes from liis high respect: thither Macduff

Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid
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To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward:
That, by the help of these,—with liim above
To ratify the work,—we may again

Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights;

l-'rcefrom our feasts and banquets bloody knives;

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,—
All which we pine for now : and this report

Ilalh so exasperate the king that he
I'lcpares for some attempt of war.

Lcn. Sent he to Macduff.?

Lord. He did: and with an absolute, Sir,

not /,

Tlie cloudy messenger turns me his back, \tivii:

And hams, as who should say, Von''II rue the

That clogs ine with this answer.
Lcn. And that well migln

Advise him lo a caution, to hold what distance

His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel

Fly to the court of England, and unfold

1 1 is message ere he come ; thai a swift blessing

May soon return to this our suffering country

Under a hand accurs'd !

Lord. I '11 send my prayers with him !

\^E.\t-lll!l.

SCKNE I.-

ACT IV.

-A darh Cave. In the viiddh\ a

C 'a/dro/i Boilini^.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

1 Witch. Thrice the brindcd cat hath mew'd.
2 Witch. Thrice ; and once the hedge-pig

whin'd.

3 Witch. Ilarpier cries:
—

'tis time, 'tis time.

1 Witch. l\()\ind about the caldron go ;

In the poison'd entrails throw.

—

Toad, that under the cold stone.

Days and nights hast thirty one
Swelter'd venom sleeping gol,

Boil thou first i' the chainied pot

!

All. Double, double toil and lr<iul)io;

Fire, burn; and, caldron, Imlihle.

2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake,

In the caldron boil and bake;
Eye of newt, and toe of frog,

Wool of bat, and tongue of tlog,

Adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting.

Lizard's leg, and howlet's wing, -

-

I'"or a charm of powerful trouijle.

Like a hell-broth boil and l)ui)l)Ie.

All. Double, double toil and trouble.

Fire, burn; and, caldron, bubljle.

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,

W'itches' mummy, maw and gulf
(3f the ravin'd saU-sea shark,

Root of hemlock digg'd i' the dark,

Liver of blaspheming Jew,
Gall of goat, and slips of yew
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse,

Nose of Turk, and Tartar's hps,

Finger of birth-strangl'd babe,

Ditch-deliver'd by a drab,

—

Make the gruel thick and slab:

Add thereto a tiger's chaudron.

For the ingredients of our caldron.

All. Double, double toil and trouble;

P'ire, burn ; and, caldron, bubble.

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood,

Then the charm is firm and good.

Enter Hecate.

Hec. O, well done! I connneml your paint;

And every one shall share i' the gains.

And now about the caldron sing,

Like elves and fairies in a ring.

Enchanting all that you put in.

SONG.

r.l.ick spirits .and white, red spirits and gray;
iMiriijIe, mingle, mingle, you tli.it mingle mp.y.

yExit Hec.\ IE

2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs.
Something wicked this way ct)ines:

—

Open, locks, whoever knocks!

Enter Macbeth.

I\!acb. How now, you secret, black, am
midnight hags

!

What is't you do.?

All. A deed without a name.
iMacb. I conjme you, b}- that which you pro

fess,

—

llowe'er you come to know it,—answer me:
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight

Against the churches; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up; [down:

Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown

Though castles topple on their warders' heads;

Though palaces and pyramids do slope

Their' heads to their foundations; though the

treasure

Of nature's germins tumble altogether,

Even till destruction sicken,—answer me
To what I ask you.

1 Witch. Speak.

2 Witch. Demand.

3 Witch. We '11 answer.

I Witch. Say, if thou 'dst rather hear it from

our mouths.

Or from our misters?

Macb. Call 'em, let me see 'em.

I Witch. Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten

Her nine farrow; grease that's sweaten
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From the murderer's gibbet throw
IiUo the flame.

All. Come, high or low
;

Thyself and office deftly show !

Thunder. An Apparition of an armed Head
rises.

Maib. Tell me, thou unknown power,

—

I Wikh. He knows thy thought

:

Hear his speech, but say thou naught.

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! be-

ware Macduff; [enough.

Beware tlie Thane of Fife. —Dismiss me :

—

\^DesLends.

I\lacb. Whate'er thou art, for thy good cau-

tion, thanks; [word more,

—

Thou hast harp'd my fear aright:-— bat one
I U'ilcli. lie will not be commanded : here's

another,

More ])olent than the first.

Thunder. An Apparition of a bloody Child
rises.

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!—
Macb. Had I three ears, Fd hear tiiee.

App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute; laugh

to scorn

The power of man, for none of woman born
Shall harm Macbeth. [Descends.

Alacb. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear

of thee?

But yet I '11 make assurance double sure.

And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ;

That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies.

And sleep in spite of thunder.—What is this,

Thunder. An Apparition of a Child crowned,

with a tree in his hand, rises.

That rises like the issue of a king,

And wears upon his baby brow the round
And top uf sovereignty?

All. Listen, but speak not to't.

App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no
care

Wlio chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are:

Macbeth shall never vanquish'd be, until

Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinanc hill

Shall come against him. [Descends.

Macb. That will never be

:

Who can impress the forest ; bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweat bode-
ments ! good I

Rebellion's head, rise never, till the wood
Of Birnam rise, and our high-plac'd Macbeth
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath
To time and mortal custom.—Yet my heart

Throbs to know one thing: tell me,—if your art

Can tell so much,—shall Banquo's issue ever

Reign in this kingdom?
All. Seek to know no more.

l\Iacb. 1 will be satisfied: deny me this,

And an eternal curse fall on you ! I^et me
know :- - [this?

Why sinks that caldron? and what noise is

[Hautboys.

1 Witch. Sliow!
2 Witch. Show!
3 Witch. Show!
All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart

;

Come like shadows, so depart

!

Plight Kings appear, and pass over in order.,

the Inst with a glass in his hand; Banquo
following.

Afacb. Thou art too like the spirit of Ban-
quo ; down ! [hair.

Thy crown does scar mine eye-ljalis:--and thy

Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first :

—

A. third is like the former.— F'illhy hags !

Why do you show me this?—A Rnirth?- -Start,

eyes

!

What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of

doom ?

Another yet?—A seventh?--! 'II see no more;

—

.And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass

Which shoe's nie many more ; and some I see

That twofold balls and treble sceptres carry:

Horrible sight!- -Now, I see, 'tis true;

For the blood-bolter'd Banquo smiles upon me.
And points at them for his.--What ! is this so?

I Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so:- -but why
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly?- -

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites,

And show the best of our delights;

I '11 charm the air to give a sound.

While you perform your antic round;
That this great king may kindly say,

Our duties did his welcome pay.

[Uliisic. The \Wi\.c\\c% dance, and then Tanish.

Macb. Where are they? Gone?- -Let this

pernicious hour
Stand aye accursed in the calendar !

—

Come in, without there.

Enter Lennox.

Len. What 's your grace's will?

Macb. Saw you the weird sisters?

I.cn. No, my lord.

Macb. Came they not by you?
Le)i. No, indeed, my lord.

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride ;

And damn'd all those that trust them !- -I did

hear

The galloping of horse : who was 't came byJ
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Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring

you word
MacdufT is fled to England.

Macb. Fled to England !

Len. Ay, my good lord.

Moib. Time, lliou anlicipal'st my dread ex-

ploits:

The flighty purpose never is o'ertooU

Unless the deeil go with it: lioui this moment
The very firstlings of my heart shall be

The firstlings of my hand. And even now,
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thouglit

and (lone

:

The castle of Macduff I will surprise

;

Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o' the sword
His wile, his babes, and all unfortunate souls

That trace hini in his line. No boasting like

a fool

;

This deed I '11 do before this purpose cool

:

Bui no more sights!—Where are these gentlemen?
Come, bring uie whore they are. \^Exeunt.

Sckn:: II.— FiKii. A Room in Macdui-k's
Castle.

E)ilcr Lady Macduff, her Son, aitd Ross.

Lady Macd. What had he done, to make
hiui fly the land?

Ross. You nuist have patience, madam.
L. lifacd. He had none :

His flight was madness: when our actions do not,

Our fears do make us traitors.

Ross. You know not

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear.

L, Macd. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to

leave his babes,

His mansion, and his titles, in a place

I'rom whence himself does fly? He loves us not:

1 le wants the natural touch ; for the poor wren,

The most diminutive of birds, will figlit,

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.

All is the fear, and nothing is the love
;

As little is the wisdom, where the flight

So runs .against all reason.

Ross. My dearest coz,

I pray you, school yourself: but, for your
husband,

He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
The fits o' the season. I dare not speak much

further

:

Bat cruel are the times, when we are traitors,

Aiid do not know ourselves ; when we hold

rumour
Ftom what we fear, yet know not what we fear,

But float upon a wild and violent sea

Each way and move.— I take my leave of you:
Shall not be long but I '11 be here again :

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb
upward

To what they were before.—My pretty cousin,

Blessing upon you ! [less.

L. Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he 's father-

Ross. I am so much a fool, should I stay

longer.

It would be my disgrace and your discomfort:

I take my leave at once. \E.xil.

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father 's de.ad ;

And what will you do now? How will you live?

Son. As birds do, mother.

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies?

Son. With what I get, I mean ; and so do
they. [net nor lime,

/,. Macd. Poor bird ! thou 'dst never fear the

The pit-fall nor the gin.

Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds

they are not set for.

My father is not dead, for all your saying.

L. Mcud. Yes, he is dead : how wilt thou do
for a father ?

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ?

L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any
market.

Son. Then you ''11 buy 'em to sell again.

L. Macd. Thou speak'st with all thy wit

;

and yet, i' faith.

With wit enough for thee.

Son. Was my f;^ther a traitor, mother ?

L. Macd. Ay, that he was.

Son. What is a traitor ?

Z. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies.

Son. And be all traitors that do so ?

L. Macd. Every one that does so is a traitor,

and must be hanged. [and lie ?

Son. .A.nd must they all be hanged that swe.^.r

L. Macd. Every one.

Son. Who must hang them ?

L. Macd. Why, the honest men.
Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools :

for there are liars and swearers enow to beat

the honest men, and liang up them.

L. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor mon-
key! But how wilt thou do for a father?

Son. If he were dead, you 'd weep for him :

if you would not, it were a good sign that I

should quickly have a new father.

L, Macd. Poor prattler ! how thou talk'st.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to

you known.
Though in your state of honour I am perfect.

I doubt some danger does approach you nearly:

If you will take a homely man's advice,

Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones.



SCENE III.] MACBETH. I rig

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage;

To do worse to you were fell cinelly, [you !

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve

I dare abide no longer. [Ex//.

L. Macd. Whither should I fly ?

I have done no harm. But I remember now
I am in this earthly world ; where to do harm
I.s (jften laudable ; to do good, sometime
Accounted dangerous folly : why then, alas.

Do I put up that womanly defence, [faces?

To say I have done no harm?—Whiat are these

Enter Murderers.

I Mur. Where is your husband?
L. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanctified

Where such as thou mayst find him.

I Alur. He 's a traitor.

Son. Thou liest, thou shag-hair'd villain.

I Miir. What, you egg? [Stabbing him.
\' ning fry of treachery!

Son. He has kill'd me, mother :

Run away, I pray you ! [Dies.

[Exit\^\v>\ Macduff, crying Murder,
andpursued by tlie Murderers.

Scene HI.

—

England. Before the Y^\>iQ,^%

Palace.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.

Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade,
and there

Weep our sad bosoms empty.
Macd. Let us rather

Iluld last the mortal sword, and, like good men,
Bestride our down-fall'n birthdom : each new

morn [sorrows
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out
Like syllable of dolour.

Mai. What I believe, I '11 wail

;

What know, believe; and what I can redress.
As I shall find the time to friend, I will.

What you have spoke, it may he so perchance.
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our

tongues, [well

;

Was once thought honest : you have lov'd him
He hath not touch'd you yet. lam young;

but something fdom
Vi .u may deserve of him through me ; and wis-
iu ofler up a weak, poor, innocent lamb
To appease an angry god.

Macd. I am not treacherous.

M^'l- But Macbeth is.

A goi .d and virtuous natu!^ may recoil

In an imperial charge. But I shall crave your
pardon ;

That which you are, my thoughts cannot trans-

pose ;

Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell

:

Though all things foul would wear the brows
of grace.

Yet grace must still look so.

Macd. I have lost my hopes.

Mai. Perchance even there where I did find

my doubts.

Why in that rawness left you wife and child,

—

Those precious motives, those strong knots of

love,

—

Without leave-taking?— I pray you,

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours,

But mine own safeties :—you may be rightly

just.

Whatever I shall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country I

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure.

For goodness dare not check thee ! wear thoa

thy wrongs.
Thy title is afieer'd.—Fare thee well, lord:

I would not be the villain that thou ihink'st

For the whole space that 's in the tyrant's grasp.

And the rich East to boot.

Mai. Be not offended :

I speak not as in absolute fear of you.

I think our country sinks beneath the yoke ;

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash

Is added to her wounds: I think, withal,

There would bi; hands uplifted in my rigb.t ;

And here, from gracious England, have I offef

Of goodly thousands : but, for all this.

When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head,

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country

Shall have more vices than it had before ;

More sufier, and more sundry ways than ever,

By him that shall succeed.

Macd. What should he be?
Mai. It is myself I mean : in whom I kin w

All the particulars of vice so grafted

That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state

Esteem him as a lamb, being compar'd
With my confineless harms.

Macd. Not in the legions

Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn d
In evils to top Macbeth.

Mai. I grant him bloody.

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful.

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin

Tliat has a name : but there 's no bottom, none.

In my voluptuousness : your wives, yourdaugh-
lers, [up

Your matrons, and your maids, could not fiil

The cistern of my lust ; and my desire

All contiiiL-ut impediments would o'crboar.
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That did oppose my will : better Macbeth
Tiian such a one to reign.

Macd. Boundless intemperance

In nature is a tyranny ; it halh been
The untimely emptying of the happy throne,

A:;d fall of many kings. But fear not yet

To lake upon you what is yours : you may
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty,

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hood-
wink, [be

Wc have willing dames enough ; there cannot
That vulture in you, to devour sc many
As will to greatness dedicate themselves,

r inding it so inclin'd.

Mai. With this there grows.
In my most ill-compos'd affection, such

A stanchless avarice, that, were I king,

1 should cut off the nobles for their lands ;

Desire his jewels, and this other's house :

And my more-having would be as a sauce

To make me hunger more ; that I should forge

Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal.

Destroying them for wealth.

Macd. This avarice

Sticks deeper ; grows with more pernicious root

1 han summer-seeming lust ; and it hath been
The sword of our slain kings : yet do not fear

;

Scotland hath foysons to fill up your will,

Ot your mere own : all these are portable.

With other graces weigh'd. [graces,

Mai. But I have none : the king-becoming
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness.

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness.

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

I have no relish of them ; but abound
In the division of each several crime, [should

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I

Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell.

Uproar the universal peace, confound
AH unity on earth.

Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland !

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak :

I am as I have spoken.
Macd. Fit to govern !

No, not to live !—O nation miserable,
With an untitled tyrant bloody-sceptcr'd,
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again.

Since that the truest issue of thy throne
By his own interdiction stands accurs'd.

And does blaspheme his breed ?—Thy royal

father [thee.

Was a most sainted king ; the queen that bore
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet.

Died every day she lived. Fare-thee-well !

These evils thou repeat'st upon thyself

I lave banish'd me from Scotland.—O my breast,

Thy hope ends here 1

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion,

Child of integrity, hath from my soul

Wip'd the black scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth
By many of these trains hath sought to win me
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me
From over-credulous haste: but God a!>ove

Deal between ihee and me ! for even now
I put myself to thy direction, and
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here alijure

The taints and blames I laid upon myself,

For strangers to my nature. I am yet

Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ;

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ;

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray

The devil to his fellow ; and delight [ing

No less in truth than life: my first false speak-

Was this upon myself:—what I am truly.

Is thine, and my poor country's, to commanu:
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach,

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men.
Already at a point, was setting forth :

Now we "11 together; and the chance of goodness

Be like our warranted quarrel I Why are you
silent ? [at once

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things

'Tis hard to reconcile.

Enter a Doctor.

M'^al. Well ; more anon.—Comes the king

forth, I pray you? [sou!>

Doct. Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched
That stay his cure : their malady convinces

The great assay of art ; but, at his touch,

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand,

They presently amend.
Mai. I thank you, doctor. [Exit Doctor.

Macd. What 's the disease he means ?

Alal. 'Tis called the evil :

A most miraculous work in this good king ;

Wliich often, since my liere-remain in England,

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven.

Himself best knows : but strangely-visited

people,

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye,

The mere despair of surgery, he cures ;

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks,

Put on with holy prayers: and 'tis spoken.

To the succeeding royal'.y he leaves

The healing benediction. With this strange

virtue.

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy

;

And sundry blessings hang about his throne,

That speak him full of grace.

Macd. See, who comes here ?

Mai. My countryman ; but yet I know him

not.
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Enter Ross.

Macd. Myever-gentlecousin, welcome hither.

Mai. I know him now. Good God, betimes

remove
The means that makes us strangers

!

Ross. Sir, amen.
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ?

Ross. Alas, poor country,

—

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot

Be call'd our mother, but our grave: where
nothing,

But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile

;

Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks, that rent

the air, [seems

Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow

A modern ecstacy ; the dead man's knell

Is there scarce ask'd for who ; and good men's
lives

Expire before the flowers in their caps.

Dying or ere they sicken.

Macd. O, relation

Too nice, and yet too true !

Mai. VvTiat 's the newest grief?

Ross. That of an hour's age doth hiss the

speaker

;

Each minute teems a new one.

Macd. How does my wife?

Ross. Why, well.

Macd. And all my children ?

Ross. Well too.

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their

peace ?

Ross. No ; they were well at peace when
I did leave 'em.

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech : how
goes't? [tidings,

Ross. When I came hither to transport the

W^hich I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy fellows that were out

;

Which was to my belief witness'd the rather,

For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot

:

Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland

Would create soldiers, make our women fight.

To doff their dire distresses.

Alal. Be 't their comfort
We are coming thither: gracious England hath

Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men ;

An older and a better soldier none
That Christendom gives out.

Ross. Would T could answer
This comfort with the like ! But I have words
That would be howl'd out in the desert air.

Where hearing should not latch them.
Macd. What concern they?

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief

Due to some single breast ?

Ross. No mind that 's honest

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part

Pertains to you alone.

Macd. If it be mine.

Keep it not from me ; quickly let me have it.

Ross. Let not your ears despise my tongue
for ever, [sound

Which shall possess them with the heaviest

That ever yet they heard.

Macd. Hum ! I guess at it.

Ross. Your castle is surpris'd ;
your wife and

babes
Savagely slaughter'd: to relate the manner,
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer,

To add the death of you.

Mai. IMerciful heaven !

—

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your

brows

;

[speak

Give sorrow words: the grief that does not
Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it

break.

Macd. My children too ?

Ross. Wife, children, servants, all

That could be found.

Macd. And I must be from thence!

My wife kill'd too ?

Ross. I have said.

Afal. Be comforted

:

Let 's make us medicines of our great revenge,

To cure this deadly grief. [ones ?

Macd. He has no children.—All my pretty

Did you say all?—O hell-kite!—All?

\\Tiat, all my pretty chickens and their dam
At one fell swoop?

Mai. Dispute it like a man.
Macd. I shall do so ;

But I must also feel it as a man :

I cannot but remember such things were,

That were most precious to me.—Did heaven
look on,

And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,

They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am.

Not for their own demerits, but for mine.

Fell slaughter on their souls: heaven rest them
now

!

[let grief

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword:

Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine
eye, [heavens,

And braggart with my tongue !—But, gentle

Cut short all intermission ; front to front

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself;

Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape,

Heaven forgive him too

!

Mai. This tune goes manly.

Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready;

Our lack is uothing but our leave : Macbeth
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Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer

you may

;

The night is long that never finds the day.

ACT V.

Scene I.

—

Dunsinane. A Room in the

Castle.

Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting-
Gentlewoman.

Doct. I have two nights watched with you,

but can perceive no truth in your report.

When was it slie last walked ?

Getit. Since his majesty went into the field,

I have seen her rise from her bed, throw her

nightgown upon her, unlock her closet, take

forth paper, fold it, write upon it, read it, after-

wards seal it, and again return to bed; yet all

this while in a most fast sleep.

Doct. A great perturbation in nature,—to

receive at once the benefit of sleep, and do the

effects of watching !—In this slumbery agitation,

besides her walking and other actual perform-
ances, what, at any time, have you heard her

say?

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after

her.

Doct. You may to me; and 'tis most meet
you should.

Gent. Neither to you nor any one ; having
no witness to confirm my speech. Lo you,
here she comes

!

Enter Lady Macbeth, with a taper.

This is her very guise ; and, upon my life, fast

asleep. Observe her ; stand close.

Doct. How came she by that light ?

Gent. Why, it stood by her: she has light

by her continually ; 'tis her command.
Doct. You see, her eyes are open.
Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut.

Doct. What is it she does now? Look, how
she rubs her hands.

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to

seem thus washing her hands: I have known
her continue in this a quarter of an hour.
Lady M. Yet here 's a spot.

Doct. Hark ! she speaks : I will set down
what comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance
the more strongly.

Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I say!

—

One ; two : why, then 'tis time to do't :—Hell
is murky !—Fie, my lord, fie ! a soldier, and
afeard ? Wliat need we fear who knows it,

wliju none can call our power to account?

—

Yet who would have thought the old man to

have had so much blood in him ?

Doct. Do you mark that ?

iMdy AL The Thane of Fife had a wife

;

where is she now ?—What, will these hands
ne'er be clean?—No more o' that, my lord, no
more o' that : you mar all with this starling.

Doct. Go to, go to ; you have known what
you should not.

Gent. She has spoke what she should not, I

am sure of that: heaven knows what she has
known.
Lady M. Here 's the smell of the blood still :

all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this

little hand. Oh, oh, oh !

Doct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is

sorely charged.

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my
bosom for the dignity of the whole body.

Doct. Well, well, well,—
Gent. Pray God it be, sir.

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice : yet

I have known those which have walked in their

sleep who have died holily in their beds.

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your

nightgown ; look not so pale :—I tell you yet

again, Banquo 's buried ; he cannot come out

on 's grave.

Doct. Even so ?

Lcuiy M. To bed, to bed ; there 's knocking
at the gate: come, come, come, come, give me
your hand : what 's done cannot be undone : to

bed, to bed, to bed. \^Exit.

Doct. Will she go now to bed ?

Gent. Directly. [deeds

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad: unnatural

Do breed unnatural troubles: infected minds
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.

More needs she the divine than the physician.

—

God, God forgive us all !—Look after her ;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,

And still keep eyes upon her:—so, good-night

:

My mind she has mated, and amaz'd my sight

:

I think, but dare not speak.

Gent, Good-night, good doctor.

\_Exeunt.

Scene II.— The Country near Dunsinane.

Enter, with drnm and colours, Menteith,
Caithness, Angus, Lennox, aw^f Soldiers.

Ment. The English power is near, led on
by Malcolm,

His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff.

Revenges burn in them ; for their dear causes

^Vould to the bleeding and the grim alarm

Excite the moriined man.
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^/!^. Near Birnam wood
Shall we well meet them ; thai, way are they

coming.

Cai/k. Who knows if Donalbain be with his

brother ?

Lefi. For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file

Of all the gentry : there is Siward's son.

And many unrough youths, that even now
Protest their first of manhood.
Ment. What does the tyrant ?

Caith. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies:

Some say he 's mad ; others, that lesser hate

him.

Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain,

He cannot buckle his distemper'd course

Within the belt of rule.

A7ig. Now does he feel

His secret murders sticking on his hands ;

Now minutely revolts upbraid liis faith-breach;

Those he commands move only in command,
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title

Hang loose about him, like a giant's robe

Upon a dwarfish thief.

Ment. WTio, then, shall blame

His pester'd senses to recoil and start,

When all that is within him does condemn
Itself for being there?

Caith. Well, march we on,

To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd :

Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal

;

And with him pour we, in our country's purge,

Each drop of us.

Lett. Or so much as it needs,

To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the

weeds.

Make we our march tov.ards Birnam.
\_Exeuiit, VIarcking.

Scene HI.

—

Dunsinane. A Rootn in the

Castle.

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants.

Macb. Bring me no more reports ; let them
fly ail :

Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane
I cannot taint with fear. ^\^lat 's the boy

Malcolm ?

Was he not born of woman ? The spirits that

know
All mortal consequences have pronounc'd me

thus,

—

\7v0man

Fear not, Macbeth; no man thafs born of
SI:ell e'er have power upon thee.—Then fly,

false thanes,

And mingle with the English epicures :

The mind I sway hy, and the heart I bear.

Shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear.

Enter a Servant.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd

loon !

Where gott'st thou that goose look ?

Scrv. There is ten thousand

—

Alacb. Geese, villain ?

Sei-v. Soldiers, sir.

Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy

fear,

Thou lily-hver'd boy. What soldiers, patch ?

Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine

Are counsellors to fear. Wliat soldiers, whey-
face?

Serv. The English force, so please you.

Macb. Take thy face hence. [^jrzV Servant.

Seyton !— I am sick at heart,

When I behold—Seyton, I bay !—This push
Will chair me ever, or disseat nie now.

I have liv'd long enough : my way of life

Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf

;

And that which should accompany old age,

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead.

Curses not loud but deep, mouth-honour,
breath, [dare not.

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and
Seyton !

—

Enter Seyton.

Sey. \Miat is your gracious pleasure ?

3Iacb. What news more?
Sey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which svas

reported. [be hack'd.

Macb. I '11 fight till from my bones my flesh

Give me my armour.
Sey. 'Tis not needed yet.

Macb. I '11 put it on.

Send out more horses, skirr the country round;

Hang those that talk of fear.—Give me mine
armour.

—

How does your patient, doctor?

Doct. Not so sick, my lord,

i-Vs she is trouliled with thick-coming fancies,

That keep her from her rest.

Macb. Cure her of that

:

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd ;

Pluck from the memorj' a rooted sorrow ;

Raze out the written troubles of the brain ;

And with some sweet oblivious antidote

Cleanse the stufTd bosom of that perilous stuff

\\Tiich weighs upon the heart ?

Doct. Therein the patient

Must minister to himself. [of it.

—

Afacb. Throw physic to the dogs,—I '11 none

Come, put mine armour on ;
give me my

stafif:—
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Seyton, send oul.— Doctor, ihe ihancs fly from
me.

—

[cast

Come, sir, despatch.—If thou couldst, doctor,

Tlie water of my land, find her disease,

And purge it to a sound and pristine health,

1 would applaud thee to the very echo,

That should applaud again.—Pull 't off, I say.

—

What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug.

Would scour these English hence ? Hear'st

thou of them ? [tion

Doct. Ay, my good lord ; your royal prepara-

Makes us hear something.
Macb. Bring it after me.

—

1 will not be afraid of death and bane.

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane.
{Exeunt all except Doctor.

Doct. Were I from Dunsinane away and clear.

Profit again should hardly draw me here.

\_Exit.

Scene IV. -Country 7icar Dunsinane : a

Wood in view.

Enter, with driun and colours, MALCOLM, old

SiWARDrt«a'/^/i'Son, Macduff, Menteith,
Caithness, Angus, Lennox, Ross, and
Soldiers, inarching.

lilal. Cousins, I hope the days are near at

hand
That chambers will be safe.

Afent. We doubt it nothing.

.Szw. What wood is this before us?

Afent. The wood of Birnam.
Alal. Let every soldier hew him down a

bough, [shadow
And bear 't before him ; thereby shall we
The numbers of our host, and make discovery

Err in report of us.

Sold. It shall be done. [tyrant

.Siw. We learn no other but the confident

Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure
Our setting down before 't.

Mai. 'Tis his main hope :

For where there is advantage to be given,

Both more and less have given him the revolt ;

And none serve with him but constrained things.

Whose hearts are absent too.

Macd. Let our just censures

Attend the true event, and put we on
Industrious soldiership.

.Siw. The time approaches,

That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have, and what we owe.
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ;

But certain issue .strokes must arbitrate

:

Towards which advance the war.

\_Exeunt, marching.

Scene V.—Dunstnane. Within the Castle.

Enter, with drum and colours, Macbeth,
Seyton, and Soldiers.

Macb. Hang out our banners on the out-

ward walls

;

The cry is still, They come: our castle's strength

Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie

Till famine and the ague eat them up

:

Were they not forc'd with those that should be
ours, [beard,

We might have met them dareful, beard to

And beat them backward home.
[A cry ofwomen within.

What is that noise ?

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

[Exit.

Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears

:

The time has been, my senses would have cool'd

To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair

Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir

As life were in 't : I have supp'd full with
horrors ;

Direness, familiar to my slaught'rous thoughts,

Cannot once start me.

Re-enter Sevton.

Wherefore was that cry?

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead.

Macb. She should have died hereafter ;

There would have been a time for such a word.—
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of recorded time ;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!

Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player.

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more : it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.

Enter a Messenger.

Thou com'st to use thy tongue ; thy story

quickly.

Mess, Gracious my lord,

I should report that which I say I saw,
But know not how to do it.

Macb. Well, say, sir.

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill,

I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought,
The wood began to move.

Macb. Liar, and slave !

[Strih'ng him.

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if 't be not
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Within this three mile may you see it coming ;

I say, a moving grove.

Macb. If thou speak'st false,

Upon the next tree shah thou hang alive.

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth,

I care not if thou dost for me as much.

—

I pull in resolution ; and begin

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend

That lies like truth : Fear no/, till Birnam wood
Do come to Dunsinane ;—and now a wood
Comes toward Dunsinane.—Arm, arm, and

out !

—

If this which he avouches does appear,
There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here.

I 'gin to be a-weary of the sun, [done.

—

And wish the estate o' the world were now un-
Ring the alarum-bell !—Blow, wind ! come,

wrack

!

At least we '11 die with harness on our back.

\_Excimt.

Scene VI.

—

The same. A Plain before the

Castle.

Enter, with drum and colours, Malcolm, old
SlWARD, Macduff, c^c, and their Army,
with boughs.

Mai. Now near enough
; your leafy screens

throw down.
And show like those you are.—You, worthy

uncle,

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son,

Lead our first battle: worthy Macduff and we
Shall take upon 's what else remains to do.
According to our order.

Siw. Fare you well.—

-

Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night,

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.

Macd. Make all our trumpets speak ; give
them all breath,

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death.

\Exeunt.

Scene VII.— The sa7ne. Another part of the

Plain.

Alarums. Enter MACBETH.

Macb. They have tied me to a stake ; I can-
not fly,

But, bear-like, I must fight the course.

—

What 's he
That was not born of woman ? Such a one
Am I to fear, or none.

Enteryoung SlV^'ARD.

Yo. Siw. What is thy name ?

Macb, Thou' k be afraid to hear it.

Vo. Siw. No ; though thou call'st thyself a
hotter name

Than any is in hell.

A/acb. My name 's Macbeth.
Vo. Siw. The devil himself could not pro-

nounce a title

More hateful to mine ear.

Macb. No, nor more fearful.

Vo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant ; with
my sword

I '11 prove the lie thou speak'st.

\_Theyfight, andyoung Siward is slain.

Macb. Thou wast born of woman.—

•

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,
Brandish'd by man that 's of a woman born.

lExit.

Alarums. Enter Macduff.

Macd. That way the noise is.—Tyrant,
show thy face !

If thou be 'st slain, and with no stroke of mine,
My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me

still.

I cannot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms
Are hir'd to bear their staves ; either thou,

Macbeth,
Or else my sword, with an unbatter'd edge,

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst

be;
By this great clatter, one of greatest note
Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune!

And more I beg not. [^Exit. Alarums,

Enter Malcolm and old Siward.

Siw. This way, my lord ;—the castle 's gently

render'd

:

The tyrant's people on both sides do fight

;

The noble thanes do bravely in the war
;

The day almost itself professes yours,

And little is to do.

Mai. We have met with foes

That strike beside us.

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle.

[Exetint. Alarums.

Scene VIII.

—

The same. Anotherpart of the

Plain.

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. Why, should I play the Roman fool,

and die [gashes

On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the

Do better upon them.

Enter Macduff.

RTacd. Turn, hell-hound, turn !

Macb. Of all men else I have avoided thee :
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But get thee back ; my soul is too much charg'd

With blood of thine already.

Macd. I have no words,

—

My voice is in my sword: thou bloodier villain

Than terms can give Uiee out ! [ Tlieyfight.

Macb. Thou losest labour:

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air

With thy keen sword impress, as make me
bleed

:

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests
;

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield

To one of woman born.

Macd. Despair thy charm ;

And let the angel whom thou still hast serv'd

Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
Untimely ripp'd. J^so,

Jl/acb. Accursed be that tongue that tells me
For it hath cow'd my better part of man !

And be these juggling fiends no more believ'd,

That palter with us in a double sense ;

That keep the word of promise to our ear,

And break it to our hope !—I '11 not fight with
thee.

Macd. Then peld thee, coward,
And live to be the show and gaze o' the time

:

We '11 have thee, as our rarer monsters are.

Painted upon a pwle, and underwrit,

Here may you see the tyrant.

Macb. I will not yield.

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet,

And to be baited with the rabble's curse.

Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born,

Yet I ^vill trj' the last. Before my body
I throw my warlike shield: lay on, MacduflT;
And damn'd be him that first cries, Hold,

enough! [Exeittit, fighting.

Retreat. Flojtrish. Enter, with drum and
colours, Malcolm, old Siward, Ross,
Lennox, Angus, Caithness, Menteith,
and Soldiers.

MaL I would the friends we miss were safe

arriv'd. [see,

Si-iV. Some must go off; and yet, by these I

So great a day as diis is cheaply bought.
Mai. Macduff is missing, and your noble son.

A'oj-j-. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's

debt:
lie only liv'd but till he was a man

;

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm'd
In the unshrinking station where he fought,

But like a man he died.

Siw. Then he is dead ?

Moss, Ay, and brought off the field : your
cause of sorrow

Must not be measur'd by his worth, for then
It hath no end.

Siw. Had he his hurts before ?

Ross. Ay, on the front.

Siw. Why, then, God's soldier be he \

Had I as many sons as I have hairs,

I would not wish them to a fairer death:

And, so his knell is knoU'd.
Mai. He's worth more sorrow.

And that I '11 spend for him.
Siw. He 's worth no more :

They say he {Xirted well, and p»aid his score

:

And so, God be with him !—Here comes newer
comfort.

Re-enter Macduff, wi/h Macbeth's head.

Macd. Hail, king ! for so thou art : behold,

where stands

The usurper's cursed head : the time is free

:

I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl

That speak my salutation in their minds

;

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine,

—

Hail, Iving of Scotland !

All. Hail, King of Scotland !

^Flourish.

Mai. We shall not spend a large expense of

time

Before we reckon with your several loves.

And make us even with you. My thanes and
kinsmen,

Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland

In such an honour nam'd. What 's more to do,

Which would be planted newly with the time,

—

As calling home our exil'd friends abroad.

That fled the snares of watchful tyranny

;

Producing forth the cruel ministers

Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen,

—

Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands
Took off her life ;—this, and what needful else

That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,

We will perform in measure, time, and place:

So, thanks to all at once, and to each one.

Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone.

[^Flourish. Exeunt,
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ACT L

Scene L—Elsinore. A Platform before the

Castle.

Francisco at his post. Etiter to him.

Bernardo.

Ber. Who 's there ?

Fran. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold
Yourself.

Ber. Long live the king !

Fran. Bernardo ?

Ber. He.
Fran. You come most carefully upon your

hour.

Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve
; get thee to bed,

Francisco.

Fran. For this relief much thanks ; 'tis bitter

cold,

And I am sick at heart.

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ?

Fran. Not a mouse stirring.

Ber. Well, good-night.

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,

The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Fran. I think I hear them.—Stand, ho

!

Who is there?

Enter Horatio and JIarcellus.

nor. Friends to this ground.
Mar. And liegemen to the Dane.
Fran. Give you good-night.

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier:

Who hath reliev'd you ?

Fran. Bernardo has my place.

Give you good-night. \^Exit,

3far. Holla ! Bernardo

!

Ber. Say.
What, is Horatio there ?

Ifor. A- piece of him.
Ber. Welcome, Horatio:—welcome, good

Marcellus. [night ?

Mar. WTiat, has this thing appear'd again to-

Ber. I have seen nothing.

Mar. Horatio says 'tis but our fantasy.

And will not let belief take hold of him
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us

:

Therefore I have entreated him along
With us to watch the minutes of this night

;

That, if again this apparition come
He may approve our eyes and speak to it.

Hot. Tush, tush, 'twill not appear.

Ber. Sit down awhile.

And let us once again assail your ears.

That are so fortified against our story,

Wliat we two nights have seen.

Hor. Well, sit we down.
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.

Ber. Last night of all.

When yon same star that 's westward from the

pole

Had made his course to illume that part of

heaven
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Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself,

The bell then beating one,— [comes again !

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look where it

Ejiter Ghost, armed.

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's

dead. [Horatio.

Mar. Thou art a scholar ; speak to it,

Ber. Looks it not like the king ? mark it,

Horatio. [and wonder.
Hor. Most like ;—it harrows me with fear

Bar. It would be spoke to.

!\Ixr. Question it, Horatio.

Hor. What art thou, that usurp'st this time

of night.

Together with that fair and warlike form
In which the majesty of buried Denmark
Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge

thee, speak!
Mar. It is offended.

Ber. See, it stalks away

!

Hor. Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee,

speak

!

{^Exit Ghost.
Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer, [pale

:

Ber. How now, Horatio! youtremble and look

Is not this something more than fantasy?

What think you on 't ?

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe

Without tlie sensible and true avouch
Of mine owa eyes.

Mar. Is it not like the king ?

Hor. As thou art to thyself

:

Such was the very armour he had on
When he the ambitious Norway combated ;

So frown'd he once when, in an angry parle,

He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice.

'Tis strange. [hour,

I\lar. Thus twice before, and just at this dead
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.

Hor. In what particular thought to work I

know not

;

But, in the gross and scope of my opinion,

This bodes some strange eruption to our state.

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he
that knows,

WHiy this same strict and most observant watch
So nightly toils the subject of the land

;

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon.
And foreign mart for implements of war ; [task

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore

Does not divide the Sunday from the week ;

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste

Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day:
Who is 't that can inform me ?

Hor. That can I

;

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king,

Whose image even but now appear'd to us,

Was, as you know, by Forlinbras of Norway,
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride,

Dar'd to the combat ; in which our valiant

Hamlet,-- [him,

—

For so this side of our known world esteem'd

Did slay this Forlinbras j who, by a seal'd

compact,

Well ratified by law and heraldry.

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands,

Which he stood sciz'd of, to the conqueror:

Against the which, a moiety competent

Was gaged by our king ; which had retum'd

To the inheritance of Fortinbras, [cov'nant,

Had he been vanquisher ; as by the same
And carriage of the article design'd, [bras,

His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortin-

Of unimproved mettle hot and full.

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there,

Shark'd up a list of landless resolutes,

For food and diet, to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in 't : which is no other,

—

As it doth well appear unto our state,

—

But to recover of us by strong hand,

And terms compulsative, those foresaid lands

So by his father lost : and this, I take it,

Is the main motive of our preparations.

The source of this our watch, and the chief head

Of this post-haste and romage in the land.

Ber. I think it be no other, but e'en so

:

Well may it sort, that this portentous figure

Comes armed through our watch ; so like the

king

That was and is the question of these wars.

Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, [dead

The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted

Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets

:

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood.

Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star.

Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands,

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse

:

And even the like precurse of fierce events,

—

As harbingers preceding still the fates,

And prologue to the omen coming on,

—

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated

Unto our climature and countrymen.

—

But, soft, behold ! lo, where it comes again !

Re-enter Ghost.

I '11 cross it, though it blast me.—Stay, illusion!

If thou hast any sound or use of voice,

Speak to me

:

If there be any good thing to be done.

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me,
Speak to me

:

If thou art privy to thy country's fate.
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Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid,

O, speak

!

Or il ihou hast uphoarded in thy life

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth,

P'or which, they say, you spirits oft walk
in death, [CocA avws.

Speak of it :—stay, and speak !—Stop it, Mar-
cellus.

Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partisan ?

I/or. Do, if it will not stand.

jBer. 'Tis here

!

J/or. 'Tis here

!

3/ar. 'Tis gone

!

[£xil Ghost.

We do it wrong, being so majestical,

To offer it the show of violence ;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable.

And our vain blows malicious mockery, [crew.

Ber. It was about to speak when the cock

Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard.

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn,
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat

Awake the god of day ; and at his warning.

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air.

The extravagant and erring spirit hies

To his confine : and of the truth herein

This present object made probation.

Afar. It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some say that ever 'gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated,

The bird of dawning singeth all night long :

And then, they say, no spirit can walk abroad ;

The nights are wholesome; then no planets strike,

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm ;

So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. [it.

//o7: So have I heard, and do in part believe

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad,

Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill :

Break we our watch up: and, by my advice,

Let us impart what we have seen to-night

Unto young Hamlet ; for, upon my life.

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him

:

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it.

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty?
Ji/ar. Let's do 't, I pray; and I this morn-

ing know
Where we shall find him most conveniently.

[Exeia/i.

Scene II.

—

Elsinore. A Room of State in

the Castle.

Enter theK.i'^G, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius,
Laertes, Voltimand, Cornelius, Lords,

a«^ Attendants.

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear

brother's death

The memory be green ; and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole king-

dom
To be contracted in one brow of woe

;

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature
That we with wisest sorrow think on him,
Together with remembrance of ourselves.

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen,
The imperial jointress of this warlike state.

Have we, as 'twere with a defeated joy,

—

With one auspicious and one dropping eye.

With mirth and funeral, and with dirge in

marriage.

In equal scale weighing delight and dole,

—

Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd

Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone
With this affair along :—for all, our thanks.

Now follows that you know, young Fortinbras,

Holding a weak supposal of our worth,
Or thinking by our late dear brother's death
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame,

CoUeagued with the dream of his advantage,
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message,
Importing the surrender of those lands

Lost by his father, with all bonds of law.

To our most valiant brother. So much for

him.

—

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting:
Thus much the business is:—we have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,

—

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears

Of this his nephew's purpose,—to suppress

His further gait herein ; in that the levies.

The lists, and full proportions, are all made
Out of his subject :—and we here despatch

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway;
Giving to you no further personal power
To business with the king more than the scope

Of these dilated articles allow. [duty.

Farewell; and let your haste commend your

Cor. and Vol. In that and all things will we
show our duty.

King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell,

[Exeunt Vol. and CoR.
And now, Laertes, v^hat 's the news with you?
You told us of some suit; what is't, Laertes?

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane,
And lose your voice: what wouldst thou beg,

Laertes,

That shall not be my offer, nor thy asking?

The head is not more native to the heart.

The hand more instrumental to the mouth,
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father.

What wouldst thou have, Laertes?

Lafr. Dread my lord,

Your leave and favour to return to France;
2 N 2
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From whence though willingly I came to Den-
murk,

To show my duty in your coronation

;

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done,

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward
France, [pardon.

-

And bow them to your gracious leave and
King. Have you your father's leave? What

says Polonius? [slow leave

Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my
By laboursome petition; and at last

Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent:

I do beseech you, give him leave to go.

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be
thine,

And thy best graces spend it at thy wi'U !

—

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,

—

Ham. [Aside:] A little more than kin, and
less than kind. [you ?

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on
Ham. Not so, my lord; I am too much i'

the sun. [off.

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids

Seek for thy noble father in the dust

:

[die,

Thou know'st 'tis common,—all that live must
Passing through nature to eternity.

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common.
Queen. If it be,

Why seems it so particular with thee? [seems.

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother.
Nor customary suits of solemn black,

Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath,

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye,

Nor the dejected 'haviour of the visage,

Together with all forms, moods, shows of grief,

That can denote me truly: these, indeed, seem

;

For they are actions that a man might play

:

But I have that within which passeth show

;

These but the trappings and the suits of woe.
King. 'Tis sweet and commendable in your

nature, Hamlet,
To give these mourning duties to your father

:

But, you must know, your father lost a father;

That father lost, lost his; and the survivor
bound.

In filial obligation, for some term
To do obsequious sorrov/ : but to persevere
In obstinate condolement is a course
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief:

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven

;

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient

;

An understanding simple and unschool'd

:

For what we know must be, and is as common
As liny the must vulgar thing to sense,

Why should we, in our peevish opposition,

Take it to heart? Fie ! 'tis a fault to heaven,
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature,

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and who siill hath cried,

From the first corse till he that died to-day,

This 7nust be so. We pray you, throw to earth
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us

As of a father : for let the world take note
You are the most immediate to our throne;
And with no less nobility of love

Than that which dearest father bears his son
Do I impart toward you. For your intent

In going back to school in Wittenberg,
It is most retrograde to our desire:

And we beseech you bend you to remain
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye,

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.

Quee?i. Let not thy mother lose her prayers,

Hamlet

:

I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg.
Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam.
King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply

:

Be as ourself in Denmark.—Madam, come;
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof.

No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell

;

And the king's rouse the heavens shall bruit

again.

Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away.
[Exeunt all but Hawlet.

Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would
melt.

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew

!

Or that the Everlasting had not flx'd [God !

His canon 'gainst self-slaughter ! O God ! O
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the uses of this world !

Fie on 't ! O fie ! 'tis an unweeded garden,
That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in

nature

Possess it merely. That it should come to this

!

Bat two months dead !—nay, not so much, not
two:

So excellent a king ; that was, to this,

Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to m)' mother,
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth !

Must I remember? why, she would hang on him
As if increase of appetite had grown
By what it fed on : and yet, within a month,

—

Let me not think on't,

—

Frailty, tliy name is

woman!— "

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old
With which she follow'd my poor father's body.
Like Niobe, all tears ;—why she, even she,

—
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God ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason.

Would have mourn'd longer,—married with

mine uncle, [father

My father's brother; but no more like my
Than I to Hercules: within a month;
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes.

She married :—O, most wicked speed, to post

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets

!

It is not, nor it cannot come to good ; [tongue

!

But break, my heart,—for I must hold my

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and
Bernardo.

Hor. Hail to your lordship!

Ham. I am glad to see you well

:

Horatio,—or I do forget myself. [vant ever.

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor ser-

Ham, Sir, my good friend ; I '11 change that

name with you : [tio?

—

And what make you from Wittenberg, Hora-
Marcellus?
Mar. My good lord,

—

Ham. I am very glad to see you.—Good
even, sir.

—

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord.

Ham. I v/ould not hear your enemy say so;

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence,

To make it truster of your own report

Against yourself: I know you are no truant.

But what is your affair in Elsinore?

We "11 teach you to drink deep ere you depart.

Hor, My lord, I came to see your father's

funeral. [student

;

Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-

1 think it was to see my mother's wedding.
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon.
Ham. Thrift, thrift. Hnralio! the funeral-

)^alil^ 3P-^at§

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables.

Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven
Ere I had ever seen that day, Horatio !

—

My father,—methinks I see my father.

Hor. Where, my lord ?

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio.

Hor. I saw him once ; he was a goodly king.

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all,

I ihall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight.

Ham. Saw who?
Hor. My lord, the king your father.

Ham. The king my father

!

Hor. Season your admiration for awhile

With an attent ear, till I may deliver.

Upon the witness of these gentlemen,
This marvel to you.

Ham. For God's love, let me hear.

Hor. Two nights together had these gentle-

men,
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch,
In the dead vast and middle of the night,

Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your
father,

Arm'd at all points exactly, cap-a-pe.

Appears before them, and with solemn march
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk'd

By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes.

Within his tnincheon's length ; whilst they,

distill'd

Almost to jelly with the act of fear.

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ;

And I with them the third night kept the watch:

Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time.

Form of the thing, each word made true and
good,

The apparition comes: I knew your father;

These hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was this?

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we
watch'd.

Ham. Did you not speak to it?

Hor. My lord, I did ;

But answer made it none : yet once methought
It lifted up its head, and did address

Itself to motion, like as it would speak :

But even then the morning cock crew loud,

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away,
And vanish'd from our sight.

Ham. 'Tis very strange.

Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis

true

;

And we did think it writ down in our duty

To let you know of it. [me.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles

Hold you the watch to-night?

Mar. and Ber. We do, my lord.

Ham. Arm'd, say you?
Mar. and Ber. Arm'd, my lord.

Hatn. From top to toe ?

Mar. and Ber. My lord, from head to foot.

Ham-. Then saw you not his face?

Hor. O yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up.

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ?

Hor. A countenance more in sorrow than in

anger.

Ham. Pale or red ?

Hor. Nay, very pale.

Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you?
Hor. Most constantly.

Ham. I would I had been there.

Hor. It wouW have much am.iz'd you.

Ham. Very like, very like. Stay'd it long?
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Hor. While one with moderate haste might
tell a hundred.

ATar. and Ber. Longer, longer.

Hor. Not when I saw 't.

Ham. Ilis beard was grizzled,—no

?

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life,

A sable silver'd.

Ham. I will watch to-night

;

Perchance 'twill walk again.

Hor. I warrant it will.

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person

I '11 speak to it, though hell itself should gape
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,

If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight.

Let it be tenable in your silence still ;

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night,

Give it an understanding, but no tongue

:

I will requite your loves. So, fare ye well

:

Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve,

I '11 visit you.

All. Our duty to your honour.
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : farewell.

[Exeunt HoR., Mar., and Ber.
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well ;

I doubt some foul play : would the night were
come!

Till then sit still, my soul : foul deeds will rise,

Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's
eyes. \^Exii.

Scene III.

—

A Room in Poi.ONius's House.

Enter Laertes and Ophelia,

Laer. My necessaries are embark'd : farewell

:

And, sister, as the winds give benefit.

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep,

But let me hear from you.

Oph. Do you doubt that ?

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his

favour,

Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood

:

A violet in the youth of primy nature,

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting,

The perfume and suppliance of a minute
;

No more.
Oph. No more but so ?

Laer. Think it no more

:

For nature, crescent, docs not grow alone
In thews and bulk ; but as this temple waxes.
The inward service of the mind and soul
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now

;

And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch
The virtue of his will : but you must fear.

His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own ;

For he himself is subject to his birth

:

He may not, as unvalu'd persons do.
Carve for himself; for on his choice depends

The safety and the health of the whole state ;

And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd

Unto the voice and yielding of that body
Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he

loves you.

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it

As he in his particular act and place

May give his sa}ing deed ; which is no further

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain

If with loo credent ear you list his songs,

Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open
To his unmaster'd importunity.

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister
;

And keep within the rear of your affection,

Out of the shot and danger of desire.

The chariest maid is prodigal enough
If she unmask her beauty to the moon :

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes :

The canker galls the infants of the spring

Too oft before their buttons be disclos'd ;

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth

Contagious blastments are most imminent.

Be wary, then ; best safety lies in fear

:

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near.

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson

keep [brother,

As watchman to my heart. But, good ,;,

Do not, as some ungracious pastors do.

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ;

Whilst like a puff'd and reckless libertine,

Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads,

And recks not his own read.

Laer. O, fear me not.

I stay too long :—but here my father comes.

Efiter PoLONius.

A double blessing is a double grace ;

Occasion smiles upon a second leave, [shame I

Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, ' >-

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail.

And you are stay'd for. There,—my blessing

with you

!

\^Laying his hand on Laertes's head.

And these few precepts in thy memory
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no

tongue.

Nor any unproportion'd thought his act.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel ;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Be-

ware
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in.

Bear 't that the opposed may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice

:
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Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judg-

ment.
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,

But not expressed in fancy; rich, not gaudy;
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ;

And they in France of the best rank and station

Aie most select and generous chief in that.

Neither a borrower nor a lender be:

For loan oft loses both itself and friend ;

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.
This above all,—to thine ownself be true ;

And it must follow, as the night the day.

Thou canst not then be false to any man.
Farewell : my blessing season this in thee !

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my
lord. [tend.

Pol. The time invites you ; go, your servants

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember well

What I have said to you.

Oph. 'Tis in my memory lock'd,

And ycu yourself shall keep the key of it.

Laer. Farewell. {^Exit.

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you?
Oph. So please you, something touching the

Lord Hamlet.
Pol. Marry, well bethought

:

'Tis told me he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you yourself

Have of your audience been most free and
bounteous

:

If it be so,—as so 'tis put on me.
And that in way of caution,— I must tell you,
You do not understand yourself so clearly

As it behoves my daughter and your honour.
What is between you? give me up the truth.

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many
tenders

Of his affection to me. [girl?

Pol. Affection ! pooh ! you speak like a green
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them?
Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should

think. [baby

;

Pol. Marry, I '11 teach you : think yourself a
That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay,

Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more
dearly

;

Or,—not to crack the wind of the poor phrase.
Wronging it thus,—you '11 tender me a fool.

c ph. My lord, he hath importun'd me with love

In honourable fashion.

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to.

Oph, And hath given countenance to his

speech, my lord,

With almost all the holy vows of heaven.
Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I

do know,

When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul

Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter,
Giving more light than heat,—extinct in both.
Even in their promise, as it is a-making,

—

You must not take for fire. From this time
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence;
Set your entreatments at a higher rate

Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet,
Believe so much in him, that he is young

;

And with a larger tether may he walk
Than may be given you : in few, Ophelia,

Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers,

—

Not of that dye which their investments show,
But mere implorators of unholy suits.

Breathing like sanctified and pious bawds,
The better to beguile. This is for all,

—

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth.

Have you so slander any moment leisure

As to give words or talk with the Lord HamleL
Look to 't, I charge you ; come your ways.

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. \_ExcM

Scene IV.— The Platform.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellui,

Ham. The air bites shrewdly; it is very cold.

Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air.

Havi. What hour now ?

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve.

Mar. No, it is struck.

Hor. Indeed ? I heard it not : then it draws
near the season

Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk.

\_A Jloterish of tnanpets, and ordnance
shot off withm.

\Vhat does this mean, my lord?

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and
takes his rouse, [reels ;

Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-spring

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down.
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out

The triumph of his pledge.

Hor. Is it a custom ?

Ham. Ay, marr)% is 't

:

But to my mind,—though I am native here,

And to the manner born,— it is a custom
More honour'd in the breach than the observ-

ance.

This heavy-headed revel east and west

Makes us traduc'd and tax'd of other nations:

They clepe us drunkards, and with swuiish

phrase

Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes

From our achievements, though perform'd at

height.

The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So oft it chances in particular men
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That, for some vicious mole of nature in them,

As in their birth,—wherein they are not guilty,

Since nature cannot choose his origin,

—

By the o'ergrowth of some complexion,
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason

;

Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leaTvens -

The form of plausive manners ;—that these

men,

—

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect,

Being nature's livery or fortune's star,

—

Their virtues else,—be they as pure as grace,

As infinite as man may undergo,

—

Shall in the general censure take corruption

f'rom that particular fault : the dram of eale

Doth all the noble substance of a doubt
To his own scandal.

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes!

Enter Ghost.

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend
us!

—

Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn'd.
Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from

Be thy intents wicked or charitable,

Thou com'st in such a questionable shape
That I will speak to thee : I '11 call thee ILamlet,

King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me

!

Let me not burst in ignorance ; but tell

Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death,

Have burst their cerements ; why the sepulchre.

Wherein we sav/ thee quietly in-urn'd,

Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws
To cast thee up again ! What may this mean.
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel,

Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon.
Making night hideous, and we fools of nature
So horridly to shake our disposition

With thonghts beyond the reaches of our souls ?

Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we
do? [Ghost beckons Hamlet.

Hoy. It beckons you to go away with it,

As if it some impartment did desire

To you alone.

Mar. Look, with what courteous action
It waves you to a more removed ground

:

But do not go with it,

Hor. No, by no means.
Ham. It will not speak ; then will I follow it.

Hor. Do not, my lord.

Ham. Why, what should be the fear ?

I do not set my life at a pin's fee ;

And for my soul, what can it do to that,

Being a thing immortal as itself?

It waves me forth again ;—I '11 follow it.

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood,

my lord,

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff

That beetles o'er his base into the sea.

And there assume some other horrible form,

Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason,

And draw you into madness? think of it:

The very place puts toys of desperation,

Without more motive, into eveiy brain

That looks so many fathoms to the sea

And hears it roar beneath.

Ham. It waves me still.

—

Go on ; I '11 follow thee.

Mar. You shall not go, my lord.

Ham. Hold off your hands.

Hor. Be rul'd ; you shall not go.

Ham. My fate cries out,

And makes each petty artery in this body
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve.

—

[Ghost beckons.

Still am I call'd ;—unhand me, gentlemen ;

—

\_Breakingfrom them.

By heaven, I '11 make a ghost of him that icis

me.
I say, away !—Go on ; I 'II follow thee.

\Exciint Ghost and Hamlet.
Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination.

Mar. Let 's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey
him. [come ?

Hor. Have after.—To what issue will this

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of

Denmark.
Hor. Heaven will direct it.

Alar. ^^ay, let 's follow him.
\_Exeunt.

Scene V.

—

A more remote part of the

Platform.

Enter Ghost aiid Hamlet.

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? speak
I 'II go no farther.

Ghost. Mark me.
Ham. I will.

Ghost. Tvly hour is almost come,
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames

Must render up myself.

Hat7i. Alas, poor ghost

!

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious

hearing

To what I shall unfold.

Ham. Speak; I am bound to hear.

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou

shalt hear.

Ham. What?
Ghost. I am thy father's spirit

;

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night,

And, for the day, confin'd to waste in fires

Till the foul crimes done in ray days of nature
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Are burnt and purg'd away. But tliat I am
forbid

To tell the secrets of my prison-house,

I could a tale unfold whose lightest word
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young

blood

;

[spheres ;

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their

Thy knotted and combined locks to part.

And each particular hair to stand on end,

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine :

But this eternal blazon must not be

To ears of flesh and blood.— List, list, O, list !—
If thou didst ever thy dear father love,

—

Ham. O God ! [murder.

Gkost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural

Ham. Murder !

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is

;

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural.

Ham. Haste me to know 't, that I, with

wings as swift

As meditation or the thoughts of love,

May sweep to my revenge.

Gkost. I find thee apt

;

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, [hear:

Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet,

'Tis given out that, sleeping in mine orchard,

A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Den-
mark

Is by a forged process of my death

Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth,

The serpent that did sting thy father's life

Now wears his crown.

Ham. O my prophetic soul! mine uncle!

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate

beast, [gifts,

—

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous

O wicked wit and gifts that have the power
So to seduce !—won to his shameful lust

The will of my most seeming virtuous queen:
Hamlet, what a falliiig-off was there !

I'iom me, whose love was of that dignity

That it went hand in hand even with the vow
1 made to her in marriage ; and to decline

' pon a wretch whose natural gifts v/ere poor

T.J those of mine !

I'.ut virtue, as it never will be mov'o,

"liough lev/dness court it in a shape of heaven;

^•o lust, though to a radiant angel link'd.

Will sate itself in a celestial bed

And prey on garbage.

T;ut, soft! melhinks I scent the morning air;

ijnef let me he.—Sleeping within mine orchard,

.My custom always in the afternoon.

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,

With juice of cursed hebonon in a vial.

And in the porches of mine ears did pour

The leperous distilment; whose effect

Holds such an enmity with blood of man
That, swilt as quicksilver, it courses through

The natural gates and alleys of the body

;

And with a sudden vigour it doth posset

And curd, like eager droppings into milk,

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine;
And a most instant tetter bark'd about.

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust,

All my smooth body.
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand.

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch'd:

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,

Unhousel'd, unanointed, unanel'd ;

No reckoning made, but sent to my account

With all my imperfections on my head :

O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible !

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not

;

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be
A couch for lu.\ur}' and damned incest.

But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act,

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive

Against thy mother aught: leave her to heaven.

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge.

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at oncel

The glowworm shows the matin to be near.

And 'gins to pale bis uneffectual fire:

Adieu, adieu ! Hamlet, remember me. \^Exit.

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth I

what else ? [heart

;

And shall I couple hell ?—O, fie !—Hold, my
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old,

But bear me slillly up.—Remember thee !

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat

In this distracted globe. Remember thee!

Yea, from the table of my memory
I '11 wipe away all trivial fond records,

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past,

That youth and observation copied there ;

And thy commandment all alone shall live

Within the book and volume of my brain,

Unmix'd with baser matter: yes, by heaven.

—

O most pernicious woman I

villain, villain, smiling, damned villain !

My tables,—meet it is I set it down,
That one may smile, and sniile, and be a villain;

At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark

:

[ W}-iting.

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word

;

It is, Adieu, adicii ! remember ?ne :

1 have sworn 't.

Hof. [Witniii.l My lord, my lord,

—

Mar. [tf7thi>i.] Lord Ilam.let,

—

Hor. [ Ii7/h//!.] Heaven secure him !

Mar. [With hi.] So be it !

Hor. [J!'i:/ii;/.] Illo, ho, ho, my lord !

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come.
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Efi^er Horatio and Marcellus.

A/ar, How is 't, my noble lord ?

//or. What news, my lord ?

//am. O, wonderful !

//or. Good my lord, tell it.
,

//am. No ; you Ml reveal it.

//or. Not I, my lord, by heaven.

A/ar. Nor I, my lord.

//atn. How say you, then ; would heart of

man once think it ?

—

But you '11 be secret ?

//or. and Mar, Ay, by heaven, my lord.

//am. There 's ne'er a villain dwelling in all

Denmark
But he 's an arrant knave.

//or. There needs no ghost, my lord, come
from the grave

To tell us this.

Ham. Why, right ; you are i' the right

;

And so, without more circumstance at all,

I hold it fit that we shake hands and part

:

You, as your business and desire shall point

you,

—

For every man has business and desire,

Such as it is ;—and for mine own poor part.

Look you, I '11 go pray. [my lord.

//or. These are but wild and whirling words,

//am. I 'm sorry they offend you, heartily;

Yes, faith, heartily.

//or. There 's no offence, my lord.

//am. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is,

Horatio, [here,

—

And much offence too. Touching this vision

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you

:

For your desire to know what is between us,

O'ermaster't as you may. And now, good
friends.

As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers,

Give me one poor request.

//or. What is't, my lord? we will.

//am. Never make known what you nave
seen to-night.

//or. and A/ar. My lord, we will not.

//am. Nay, but swear 't.

//or. In faith,

My lord, not I.

Alar. Nor I, my lord, in faith.

//am. Upon my sword.
Alar. We have sworn, my lord, already.

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed.

Ghost. [Befteatk.\ Swear.
Ham. Ha, ha, boy! say'st thou so? art thou

there, truepenny?

—

[age,

—

Come on,—you hear this fellow in the cellar-

Consent to swear.

//or. Propose the oath, my lord.

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have
seen.

Swear by my sword.

Ghost. {Beneath.'] Swear. [ground.

—

Ham. Hie et tibique? then we'll shift our

Come hither, gentlemen.

And lay your hands again upon my sword

:

Never to speak of this that you have heard.

Swear by my sword.

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. [earth so fast?

Ham. Well said, old mole ! canst work i' the

A worthy pioneer !—Once more remove, good
friends. [strange

!

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous
Ham, And therefore as a stranger give it

welcome. [Horatio,

There are more things in heaven and earth,

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.

But come ;

—

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy,

How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself,

—

As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet
To put an antic disposition on,—

•

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall.

With arms encumber'd thus, or this head-shake.

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase.

As, iVell, well, we know;—or. We could, an

ifwe would;— {they might;—
Or, /f we list to speak;—or. There be, an ij

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note

That you know aught of me:—this not to do.

So grace and mercy at your most need help you,

Swear.
Ghost. {Beneath.] Swear.
//am. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit!—So,

genllemen.
With all my love I do commend me to you:

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is

May do, to express his love and friending to you,

God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in to-

gether ;

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray.

The time is out of joint:—O cursed spite,

That ever I was born to set it right !

—

Nay, come, let 's go together. {Exeunt.

ACT H.

Scene I.

—

A Room in Polomus's House.

Enter PoLONius a«t/ Reynaldo.

Pol. Give him this money and these notes,

Reynaldo.

Rey. I will, my lord. [Reynaldo,
Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good

Before you visit him, to make inquiry

Of his behaviour.
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Rcy. My lord, I did intend it.

Pol. Marry, well said; very well said. Look
you, sir,

Liquire me first what Danskers are in Paris;

And how, and who, what means, and where
they keep,

What company, at what expense; and finding,

By this encompassment and drift of question,

That they do know my son, come you more
nearer

Than your particular demands will touch it:

Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge
of him

;

As thus, I know hisfather and his friends,
And inpart him ;—do you markthis, Reynaldo?

Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. \not well

:

Pol. And in part him ;
—but, you may say,

But ift be he I mean, he 'j very wild

;

Addicted so and so ; and there put on him
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that

;

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips

As are companions noted and most known
To youth and liberty.

Pcy. As gaming, my lord.

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing,
quarrelling,

Drabbing :—you may go so far.

Key. My lord, that would dishonour him.
Pol. Faith, no ; as you may season it in the

charge.

Vou must not put another scandal on him,
Tliat he is open to incontinency;
That 's not my meaning : but breathe his faults

so quaintly

That they may seem the taints of liberty;

The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind

;

A savageness in unreclaimed blood,
Of general assault.

Key. But, my good lord,—

•

Pol. WHierefore should you do this ?

Rey. Ay, my lord,

I would know that.

Pol. Marry, sir, here 's my drift

;

And I believe it is a fetch of warrant

:

You laying these slight sullies on my son,

As 'twere a thing a little soil'd i' the working,
I\fark you,
\'i)ur party in converse, him you would sound,
1 laving ever seen in the prenominate crimes
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assur'd

I le closes with you in this consequence ;

(iood sir, or so; ox friend, ox gentleman,*
According to the phrase or the addition
Of man and country.

Key. Veiy good, my lord.

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,—he does,

—

What was I about to say?- -By the mass, I was
About to say something:—where did I leave?

Rey. At closes in the consequence,

h\.friend or so, a.nd gentleman. [marry;
Pol. At—closes in the consequence,—ay,

He closes with you thus :

—

Jknow thegentleman;
I saw him yesterday, or father day, \yoti say.

Or then, or then ; with such, or such ; and, as

There was he gaining; there o'ei-took in ^s rouse

;

There fallitig out at tennis : or perchance,
I saw him enter such a house of sale,—
Videlicet, a brothel,—or so forth.-

-

See you now

;

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth:

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach.

With windlaces, and with assays of bias,

By indirections find directions out:

So, by my former lecture and advice, [not ?

Shall you my son. You have me, have yni
Rey. My lord, I have,

Pol. God b' wi' you ; fare you well.

Rcy. Good my lord !

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself.

Rcy. I shall, my lord.

Pol. And let him ply his music.

Rey. Well, my lord.

Pol. Farewell

!

\_Exit Reynaldo.

Enter Ophelia.

How now, Ophelia! what's the matter?

Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been so affrighted

!

Pol. With what, i' the name of God?
Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my chamber.

Lord Hamlet,—with his doublet all unbrac'd

;

No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd,

Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ankle ;

Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other

;

And with a look so piteous in purport

As if he had been loosed out of hell

To speak of horrors,—he comes before me.

Pol. Mad for thy love ?

Oph. My lord, I do not know;
But truly I do fear it.

Pol. What said he ?

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me
hard ;

Then goes he to the length of all his arm ;

And with his other hand thus o'er his brow.

He falls to such perusal of my face

As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ;

At last,—a little shaking of mine arm,

And thrice his head thus waving up and down,

—

He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound

That it did seem to shatter all his bulk

And end his being : that done, he lets me go

:

And, with his head over his sh.oulder tuni'd,

He seem'd to find his way without his ejes ;
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¥nT out o' doors he went without their help,

Artd to the last bended their light on me.
yb/. Come, go with me: I will go seek the

king.

This is the very ecstacy of love ;

V\ lose violent property fordoes itself.

And leads the will to desperate undertakings,

A> oft as any passion under heaven
Ttiai does afflict our natures. I am sorrj',

—

^\')lal, have you given him any hard words of

late? [command,
0/>/i. No, my good lord ; but, as you did

I did repel his letters, and denied
liis access to me.

J'o/. That hath made him mad.
I am sorry that with better heed and judgment
I had not quoted him : I fear'd he did but trifle,

And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my
jealousy

!

It seems it is as proper to our age

To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions

As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king

:

This must be known ; which, being kept close,

might move
More grief to hide than hate to utter love.

Scene II.

—

A Room in the Castle.

Enter KiNG, QUEEN, ROSENCRANTZ,
GuiLDENSTERN, c«df Attendants.

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz and
Guildenstem

!

Jloreover that we much did long to see you,

The need we have to use you did provoke
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard
or Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it.

Since nor the exterior nor the inward man
Kcsembles that it was. What it should be.

More than his father's death, that thus hath put
him

So much from the understanding of himself,

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both.

That being of so young days brought up with
him, [humour,

And since so neighbour'd to his youth and
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court

Some little time; so by your companies
To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather,

So much as from occasion you may glean,

"Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus,

That, open'd, lies within our remedy.
Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd

of 5'ou

;

And sure I am two men there are not living

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you

To show us so much genir)' and guod-will

As to expand your lime with us awhile,

For the supply and profit of our hope.

Your visitation shall receive such thanks

As fits a king's remembrance.
Ros. Both your majesties

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us.

Put your dread pleasures more into command
Than to entreaty.

Guil. We both obey.

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent,

To lay our service freely at your feet.

To be commanded.
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle Guil-

denstern. [Rosencrantz:

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstem and gentle

And I beseech you instantly to visit

My too-much-changed son.—Go, some of you,

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Guil. Heavens make our presence and our
practices

Pleasant and helpful to him

!

Queen. Ay, amen

!

\Exeu7it Ros., Guil., and so7)ie Attendants.

Enter PoLONius.

Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my
good lord.

Are joyfully return'd.

King. Thou still hast been the father of good
nev.'s.

Pol. Have I, my lord? Assure you, my good
liege,

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul.

Both to my God and to my gracious king

:

And I do think,—or else this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure

As it hath us'd to do,— that I have found

The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy.

King. O, speak of that ; that do I long to

hear.

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambas-
sadors ;

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast.

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring

them in. \^Exit PoLONius.
He tells me, my sweet queen, that he hath found

The head and source of all your son's distemper.

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the main,—

•

His father's death and our o'erhasty marriage.

Kittg. Well, we shall sift him.

Re-enter PoLONius, with Voltimand and
Cornelius.

Welcome, my good friends !

Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway?
Volt. Myst fair return of greciings and desires.
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Upon our first, he sent out to suppress

His nephew's levies ; which to him appear'd

To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack ;

But, better look'd into, he truly found

It was against your highness : whereat griev'd,

—

That so his sickness, age, and impotence
Was falsely borne in hand,—sends out arrests

On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ;

Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine,

Makes vow before his uncle never more
To give the assay of arms against your majesty.

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy.

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee ;

And his commission to employ those soldiers.

So levied as before, against the Polack

:

With an entreaty, herein further shown,
\_Gives a paper.

That it might please you to give quiet pass

Through your dominions for this enterprise,

On such regards of safety and allowance
As therein are set down.

King. It likes us well

;

And at our more consider'd time we '11 read,

Answer, and think upon this business.

Meantime we thank you for your well-took
labour

:

Go to your rest ; at night we'll feast together:

Most welcome home

!

[Exeunt VoLT. and COR,
Pol. This business is well ended.

—

My liege, and madam,—to expostulate
What majesty should be, what duty is.

Why day is day, night night, and time is time,

Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time.

Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit,

Andtediousnessthe limbsand outward flourishes,

I will be brief :—your noble son is mad :

Mad call I it ; for to define true madness.
What is 't but to be nothing else but mad ?

But let that go.

Queen. More matter with less art.

Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at all.

That he is mad, 'tis true; 'tis true 'tis pity;

And pity 'tis 'tis true : a foolish figure ;

But farewell it, for I will use no art.

Mad let us grant him, then: and now remains
That we find out the cause of this effect

;

Or rather say, the cause of this defect.

For this effect defective comes by cause

:

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus.

Perpend.
I have a daughter,—have whilst she is mine,

—

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark,
Hath given me this : now gather, and surmise.

\Reads.
To the celestial, and my sonPs idol, tke most

beautified Ophelia,—

That 's an ill phrase, a vile phrase,

—

beautified
is a vile phrase: but you shall hear. Thus:

\_Reads.

In her excellent white bosom, these, &'c.

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her ?

Pol, Good madam, stay awhile ; I will be
faithful. [Peatis.

Doubt thou the stars are fij-e ;

Doubt that the sun doth tnove

;

Dotibt truth to be a liar

;

But never doubt I love.

O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these inivibers ;

I have not art to reckon my groans : but that f
Icve thee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu.

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this

machine is to him, Hamlet.
This, in obedience, hath my daughter show d

me:
And more above, hath his solicitings.

As they fell out by time, by means, and place.

All given to mine ear.

King But how hath she

Receiv d his love ?

Pol. What do you think of me?
Kijig. As of a man faithful and honourable.

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might
you think,

When I had seen this hot love on the wing,

—

As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that,

Before my daughter told me,—what might you.

Or my dear majesty )'our queen here, think.

If I had play'd the desk or table-book ;

Or given my heart a v/inking, mute and dumli;

Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ;

—

What might you think ? No, I went round to

work.
And my young mistress fhus I did bespeak

:

Lord Hamlet is a prince -nit of thy sphere ;

This must not be: and then I precepts gave her.

That she should lock herself from his resort.

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens.

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice;

And he, repulsed,—a short tale to make,

—

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast

;

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness

;

Thence to a lightness , and, by this declension...

Into the madness wherein now he raves

And all we wail for.

King. Do you think 'tis this?

Queett. It may be, very likely.

Pol. Plath there been such a time,—I'd faia

know that,

—

That I have positively said, ^Tis so.

When it prov'd otherwise?

King. Not that I know.

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherv. i';e:

[^Pointing to his hea^i arid slwulder.
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If circumstances lead me, I will find

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed

Within the centre.

King. How may we try it further?

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks for

hours together

Here in the lobby.

Queen. So he does, indeed.

Pol. At such a time I 'II loose my daughter

to him

:

Be you and I behind an arras then ;

Mark the encounter : if he love her not,

And be not from his reason fall'n thereon,

Let me be no assistant for a stale.

But keep a farm and carters.

King. We will try it.

Queen. But look, where sadly the poor wretch
comes reading.

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away:
I '11 board him presently :—O, give me leave.

\_Exeunt King, Queen, a«i^ Attendants.

Enter Hamlet, reading.

How does my good Lord Hamlet ?

Ham. Well, God-a-mercy.
Pol. Do you know me, my lord ?

Hani. Excellent, excellent well; you're a
fishmonger.

Pol. Not I, my lord. [man.
Ham. Thai! I would you were so honest a
Pol. Honest, my lord !

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world
goes, is to be one man picked out of ten thou-

sand.

Pol. That 's very true, my lord.

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead
dog, being a god-kissing carrion,—Have you a
daughter ?

Pol. I have, my lord.

Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun: con-
ception is a blessing ; but not as your daughter
may conceive:—friend, look to't.

Pol. How say you by that?

—

[Aside.] Still

harping on my daughter :—yet he knew me
not at first ; he said I was a fishmonger ; he is

far gone, far gone : and truly in my youth I

suffered much extremity for love; very near
this. I '11 speak to him again.—What do you
read, my lord ?

Ham. Words, words, words,
Pol. What is the matter, my lord ?

Ham. Between who? [lord.

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my
Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical slave

says here that old men have gray beards ; that
their faces are wrinkled ; their eyes purging
tliick amber and plum-tree gum ; and that they

have a plentiful lack of wit, together with most
weak hams : all which, sir, though I most
powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold it

not honesty to have it thus set down ; for you
yourself, sir, should be old as I am, if, like a
crab, you could go backward.

Pol. [Aside.] Though this be madness, yet

there is method in 't.—Will you walk out of

the air, my lord ?

Ham. Into my grave ?

Pol. Indeed, that is out o' the air.

—

[Aside.]

How pregnant sometimes his replies are ! a
happiness that often madness hits on, which
reason and sanity could not so prosperously be
delivered of. I will leave him, and suddenly

contrive the means of meeting between him
and my daughter.—My honourable lord, I will

most humbly take my leave of you.

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any-

thing that I will more willingly part withal,

—

except my life, except my life, except my life.

Pol. Fare you well, my lord.

Ham. These tedious old fools !

Enter RosENCRANTZ and Guildenstern.

Pol. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet ; there

he is.

Ros. [To Polonius.] God save you, sir !

[Exit Polonius.
Guil. Mine honoured lord !

Kos. My most dear lord !

Ham. My excellent good friends ! How dost

thou, Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good
lads, how do ye both ?

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth.

Guil. Happy in that we are not overhappy

;

On fortune's cap we are not the very button.

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ?

Ros. Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in

the middle of her favours ?

Guil. Faith, her privates we.

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune ? O,
most true ; she is a strumpet. What 's the

news? [grown honest.

Ros. None, my lord, but that the world's

Ham. Then is doomsday near : but your

news is not true. Let me question more in

particular : what have you, my good friends,

deserved at the hands of fortune, that she sends

you to prison hither ?

Guil. Prison, my lord !

Ham. Denmark 's a prison.

Ros. Then is the world one.

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are

many confines, wards, and dungeons, Denmark
being one o' the worst.
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Fos. We think not so, my lord.

Ham. Why, then, 'tis none to you ; for there

is nothing either good or bad, but thinking

makes it so : to me it is a prison.

Jios. Why, then, your ambition makes it

one ; 'tis too narrow for your mind.
Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nut-

shell, and count myself a king of infinite space,

were it not that I have bad dreams.
Giiil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition

;

for the very substance of the ambitious is merely
the shadow of a dream.
Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow.
Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy

and light a quality that it is but a shadow's
shadow.

Hatn. Then are our beggars bodies, and our
monarchs and outstretched heroes the beggars'

shadows. Shall we to the court? for, by my
fay, I cannot reason.

Ros. and Guil. We '11 wait upon you.

Ham. No such matter : I will not sort you
with the rest of my servants ; for, to speak to

you like an honest man, I am most dreadfully

attended. But, in the beaten way of friend-

ship, what make you at Elsinore ?

Ros. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion.

Hani. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in

thanks ; but I thank you : and sure, dear

friends, my thanks are too dear a halfpenny.

Were you not sent for? Is it your own inclin-

ing ? Is it a free visitation ? Come, deal justly

with me : come, come ; nay, speak.

Cuil. WTiat should we say, my lord ?

Ham. Why, anything—but to the purpose.

You were sent for ; and there is a kind of con-

fession in your looks, which your modesties
have not craft enough to colour : I know the

good king and queen have sent for you.

Ros. To what end, my lord ?

Ham, That you must teach me. But let me
conjure you, by the rights of our fellowship,

by the consonancy of our youth, by the obliga-

tion of our ever-preserved love, and by what
more dear a better proposer could charge you
withal, be even and direct with me, whether
you were sent for or no ?

Ros. What say you? [7b Gujt.denstern.
Ham. [Aside.'] Nay, then, I hau-; ?n eyt of

you.— If you love me, hold not off.

Gttil. My lord, we were sent for.

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my
anticipation prevent your discovery, and your
secrecy to the king and queen moult no feather.

I have of late,—but wherefore I know not,

—

lost all my mirth, forgone all custom of exer-

cises ; and, indeed, it goes so heavily with my

disposition that this goodly frame, the earth,

seems to me a sterile promontory ; this most
excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave
o'erhanging firmament, this majestical roof
fretted with golden fire,—why, it appears no
other thing to me than a foul and pestilent con-
gregation of vapours. What a piece of work
is man ! How noble in reason ! how infinite

in faculties ! in form and moving, how express
and admirable ! in action, how like an angel

!

in apprehension, how like a god ! the beauty
of the world ! the paragon of animals ! And
yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust ?

man delights not me ; no, nor woman neither,

though by your smiling you seem to say so.

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff in my
thoughts.

Ham. WTiy did you laugh, then, when I

said, Alan delights not me ?

Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not
in man, what lenten entertainment the players
shall receive from you : we coted them on the
way ; and hither are they coming, to ofifer you
service.

Ham. He that plays the king shall be wel-
come,—his majesty shall have tribute of me ;

the adventurous knight shall use his foil and
target ; the lover shall not sigh gratis ; the

humorous man shall end his part in peace

;

the clown shall make those laugh whose lungs
are tickled o' the sere ; and the lady shall say
her mind freely, or the blank verse shall halt

for't,—What players are they?

Ros. Even those you were wont to take

delight in,—the tragedians of the city.

Ha?n. How chances it they travel ? their

residence, both in reputation and profit, was
better both ways.

Ros. I think their inhibition comes by the

means of the late innovation.

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they

did when I was in the city ? Are they so

followed ?

Ros. No, indeed, they are not.

Ham. How comes it? do they grow rusty?

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the

wonted pace : but there is, sir, an aery of

children, little eyases, that cry out on the top

of question, and are most tyrannically clapped

for 't : these are now the fashion ; and so be-

rattle the common stages,—so they call them,

—that many wearing rapiers are afraid of goose-

quills, and dare scarce come thither.

Ham, What, are they children ? who main-

tains 'em ? how are they escoted ? Will they

pursue the quality no longer than they can sing?

will they not say afterwards, if they should
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grow themselves to common players,—as it is

most like, if their means are no better,—their

writers do them wrong, to make them exclaim

against their own succession ?

Jios. Faith, there has been much to do on
both sides ; and the nation holds it no sin to

tarre them to controversy : there was for awhile

no money bid for argument, unless the poet

and the player went to cuffs in the question.

Hj,m, Is 't possible ?

Guil. O, there has been much throwing
about of brains.

Hat7i. Do the boys carry it away ?

Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules
and his load too.

Ham. It is not strange; for mine uncle is

king of Denmark, and those that would make
mouths at him while my father lived, give

twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece

for his picture in little. 'Sblood, there is some-
thing in this more than natural, if philosophy

could find it out.

[Flourish of trumpets within.

Guil. There are the players.

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsi-

nore. Your hands, come: the appurtenance
of welcome is fashion and ceremony : let me
comply with you in this garb ; lest my extent

to the players, which, I tell you, must show
fairly outward, should more appear like enter-

tainment than yours. You are welcome: but
my uncle-father and aunt-mother are deceived.

Guil. In what, my dear lord ?

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west : when
the wind is southerly I know a hawk from a
handsaw.

Enter POLONIUS.

Fol. Well be with you, gentlemen

!

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern ;—and you
too ;—at each ear a hearer : that great baby
you see there is not yet out of his swathing-
clov's.

IfOS. Happily he 's the second time come to
them ; for they say an old man is twice a child.

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to tell me of
the players; mark it.—You say right, sir: o'

Monday morning ; 'twas so indeed.
Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you.
Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you.

When Roscius was an actor in Rome,

—

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord.
Ham. Buzz, buzz

!

Pol. Upon mine honour,

—

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass,

—

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for
tragedy, comedy, liisLory, pastoral, pastoral-

comical, historical-pastoral, tragical-historical,

tragical-comical-hisiorical-pastoral, scene in-

dividable, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot
be too heavy nor Plautus too light. For the

law of writ and the liberty, these are the only
men.
Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a

treasure hadst thou

!

Pol. What a treasure had he, ray lord ?

Ham. Why

—

One fair daughter, and no more.
The which he loved passing weU,

Pol. [Aside-I Still on my daughter.

Ham. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah ?

Pol. If j'ou call me Jephthah, my lord, I

have a daughter that I love passing well.

Ham. Nay, that follows not.

Pol. What follows, then, my lord ?

Ham. Why

—

As by lot, God wot,

and then, you know.

It came to pass, as most like it was,

—

the first row of the pious chanson will show you
more ; for look where my abridgment comes.

Enter four or five Players.

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all :—

I

am glad to see thee well :—welcome, good
friends.—O, my old friend! Thy face is

valanced since I saw thee last ; comest thou to

beard me in Denmark ?—What, my young lady

and mistress ! By 'r lady, your ladyship is

nearer heaven than when I saw you last, by the

altitude of a chopine. Pray God, your voice,

like a piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked
within the ring.—Masters, you are all welcome.
We'll e'en to't like French falconers, fly at

anything we see: we'll have a speech straight:

come, give us a taste of your quality ; come, a
passionate speech.

I Play. What speech, my lord ?

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once,

—but it was never acted ; or, if it was, not
above once ; for the play, I remember, pleased

not the million ; 'twas caviare to the general

:

but it was,—as I received it, and others whose
judgments in such matters cried in the top of

mine,—an excellent play, well digested in the

scenes, set down with as much modesty as

cunning. I remember, one said there were no
sallets in the lines to make the matter savoun',

nor no matter in the phrase that might indite

the author of affectation ; but called it an
honest method, as wholesome as sweet, and by
very much more handsome than fine. One

It
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speech in it I chiefly loved : 'twas Eneas' tale

to Dido ; and thereabout of it especially where
he speaks of Priam's slaughter: if it live in

your memory, begin at this line ;—let me see,

let me see :

—

The rugged Pyrrhus, like the H)Tcanian beast,

—it is not so :—it begins with Pyrrhus :

—

The rugged Pyrrhus,—he whose sable arms,
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble
When he lay couched in the ominous horse,

—

Hath now this dread and black complexion
smear'd

With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot

Now is he total gules ; horridly trick'd

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters,

sons,

Bak'd and impasted with the parching streets,

That lend a tyrannous and damned light

To their vile murders : roasted in wrath and
fire.

And thus o'er-sized with coagulate gore,

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus
Old grandsire Priam seeks.

—

So proceed you.

Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with
good accent and good discretion.

I Play. Anon he finds him [sword.

Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls,

Repugnant to command: unequal match'd,
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes wide ;

But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless

Ilium,

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash

Takes prisoner Pyrrlius' ear : for, lo ! his

sword,
Which was declining on the milliy head
Of reverend Priam, scem'd i' the air to stick

:

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ;

And, like a neutral to his will and matter.
Did nothing.

But as we often see, against some stcrm,
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still.

The bold winds speechless, and the orb below
As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder
Duth rend the region ; so, after Pyrrhus' pause,
A roused vengeance sets him new a-work ;

And never did the Cyclops' hammers fail

On Mars his armour, forg'd for proof eterne,

With less remorse tiian Pyrrhus' bleeding

sword
Now falls on Priam.

—

TS'"^^)
Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune ! All you

In general synod, take av/ay her power
;

Break all the spokes and fellies from her
wheel, [heaven.

And bowl the round knave down the hill of
As low as to the fiends

!

Pol. This is too long.

Ham. It shall to the barber's, with your
beard.—Pr'ythee, say on.—He's for a jig, or a
tale of bawdry, or he sleeps:—say on; come
to Hecuba.

I Play. But who, O, v.ho had seen the

mobled queen,

—

Ham. The mobled queen ?

Pol. That 's good ; mobled qtteen is good.

I Play. Run barefoot up and down,
threatening the flames

With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head
W'here late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe.

About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins,

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up;—
Who this had seen, with tongue in vemm

steep'd, [pronounc'd

:

'Gainst Fortune's state would treason have
But if the gods themselves did see her then.

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport

In mincing with his sword her husband's

limbs,

The instant burst of clamour that she made,—
Unless things mortal move them not at all,

—

Would have made milch the burning eyes of

heaven,

And passion in the gods.

Pol. Look, whether he has not turn'd his

colour, and has tears in 's eyes.—Pray you, no
more.

Ha7H. 'Tis well ; I '11 have thee speak out

the rest soon.—Good my lord, will you see the

players well bestowed ? Do you hear, let them
be well used ; for they are the abstracts and
brief chronicles of the time ; after your death

you were better have a bad epitaph than their

ill report while you live. [their desert.

Pol. My lord, I will use them according lo

Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, better: useeveiy

man after his desert, and who should scape

whipping ? Use them after your own honour

and dignity : the less they deserve the more
merit is in your bounty. Take them in.

Pol. Com.e, sirs.

Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a

play to-morrow. \^Exit PoLONiUS with all the

Players but the First.]—Dost thou hear me, old

friend ; can you play the Murder of Gonzago ?

I Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. We'll ha't to-morrov,' night. You
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could, for a need, study a speech of some

dozen or sixteen lines which I would set down
and insert in't? could you not?

I Play. Ay, my lord.

Hani. Very well.—Follow that lord; and

look you mock him not. {^Exit First Flayer.]

—My good friends \to Ros. a«d? GuiL.], I'll

leave you till night : you are welcome to

EUinore.
Ros. Good my lord

!

[Exeunt Ros. and Gvih.
Ham. Ay, so God b' wi' ye !—Now I am

alone.

O, wliat a rogue and peasant slave am I

!

li It not monstrous that this player here.

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion.

Could force his soul so to his own conceit

That from her working all his visage wan'd ;

Tears in his eyes, distraction in 's aspect,

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting

With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing

!

For Hecuba?
What's Hecuba to him or he to Hecuba, [do.

That he should weep for her ? What would he
Had he the motive and the cue for passion

Tiiat I liave? He would drown the stage with
tears.

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech

;

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free ;

Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed,

Tiie very faculties of eyes and ears.

Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak.
Like John-a-droams, unpregnant of my cause.

And can say notliing ; no, not for a king
Upon whose property and most dear life

A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ?

Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across?
. Plucks off my beard and blows it in my face ?

Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i' the
throat.

As deep as to the lungs? who does me this, ha?
'Swounds, I should take it : for it cannot be
But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall

To make oppression bitter ; or ere this

I should have fatted all the region kites
Wiih lliis slave's offal :—bloody, bawdy villain !

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless
villain

!

O, vengeance

!

Why, what an ass am I ! This is most brave,
Th-Tt I, the son of a dear father murder'd.
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell,

Must, like a whore, unpack myheart with words,
And fall a-cursing like a very drab,
A scullion

!

[heard
Fie upon 't ! foh !—About, my brain ! I have

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play.

Have by the very cunning of the scene

Been struck so to the soul that presently

They have proclaim'd their malefactions ;

For murder, though it have no tongue, will

speak [players

With most miraculous organ. I '11 have these

I'lay something like the murder of my father

Before mine uncle: I '11 observe his looks ;

I '11 tent him to the quick : if he but blench,

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen

May be the devil : and the devil hath power
To assume a pleasing shape ;

yea, and perhaps

Out of my weakness and my melancholy,

—

As he is very potent with such spirits,

—

Abuses me to damn me : I '11 have grounds
More relative than this :—the play 's the thing

Wherein I '11 catch the conscience of the king.

\_Exit.

ACT in.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Castli.

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia,
RosENCRANTZ, and Guildenstekn.

King. And can you, by no drift of circum-

stance.

Get from hun why he puts on this confusion.

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet

With turlmlent and dangerous lunacy?

Ros. He does confess he feels himself dis-

tracted ;
[speak.

But from what cause he will by no means
Gul. Nor do we find him forward to be

sounded ;

But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof

When we would bring him on to some confession

Of his true state.

Qiteett. Did he receive you well ?

Ros. Most like a gentleman.

Gitil. But with much forcing ofhis disposition.

Ros. Niggard ofquestion; but, ofour demands,
Most free in his reply.

Queen. Did you assay him
To any pastime ?

Ros. Madam, it so fell out that certain

players [him ;

We o'er-raught on the way: of these we told

And there did seem in him a kind of joy

To hear of it : they are about the court

;

And, as I think, they have already order
This night to play before him.

Fol. 'Tis most true

:

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties

To hear and see the matter. [content m»
King. With all my heart ; and it doth muc'..
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To hear him so inclin'd.

—

Good genllemen, give him a further edge,

And drive his purpose on to these dehghts.

Has. We shall, my lord.

[Exeunt Ros. and Guii..

King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too

;

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here

Affront Ophelia :

Her father and myself,—lawful espials,

—

Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing, unseen,

We may of their encounter frankly judge ;

And gather by him, as he is behav'd,

If't be the affliction of his love or no
That thus he suffers for.

Queen. I shall obey you :

—

And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish
That your good beauties be the happy cause

Of Hamlet's wildness: so shall I hope your
virtues

Will bring him to his wonted way again,

To both your honours.

Oph. Madam, I wish it may.
[^x/V Queen.

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here.—Gracious, so

please you.

We will bestow ourselves.—[7b Ophelia.]
Read on this book ;

That show of such an exercise may colour

Your loneliness.—We are oft to blame in this,

—

'Tis too much prov'd,—that with devotion's

visage

And pious action we do sugar o'er

The devil himself.

King. \_Aside.'\ O, 'tis too true! [science!

How smart a lash that speech doth give my con-
The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering art.

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it

Than is my deed to my most painted word

:

O heavy burden

!

[lord.

Pol. I hear him coming: let's withdraw, my
[Exeunt King and PoLONius.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. To be, or not to be,—that is the

question:

—

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles.

And by opposing end them?—To die,—to

sleep,

—

No more ; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to,

—
'tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die,—to sleep ;

—

To sleep ! perchance to dream :—ay, there 's

the rub;

For in that sleep of death what dreams may
come.

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Must give us pause: there's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life; [time,

For wlio would bear the whips and scorns of

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's con-
tumely.

The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay.

The insolence of office, and the spurns
That patient merit of the unworthy takes.

When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,—
The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn
No traveller returns,—puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all

;

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought

;

And enterprises of great pith and moment.
With this regard, their currents turn awry.
And lose the name of action.—Soft you now !

The fair Ophelia.—Nymph, in thy orisons

Be all my sins remember'd.
Oph. Good my lord,

IIow does your honour for this many a day?
Ham. I humbly thank you ; well, well, well.

Opk. My lord, I have remembrances of yours,

That I have longed long to re-deliver*

I pray you, now receive them.

Ha7n. No, not I

;

I never gave you aught. [you did

;

Oph. My honour'd lord, you know right well

And, with them, words of so sweet breath com-
pos'd [lost.

As made the things more rich: their perfume
Take these again ; for to the noble mind
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind.

There, my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest?

Oph. My lord?

Ham. Are you fair?

Oph. What means your lordship?

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, yout

honesty should admit no discourse to your

beauty.

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better

commerce than with honesty?
Han. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty

will sooner transform honesty from what it is to

a bawd than the force of honesty can translate

beauty into his likeness : this was sometime a

paradox, but now the time gives it proof, I

did love you once.
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Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe

so.

Ham. You should not have believed me

;

for virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock but

we shall relish of it: I loved you not.

Oph. I was the more deceived.

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery: why wouldst

thou be a breeder of sinners? I am myself in-

different honest ; but yet I could accuse me of

such things that it were better my mother had

not bom me : I am very proud, revengeful, am-
bitious ; with more offences at my beck than I

have thoughts to put them in, imagination to

give them shape, or time to act them in. What
should such fellows as I do crawling between
heaven and earth ? We are arrant knaves, all

;

believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery.

Where's your father?

Oph. At home, my lord.

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him, that

he may play the fool nowhere but in's own
house. Farewell.

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens!

Ham. If thou dost marry, I '11 give thee this

plague for thy dowry,—be thou as chaste as

ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape

calumny. Get thee to a nunnery, go: fare-

well. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a
fool ; for wise men know well enough what
monsters you make of them. To a nunnery,
go ; and quickly too. Farewell.

Oph. O heavenly powers, restore him

!

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too,

well enough ; God has given you one face and
you make yourselves another: you jig, you
amble, and j'ou lisp, and nickname God's crea-

tures, and make your wantonness your ignor-

ance. Go to, I 'U no more on 't ; it hatli made
me mad. I say, we will have no more mar-
riages : those that are married already, all but
one, shall live ; the rest shall keep as they are.

To a nunnery, go. \^Exit.

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown

!

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's eye, tongue,
sword

:

The expectancy and rose of the fair state,

The glass of fashion and the mould of form,
The observ'd of all observers,—quite, quite

down

!

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched
That suck'd the honey of his music vows,
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason,
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh

;

That unmatch'd form and feature ofblown youth
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me.
To have seen what I have seen, see what I

seel

Re-enter King and PoLONIUS.

King. Love ! his affections do not that way
tend

;

[little.

Nor what he spake, though it lack'd form a
Was not like madness. There 's something in

his soul

O'er which his melancholy sits on brood

;

And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose

Will be some danger : which for to prevent,

I have in quick determination [land

Thus set it down :—he shall with speed to Eng-
For the demand of our neglected tribute:

Haply, the seas and countries different,

With variable objects, shall expel

This something-settled matter in his heart;

Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus

From fashion of himself. What think you on 't ?

Pol. It shall do well : but yet do I believe

The origin and commencement of his grief

Sprung from neg.lected love.—How now,
Ophelia

!

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said

;

We heard it all.—My lord, do as you please;

But if you hold it fit, after the play,

Let his queen mother all alone entreat him
To show his grief: let her be round with him

;

And I '11 be plac'd, so please you, in the ear

Of all their conference. If she find him not.

To England send him ; or confine him where
Your wisdom best shall think.

King. It shall be so

:

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go.

\Excunt.

Scene II.

—

A Hall in the Castle.

Enter Hamlet and certain Players.

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I

pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongrie:

but if you mouth it, as many of your players

do, I had as lief the town-crier spoke my lines.

Nor do not saw the air too much with your

hand, thus ; but use all gently : for in the very

torrent, tempest, and, as I may say, the whirl-

wind of passion, you must acquire and beget a
temperance that may give it smoothness. O,
it offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious

periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters,

to very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings,

who, for the most part, are capable of nothing

but inexplicable dumb shows and noise : I

could have such a fellow whipped for o'erdofaig

Termagant ; it out-herods Plerod : pray you,
avoid it.

I Play. I warrant your honour.

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your
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own discretion be your tutor: suit the action to

the word, the word to the action; with this

special observance, that you o'erstep not the

modesty of nature : for anything so overdone is

from the purpose of playmg, whose end, both

at the first and now, was and is, to hold, as

'twere, the mirror up to nature ; to show virtue

her own feature, scorn her own image, and the

very age and body of the time his form and
pressure. Now, this overdone or come tardy

off, though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot

but make the judicious grieve; the censure of

the which one must, in your allowance, o'er-

vveigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be
players that I have seen play,—and heard
others praise, and that highly,—not to speak
it profanely, that, neither having the accent of

Christians, nor the gait of Christian, pagan, nor
man, have so strutted and bellowed that I have
thought some of nature's journeymen had made
men, and not made them well, they imitated

humanity so abominably.
I Play. I hope we have reformed that in-

differently with us, sir.

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let

those that play your clowns speak no more than
is set down for them : for there be of them that

will themselves laugh, to set on some quantity
of barren spectators to laugh too; though, in

the meantime, some necessary question of the
play be then to be considered : that 's villan-

ous, and shows a most pitiful ambition in the
fuol that uses it. Go, make you ready.

[Exeunt Players.

Enter PoLONlUS, Rosencrantz, and
GUILDENSTERN.

How now, my lord ! will the king hear this

piece of work?
Pol. And the queen too, and that presently.
Ham, Bid the players make haste.

[Exii PoLONlUS.
Will you two help to hasten them?

Jios. aiid Guil. We will, my lord.

[Exeunt Ros. and GuiL.
Ham. What, ho, Horatio !

Enter PIoRATlO.

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man
As e'er my conversation cop'd withal.

Hor. O, my dear lord,

—

Ham, Nay, do not think I flatter

;

For what advancement may I hope from thee,
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits.

To feed and cloibe thee? Wliy should the poor
be flalter'd?

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp;
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou

hear?
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice,

And could of men distinguish, her election

Hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing;
A man that Fortune's buffets and rewards
Hast ta'en with equal thanks: and bless'd are

those

Whose blood and judgment are so well com-
mingled

That they are not a pipe for Fortune's finger

To sound what stop she please. Give me that

man
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear hini

In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart.

As I do thee.—Something too much of this.

—

There is a play to-night before the king

;

One scene of it comes near the circumstance

Which I have told thee of my father's death :

I pr'ylhee, when thou see'st that act a-foot.

Even with the very comment of thy soul

Observe mine uncle : if hLs occulted guilt

Do not itself unkennel in one speech.

It is a damned ghost that we have seen ;

And my imaginations are as foul

As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note

:

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ;

And, after, we will both our judgments join

In censure of his seeming.
Hor. Well, my lord :

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing.

And scape detecting, I will pay the theft.

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must
be idle

:

Get you a place.

Danish march. A flourish. Enter King,
Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosen-
CRANTZ, Guildenstern, and Others.

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ?

Ham. Excellent, i' faith; of the chameleon's

dish : I eat the air, promise-crammed : you
cannot feed capons so.

King. I have nothing with this answer,

Hamlet ; these words are not mine.

Ham. No, nor mine now.—My lord, you

played once i' the university, you say? [ To PoL.

Pol. That did I, my lord, and was accounted

a good actor.

Harn. And what did you enact?

Pol. I did enact Julius Ccesar : I was killed

i' the Capitol ; Brutus killed me.
Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so

capital a calf there.—Be the players ready?
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Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your

patience.

Queen. Come hither, my good Hamlet, sit

by me.
Ha>n. No, good mother, here's metal more

attractive.

Fol, O, ho ! do you mark that ?

[To the King.
Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap ?

\^Lying down at Ophelia's /d:<;/.

Oph. No, my lord.

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Do you think I meant country matters?

Oph. I think nothing, my lord.

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between
maids' legs.

Oph. What is, my lord ?

Ham. Nothing.

Oph. You arc merry, my lord.

Ham. Who, I ?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. O, your only jig-maker. What
should a man do but be merry? for, look you,

how cheerfully my mother looks, and my father

died within 's two hours.

Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long? Nay, then, let the devil

wear black, for I'll have a suit of sables. O
heavens ! die two months ago, and not forgot-

ten yet ? Then there 's hope a great man's
memory may outlive his life half a year : but,

by 'r lady, he must build churches, then ; or

else shall he suffer not thinking on, with the

hobby-horse, whose epitaph is. For, O, for, O,

the hobby-horse isforgot.

Trumpets sound. The dumb show enters.

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly ; the

Queen embracing him and he her. She
kneels, and makes show of protestation unto
him. He takes her up, and declines his head
upon her neck: lays him down upon a bank
offlowers: she, seeing him asleep, leaves him.
Aiwn comes in afelloiv, takes off his crow>i,

kisses it, andpours poison in the King's ears,

and exit. The Queen returns ; finds the

IGng dead, andmakespassionate action. Tlie

Poisoner, with some two or three Mutes,
comes in again, seeming to lament with her.

The dead body is carriedaway. The Poisoner
wooes the Queen with gifts: she seems loth

and unwilling awhile, but in the end accepts

his love. \_Exeunt.

Oph. ^^^^at means this, my lord ?

flam. Marry, this is miching mallecho ; it

means mischief.

Oph. Belike this show imports the argument
of the play.

Enter Prologue.

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the
players cannot keep counsel ; they 'il tell all.

Opii. Will he tell us what this show meant?
Ham. Ay, or any show that you '11 show

him : be not you ashamed to show, he '11 not

shame to tell you what it means.
Opii. You are naught, you are naught : I '11

mark the play.

Pro. For us, andfor our tragedy.

Here stooping to your clemency.

We begyour hearingpatiently.

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of aring?
Oph. 'Tis brief, my lord.

Ham. As woman's love.

Enter a King and a Queen.

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus'

cart gone round
Neptune's salt wash and Tellus' orbed ground.

And thirty dozen moons with borrow'd sheen
About the world have times twelve thirties been.

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands
Unite commutual in most sacred bands.

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun
and moon

Make us again count o'er ere love be done !

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late.

So far from cheer and from your former state,

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust,

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must

:

For women's fear and love holds quantity ;

In neither aught, or in extremity.

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you
know ;

And as my love is siz"d, my fear is so :

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear ;

Where little fears grow great, great love grows
there. [shortly loo ;

P. King. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and
My operant powers their functions leave to do

:

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind,

Ilonour'd, belov'd ; and haply one as kind

For husband shalt thou,

—

P. Queen. O, confound the rest

!

Such love must needs be treason in my breast

:

In second husband let me be accurst

!

None wed the second but who kill'd the first.

Ham. \Aside.'\ Wormwood, wormwood.

P. Queen. The instances that second mar-

. riage move
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love :
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A second time I kill my husband dead
When second husband kisses me in bed.

P. King. I do believe you think what now
you speak ;

But what we do determine oft we break.

Purpose is but the slave to memory
;

Of violent birth, but poor validity : [tree ;

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the

But fall unshaken when they mellow be.

Most necessary 'tis that we forget

To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt

:

What to ourselves in passion we propose.

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

The violence of either grief or joy

Their own enactures with themselves destroy :

Where joy most revels grief doth most lament;
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.

This world is not for aye ; nor 'tis not strange

That even our loves should with our fortunes

change ;

For 'tis a question left us yet to prove
Whether love lead fortune or else fortune love.

The great man down, you mark his favourite

flies

;

The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies.

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend :

For who not needs shall never lack a friend ;

And who in want a hollow friend doth try,

Directly seasons him his enemy.
But, orderly to end where I begun,

—

Our wills and fates do so contrary run
That our devices still are overthrown ; [own :

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our

So think thou wilt no second husband wed ;

But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead.

F. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor
heaven light

!

Sport and repose lock from me day and night

!

To desperation turn my trust and hope !

An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope

!

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy,

]\lcet what I would have well, and it destroy !

Both here and hence, pursue me lasting strife,

If, once a widow, ever I be wife !

Ham. If she should break it now !

[Ti) Ophelia.

P. Kiiig. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave

me here awhile ;

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile

The tedious day witii sleep. {Sleeps.

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain.

And never come mischance between us twain !

{Exit.

Hatn. Madam, how like you this play?
Queen. The lady protests too much, methinks.
Hatti. O, but she 'U keep her word.

King. Have you heard the argument ? Is

there no offence in 't ?

Hani. No, no, they do but jest, poison in

jest ; no offence i' the world.
Ki72g. What do you call the play?
Ham. The Mouse - trap. Marry, how?

Tropically. This play is the image of a murdjit
done in Vienna : Gonzago is the duke's name

;

his wife, Baptista : you shall see anon ; 'lis a
knavish piece of work : but what o' that ? your
majesty, and we that have free souls, it touches
us not : let the galled jade wince, our wiihers

are unwrung.

Enter LuciANUS.

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king.

Oph. You are a good chorus, my lord.

Ham. I could interpret between you and
your love, if I could see the puppets dallying.

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen.
Ham. It would cost you a groaning to take

off my edge.

Oph. Still better, and worse.

Ham. So you must take your husbands.

—

Begin, murderer ; pox, leave thy damnable
faces and begin. Come:

—

The croaking raven
doth bellowfor revefige.

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit,

and time agreeing ;

Confederate season, else no creature seeing ;

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weedscollected.

With Hecate's ban thrice blasted, thriceinfected,

Thy natural magic and dire property

On wholesome life usurp immediately.

{Pours the poison into the sleeper's ears.

Ham, He poisons him i' the garden for's

estate. His name 's Gonzago : the story is

extant, and writ in choice Italian : you shall

see anon how the murder^'.' gets the love of

Gonzago's wife.

Oph. The king rises.

Ham. Wliat, frighted with false fire !

Queen. How fares my lord?

Pol. Give o'er the play.

King. Give me some light :—away !

All. Lights, lights, lights !

{Exeunt all but Ham. and HoR.
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep,

The hart ungalled play;

For some must watch, while some must

sleep

:

.So runs the world away.

—

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers,

—

if the rest ofmy fortunes turn Turk with me,

—

with two Provencial roses on my razed shoes,

get me a fellowship in a cry of players, sir ?
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Hor. Half a share.

Hai)i. A whole one, I.

For thou dost know, O Damon dear,

This realm dismantled was
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here

A very, verj'—pajock.

Hor. You might have rhymed.

Ham. O good Horatio, I '11 take the ghost's

word for a thousand pound. Didst perceive ?

Hor. Very well, my lord.

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning,

—

Hor. I did very well note him.

Ham. Ah, ha !—Come, some music ! come,

the recorders !

—

For if the king like not the comedy,
Why, then, belike,—he likes it not, perdy.

Come, some music !

Kc-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Giiil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word
with you.
Ham. Sir, a whole history.

Gttil. The king, sir,

—

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? [tempered.

Guil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous dis-

Ham. With drink, sir ?

Guil. No, my lord, rather with choler.

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more
richer to signify this to his doctor ; for, for me
to put him to his purgation would perhaps
plunge him into far more choler.

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse

into some frame, and start not so wildly from
my affair.

Ham. I am tame, sir :—pronounce.
Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great

affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you.
Ham. You are welcome.
Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not

of the right breed. If it shall please you to
make me a wholesome answer, I will do your
mother's commandment : if not, your pardon
and my return shall be the end of my business.
Ham. Sir, I cannot.

Guil. What, my lord?
Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my

w it 's diseased : but, sir, such answer as I can
make, you shall command ; or, rather, as you
say, my mother : therefore no more, but to the
matter : my mother, you say,

—

Ros. Then thus she says : your behaviour hath
struck her into amazement and admiration.
Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish

a mother !—But is there no sequel at the heels
of this mother's admiration ?

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her
closet ere you go to bed.^

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our

mother. Have you any further trade with us?

Ros. My lord, you once did love me.
Ham. So I do still, by these pickers and

stealers.

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of

distemper ? you do, surely, bar the door upon
your own liberty if you deny your griefs to

your friend.

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement.
Ros. How can that be, when you have the

voice of the king himself for your succession in

Denmark ?

Ham. Ay, but While the grass grows,—the

proverb is something musty.

Re-enter the Players, with Recorders.

O, the recorders:—let me see one.—To with-

draw with you :—why do you go about to

recover the wind of me, as if you would drive

me into a toil ?

Giiil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold,

my love is too unmannerly.
Ham. I do not well understand that. Will

you play upon this pipe ?

Guil. My lord, I cannot.

Ham, I pray you.

Guil. Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I do beseech you.

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying: govern these

ventages with your finger and thumb, give it

breath with your mouth, and it will discourse

most eloquent music. Look you, these are the

stops.

Guil. But these cannot I command to any

utterance of harmony ; I have not the skill.

Ham, Why, look you now, how unworthy a

thing you make of me ! You would play upon

me ; you would seem to know my stops ;
you

would pluck out the heart of my mystety ;
you

would sound me from my lowest note to the

top of my compass : and there is much music,

excellent voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot

you make it speak. 'Sblood, do you think that

I am easier to be played on than a pipe ? Call

me what instrument you will, though you can

fret me you cannot play upon me.

Enter POLONIUS.

God bless you, sir

!

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with

you, and presently.

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud that 's almost

in shape of a camel ?

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel indeed.

Ha/u, Mclhinks it is like a weasel.
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Pol. It is backed like a weasel.

Ham. Or like a whale ?

Pol. Very Like a whale.

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by

and by.—They fool me to the top of my bent.

— I will come by and by.

Pol. I will say so.

Ham. By and by is easily said, \_Exit

PoLONlUS.]—Leave me, friends.

[^Exeuni Ros., GuiL., HoR., and Players.

'Tis now the very witching time of night,

\Mien churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes

out [blood,

Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot

And do such bitter business as the day
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my

mother.

—

heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever

The soul of Nero enter this fimi bosom:
Let me be cruel, not unnatural

:

1 A ill speak daggers to her, but use none ;

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites,—

1 1 i'.v in my words soever she be shent,

Tu give them seals never, my soul, consent

!

[Exit.

Scene III.—A Room in the Castle.

Enter Y^lSG, ROSENCRANTZ, a;7i/GUILDEN-
STERN.

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with

us [you

;

To let his madness range. Therefore prepare

I your commission will forthwith despatch.

And he to England shall along with you :

Ti;e terms of our estate may not endure
1 Lizard so dangerous as doth hourly grow
Out of his lunacies.

Gttil. We will ourselves provide

:

V.oAi holy and religious fear it is

To keep those many many bodies safe

Tb.at live and feed upon your majesty.

Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound,
Vvith all the strength and armour of the mind,
To keep itself from 'noyance ; but much more
That spirit upon whose weal depend and rest

The lives of many. The cease of majesty
Dies not alone ; but like a gulf doth draw
AVhat's near it with it : it is a massy wheel,

I ix"d on the summit of the highest mount.
To v.hose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things

Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; wliich, when it falls.

Each small annexment, petty consequence.
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone

Did the king sigh, but with a general groan.

, King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy
voyage

;

For we will fetters put upon this fear,

Which now goes too free-footed.

Ros. and Guil. We will haste us.

[Exeunt Ros. and GuiL.

Ente7- PoLONius.

Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's

closet

:

Behind the arras I '11 convey myself [home

:

To hear the process ; I '11 warrant she '11 tax him
And, as you said, and wisely was it said,

'Tis meet that some more audience thanamother,
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear

The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my
liege:

I '11 call upon you ere you go to bed,

And tell you what I know.
K'ing. Thanks, dear my lord.

[Exit POLONIUS.
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ;

It hath the primal eldest curse upon 't,

—

A brother's murder !—Pray can I not.

Though inclination be as sharp as will

:

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent

;

And, like a man to double business bound,

I stand in pause where I shall first begin.

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood,—

•

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens

To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves

mercy
But to confront the visage of offence ?

And what 's in prayer but this twofold force,

—

To be forestalled ere we come to fall.

Or pardon'd being down? Then I '11 look up;

My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer

Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul

murder !

—

That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd

Of those effects for which I did the murder,

—

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.

May one be pardon'd and retain the offence ?

In the corrupted currents of this world

Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice ;

And oft 'tis seen the v/icked prize itself

Buys out the law : but 'tis not so above ;

There is no shufiling,—there the action lies

In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd.

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults,

To give in evidence. What then? what rests?

Try what repentance can : what can it not ?

Yet what can it when one can not repent ?

O wretched state ! O bosom black as death

!

O limed soul, that, struggling to be free,

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels ! make assay

:

Bow, stubborn knees ; and, heart, with strings

of slccl,
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Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe !

All may be well. \_Retires and kneels.

Enter Hamlet,

Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is

praying ; ,

And now I '11 do 't ;—and so he goes to heaven
;

And so am I reveng'd :—that v.'ould be scann'd

:

A villain kills my father ; and for that,

I, his sole son, do this same villain send

To heaven.

O, this is hire and salary, not revenge.

He took my father grossly, full of bread ;

With all his crimes broad blown, as fiush as

May

;

[heaven ?

And how his audit stands who knows save

But in our circumstance and course of thought

'Tis heavy with him: and am I, then, reveng'd,

To take him in the purging of his soul,

"When he is fit and season'd for his passage ?

No.
Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent

:

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage
;

Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed ;

At gaming, swearing ; or about some act

That has no relish of salvation in 't ;

—

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at

heaven ;

And that his soul may be as damn'd and black

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays

:

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. \Exit.

\^The King rises and advances.

King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain
below

:

Words without thoughts never to heaven go.

[Exit.

SCENK IV.

—

Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Queen aWPolonius.

Pol. He will come straight. Look you lay

home to him: [with,

Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear
And that your grace hath screen'd and stood

between
Much heat and him. I '11 silence me e'en here.

Pray you, be round with him.
Ham. llVithin.] Mother, mother, mother!
Queen. I '11 warrant you :

Fear me not :—withdraw, I hear him coming.
[PoLONlus^i'^j' behind the arras.

Enter Hamlet,

Ham. Now, mother, what 's the matter ?

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much
offended. [offended.

Ham. Motlicr, you have my father much

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an
idle tongue. [tongue.

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked
Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet

!

Ham. What's the matter now?
Queen. Have you forgot me?
Ham. No, by the rood, not so:

You are the queen, your husband's brother's

wife

;

[mother.

And,—would it were not so !—you are my
Queen. Nay, then, I '11 set those to you that

can speak.

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you
shall not budge ;

You go not till I set you up a glass

Where you may see the inmost part of you.

Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not
murder me ?

—

Help, help, ho

!

Pol. [Behind.] What, ho! help, help, help!

Ham. How now ! a rat ? [Draws.
Dead, for a ducat, dead !

[Makes a pass through the arras.

Pol. [Behind.'\ O, I am slain!

[Falls and dies.

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ?

Ham. Nay, I know not:

Is it the king? [Drawsforth Polonius.
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is

this

!

[mother.

Ham. A bloody deed !—almost as bad, good
As kill a king and marry with his brother.

Queen. As kill a king !

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word.

—

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell

!

[To Polonius.
I took thee for thy better: take thy fortune ;

Thou find'st to be too busy is some danger.

—

Leave wringing of your hands : peace ; sit you
down,

And let me wring your heart : for so I shall,

If it be made of penetrable stuff;

If damned custom have not braz'd it so

That it is proof and bulwark against sense.

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'st

wag thy tongue
In noise so rude against me ?

Ham. Such an act

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty

;

Calls virtue hypocrite ; takes off the rose

From the fair forehead of an innocent love,

And sets a blister there ; makes marriage-vows
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed
As from the body of contraction plucks
The very soul, and sweet religion makes
A rhapsody of words : heaven's face doth glow} i

Yea, this solidity and compound mass,
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With tristful visage, as against the doom,
Is ihought-sick at the act.

Queen. Ah me, what act,

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index?
Ham. Lock here upon this picture and on

this,—
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.

See what a grace was seated on this brow

;

Hyperion's curls; the front of Jove himself;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command;
A station like the herald Mercury
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill

;

A combination and a form, indeed,

Where every god did seem to set his seal,

To give the world assurance of a man

:

This was your husband.—Look you now, what
follows

:

Here is your husband, like a milldew'd ear

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you
eyes?

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed,

And batten on this moor? Ha ! have you eyes?

You cannot call it love ; for at your age
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it 's humble.
And wails upon the judgment : and what judg-

ment [have.

Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, you
Else could you not have motion : but sure that

sense

Is apoplex'd: for madness would not err;

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd

But it reserv'd some quantity of choice

To serve in such a difference. Wliat devil was 't

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman -blind?

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight.

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all.

Or but a sickly part of one true sense

Could not so mope.
O shame ! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell.

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones,
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax.
And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge,
Since frost itself as actively doth burn.
And reason panders will.

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more

:

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul

;

And there I see such black and grained spots
As will not leave their tinct.

Ham. Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed,
Stew'd in corruption, honeying and making love
Over the nasty sty,

—

Queen. O, speak to me no more

;

These words like daggers enter in mine ears

;

No more, sweet Hamlet.
Ham. A murderer and a villain

;

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe

Of your precedent lord; a vice of kings;
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule.

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole,

And put it in his pocket

!

Queen. No more.
Ha7n. A king of shreds and patches,

—

Enter Ghost.

Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings,
You heavenly guards !—What would your gra-

cious figure?

Queen. Alas, he 's mad ! [chide,
Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to

That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by
The important acting of your dread command?
O, say

!

Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.
But, look, amazement on thy mother sits :

O, step between her and her fighting soul,

—

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works,

—

Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it with you, lady?
Queen. Alas, how is 't with you,

That you do bend your eye on vacancy.
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ?

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep;
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm.
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements.
Starts up and stands on end. O gentle son,

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look?

Ham. On him, on him ! Look you, how pale

he glares

!

[stones.

His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to

Would make them capable.—Do not look upon
me;

Lest with this piteous action you convert
My stern effects: then what I have to do
Will want true colour; tears perchance for

blood.

Queen. To whom do you speak this?

Ham. Do you see nothing there?

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is I see.

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear?
Queen. No, nothing but ourselves.

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it

steals away

!

My father, in his habit as he liv'd !

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the

portal

!

\_Exit Ghost.

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain:

This bodiless creation ecstasy

Is very cunning in.

Ham. Ecstasy

!

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time,

2 Q
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And makes as healthful music; it is not madness
Tliat I liave ullcr'd : bring me to the test.

And I the matter will re-word j which madness
Would gambol from. Mi>ther, for love of grace,

lyay not that flattering unction to your soul,

That not your trespass, but my madness speaks

:

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place.

Whilst rank corruption, mining all within,

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven
;

Repent what's past; avoid what is to come;
And do not spread the compost on the weeds,
To make them ranker. Forgive nie this my

virtue

;

For in the fatness of these pursy times

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg.

Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good.
Queen. O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart

in twain.

Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good-night: but go not to mine uncle's bed;
Assume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monster custom, who all sense doth eat.

Of habits devil, is angel yet in this,

—

That to the use of actions fair and good
He likewise gives a frock or livery

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night;

And that shall lend a kind of easiness

To the nest abstinence : the next more easy

;

For use almost can cliange the stamp of nature,

And either curb the devil, or throw him out

With wondrous potency. Once more, good-
night :

And when you are desirous to be bless'd,

I '11 blessing beg of you.—For this same lord

\_roinHng to POLONIUS.
I do repent : but Heaven hath pleas'd it so.

To punish me with this, and this witli me.
That I must be their scourge and minister.

I will bestow liim, and will answer well
The death I gave him. So, again, good-night.

—

I must be cruel only to be kind

:

Thus bad begins and worse remains beliind.

—

Oae word more, good lady.

Queen. Wliat shall I do?
Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you

do:
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed

;

Pinch wanton on your check ; call you his mouse;
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses.

Or paddlingin yourneck with h isdamn'd fingers.

Make you to ravel all this matter out.

That I essentially am not in madness, £know ;

But mad in craft. 'Twere good you let him
For who that 's but a queen, fair, sober, wise.

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib,

Such dear conccrnings hide ? who would do so?

No, in despite of sense and secrecy.

Unpeg the basket on the house's lop.

Let the birds lly, and, like the famous ape.

To try conclusions, in the basket creep.

And break your own neck down. [breath

Queen. Be thou assur'd, if words be made of

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe

What diou hast said to me.
Ham. I must to England ; you know that ?

Queen. Alack,

I had forgot : 'tis so concluded on.

Hai/t. There's letters seal'd: and my two
schoolfellows,

—

Whom I will trust as I will adders fang'd,

—

They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my
way.

And marshal me to knavery. Let it work ;

For 'tis the sport to have the engineer

Hoist with his own petard ; and 't shall go hard

But I will delve one yard below their mines,

And blow them at the moon : O, 'tis most sweet,

Wlien in one line two crafts directly meet.

—

This man shall set me packing

:

I '11 lug the guts into the neighbour roonu

—

Mother, good-night.—Indeed, this counsellor

Is now most still, most secret, and most grave.

Who was in life a fooHsh prating knave.

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you :—
Good-night, mother.

[Exettnt serjerally ; Ham. dragging out Pol,

ACT IV.

Scene I.

—

A Room in the Castle.

Enter KrNG, Queex, Rosencrantz, and
GUILDEN'STERN.

King. There 's matter in these sighs, these

profound heaves: [them.

You must translate: 'tis fit v/e understand

Where is your son ?

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little while.

[7i> Ros. andQviX.., who go cut.

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night

!

King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet?
Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both

contend
Which is the mightier : in his lawle=;s fit,

Behind the arras hearing somctliing stir,

He whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat, a rati

And, in this brainish apprehension, kills

The unseen good old man.
King. O hea\'y deed

!

It had been so with us had we been there

:

His liberty is full of threats to all;

To you yourself, to us, to every one.

Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answer'd f
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It will be laid to us, whose providence

Should have kept short, restrained, and out of

haunt [love.

This mad young man : but so much was our

We would not understand what was most fit

;

But, like the owner of a foul disease,

To keep it from divulging, let it feed

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone?
Queen. To draw apart the body he hath

kiU'd:

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore

Among a mineral of metals base,

Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done.

K^iiig. O Gertrude, come away !

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch

But we will ship him hence: and this vile deed
We must, with all our majesty and skill,

Both countenance and excuse.—Ho, Guilden-

stern

!

Re-eitter ROSENCRANTZ a«af GuiLDENSTERN.

Friends both, go join you with some further

aid:

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain.

And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd

him

:

[body

Go seek him out; speak fair, and bring the

Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this.

[E.xe!int Ros. and Gvil..

Come, Gertrude, we 'II call up our wisest friends;

And let them know both what we mean to do
And what 's untimely done : so haply slander,

—

Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter.

As level as the cannon to his blank, [name,
Transports his poison'd shot,—may miss our
And hit the woundless air.—O, come away!
My soul is full of discord and dismay.

\_Exeunt.

Scene II.

—

Another Room in the Castle,

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Safely stowed. [Hamlet

!

Ros. and Gnil. \_Within.'\ Hamlet! Lord
Hain. What noise? who calls on Hamlet?

O, here they come.

Enter Rosencrantz «;/.:/ Guildenstern.

Ros, What have you done, my lord, with
the dead body? [kin.

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis

Ros. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it

thence.

And bear it to the chapel.

Ham. Do not believe it.

Ros. Believe what?
Ham, That I can keep your counsel, and

not mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a
sponge !—what replication should be made by
the son of a king?

Ros. Take you me for a sponge, my lord ?

Ham. Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's
countenance, his rewards, his authorities. But
such officers do tlie king best service in the end :

he keeps them, like an ape, in the corner of his

jaw ; first mouthed, to be last swallowed

:

when he needs what you have gleaned, it is but
squeezing you, and, sponge, you shall be dry
again.

Ros. I understand you not, my lord.

Ham, I am glad of it : a knavish speech
sleeps in a foolish ear.

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the
body is, and go with us to the king.

Ham, The body is with the king, but the
king is not with the body. The king is a
thing,

—

Guil. A thing, my lord !

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him. Hide
fox, and all after. {^Exeiint.

Scene III.

—

Another Room in the Castle.

Enter ICiNG, attended.

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find

the body.
How dangerous is it that this man goes loose !

Yet must not we put the strong law en him :

He's lov'd of the distracted multitude.

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ;

And where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is

weigh'd, [even.

But never the offence. To bear all smooth and
This sudden sending him away must seem
Deliberate pause : diseases desperate grown
By desperate appliance are reliev'd,

Or not at all.

Enter Rosencrantz.

How now ! what hath befallen? [lord,

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow'd, my
We cannot get from him.

King. But where is he ?

Ros. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know
your pleasure.

King. Bring him before us.

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord.

Enter Hamlet and Guiij3enstern.

King. Now, Hamlet, w^here 's Polonius ?

Ham. At supper.

King. At supper ! where ?

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is

eaten : a certain convocation of politic worms
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are e'en at him. Your worm is your only
emperor for diet : we fat all creatures else to

fat us, and we fat ourselves for maggots : your
fat king and your lean beggar is but variable

service,—two dishes, but to one table : that 's

the end.

King. Alas, alas !

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that

hath eat of a king, and eat of the fish that hath

fed of that worm.
King. What dost tliou mean by this ?

Ham. Nothing but to show you how a king

may go a progress through the guts of a beggar.

King. Where is Polonius ?

Ham. In heaven; send thither to see: if

your messenger find him not there, seek him i'

the other place yourself. But, indeed, if you
find him not within this month, you shall nose

him as you go up the stairs into the lobby.

King. Go seek him there.

[ To some Attendants.

Ham. He will stay till ye come.
\^Exennt Attendants.

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial

safety,

—

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve

For that which thou hast done,—must send
thee hence

With fiery quickness : therefore prepare thyself;

The bark is ready, and the wind at help.

The associates tend, and everything is bent
For England.
Ham. For England !

King. Ay, Hamlet.
Ham. Good.
King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes.

Ham. I see a cherub that sees them.—But,
come ; for England !—Farewell, dear mother.

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet.
Ilajn. My mother : father and mother is man

and wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so,

my mother.—Come, for England! \^Exit.

King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with
speed aboard

;

Delay it not ; I '11 have him hence to-night

:

Away ! for everything is seal'd and done
That else leans on the affair: pray you, make

haste. [Exeunt Ros. and GuiL.
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at

aught,

—

As my great power thereof may give thee sense,

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Danish sword, and thy free awe
Pays homage to us,—thou mayst not coldly set

Our sovereign process ; which imports at full,

By letters conjuring to that effect,

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England

;

For like the hectic in my blood he rages.

And thou must cure me : till I know 'tis done,

Howe'er my liaps, my joys will ne'er begin.

[Exit.

Scene IV.

—

A Plain in Denmark.

Enter Fortinbras, and Forces marching.

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish
king

:

Tell him that, by his license, Fortinbras

Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march
Over his kingdom. Vou know the rendezvous.

If that his majesty would aught with us,

We shall express our duty in his eye,

And let him know so.

Cap. I will do 't, my lord.

For. Go softly on.

[Exeunt For. and Forces.

Enter Ha.mlet, Rosenxrantz, Guilden-
STERN, CSfC.

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these?

Cap. They are of Norway, sir.

Ham, How purpos'd, sir, I pray you?
Cap. Against some part of Poland.

Ham. Who commands them, sir?

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortin-

bras. [sir,

Ham. Goes it- against the main of Poland,

Or for some frontier?

Cap. Truly to speak, and with no addition,

We go to gain a little patch of ground
That hath in it no profit but the name.
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it

;

Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole

A ranker rate should it be sold in fee. [fend it.

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will de-

Cap. Yes, it is already garrison'd.

Ham. Two thousand souls and twenty thou-

sand ducats

Will not debate the question of this straw

:

This is the imposthume of much wealth and
peace, [out

That inward breaks, and shows no cause with-

Why the man dies.—I humbly thank you, sir.

Cap. God b' wi' you, sir. [Exit.

Ros. Will't please you go, my lord?

Ham. I '11 be with you straight. Go a little

before. [Exeunt all but Hamlet.
How all occasions do inform against me.
And spur my dull revenge ! Wliat is a man,
If his chief good and market of his time

Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no more.

Sure he that made us with such large discourse,

Looking before and after, gave us not

That capability and godlike reason
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To fust in us unus'd. Now, whether it be

Bestial oblivion or some craven scruple

Of thinking too precisely on the event,

—

A thought which, quarter'd, halh but one part

wisdom
And ever three parts coward,—I do not know
Why yet I live to say, This thing'' s to do;

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and
means

To do 't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me :

Witness this army, of such mass and charge,

Led by a delicate and tender prince

;

Whose spirit, with divine ambition pufFd,

Makes mouths at the invisible event

;

Exposing what is mortal and unsure

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare.

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great

Is not to stir without great argument.
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw [then.

When honour 's at the stake. How stand I,

That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd,

Excitements of my reason and my blood,

And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see

The imminent death of twenty thousand men,
That, for a fantasy and trick of fame,

Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause.

Which is not tomb enough and continent

To hide the slain?—O, from this time forth.

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth !

\^Exit.

Scene V.

—

Elsinore. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Queen and Horatio.

Queen. I will not speak with her.

Hor. She is importunate ; indeed, distract

:

Her mood will needs be pitied.

Queen. What would she have?

Hor. She speaks much of her father; says

she hears

There's tricks i' the world; and hems, and
beats her heart

;

[doubt,

Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in

That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing.

Yet the unshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it,

And botch the words up fit to their own
thoughts;

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures

yield them, [thought,

Indeed would make one think there might be
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.

'Twere good she were spoken with ; for she

may strew
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.

Queen. Let her come in. \_Exit Horatio.

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is,

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss

:

So full of artless jealousy is guilt.

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt.

Re-enter HORATiO with OPHELIA.

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of

Denmark?
Queen. How now, Ophelia

!

Oph. How should I your true love know \Sings,

From another one ?

By his cockle hat and staff,

And his sandal shoon.

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this

song?
Oph. Say you? nay, pray you, mark.

Ije is dead and gone, lady, \Sings,

He is dead and gone ;

At his head a grass green turf,

At his heels a stone.

Queen. Nay, but, Ophelia,

—

Oph. Pray you, mark.

White his shroud as the mountain [Sin^s,

snow,

Etiter King.

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. Larded with sweet flowers

;

\Sings.

Which tewept to the grave did go
With true-love showers.

King. How do you, pretty lady?

Oph. Well, God dild you! They say the

owl was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know
what we are, but know not what we may be.

God be at your table !

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. Pray you, let's have no words of this;

but when they ask you what it means, say you

this

:

— To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day \Sing3,

All in the morning betime,

And I a maid at your window,
To be your Valentine.

Then up he rose, and donn'd his clothes,

And dupp'd the chamber-door ;

Let in the maid, that out a maid
Never departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia

!

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath, I'll make
an end on 't

:

By Gis and by Saint Charity, {Sui^t.

Alack, and fie for shame !

Young men will do 't, if they come to 't

;

By cock, they are to blame.

Quoth she, before you tumbled me,

You promis'd me to wed.
So would I ha' done, by yonder sun,

An thou hadst not come to my bed.

King. How long hath she been thus?
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Oph. I hope all will be well. We must be
patient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think

they should lay him i' the cold ground. My
brother shall know of it: and so I thank you
for your good counsel.—Come, my coach!

—

Good-njght, ladies; good-night, sweet ladies;

good-niglit, good-night. \_Ej:it.

King. Follow her close ; give her good
watch, I pray you. \_Exit Horatio.

O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs

All from her father's death. O Gertrude,

Gertrude,

Wlien sorrows come, they come not single spies,

But in battalias! First, her father slain:

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author
Of his own just remove : the people muddied,
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and

whispers

For good Polonius' death ; and we have done
but greenly

In hugger-mugger to inter him: poor Ophelia
Dinded from herself and her fair judgment.
Without the which we are pictures, or mere

beasts

:

Last, and as much containing as all these.

Her brother is in secret come from France

;

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds,
Aiid wants not buzzers to infect his ear
With pestilent speeches of his father's death

;

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd,
Will nothing stick our person to arraign
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this.

Like to a murdering piece, in many places
Gives me superfluous death. \A noise •uaithin.

Qitecn. Alack, what noise is this?
King. Where are my Switzers? let tbem

guard the door.

Enter a Gentleman.

What is the matter ?

Gent. Save yourself, my lord

:

The ocean, ovcrpeering of his list.

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,
O'erbcars )'our officers. The rabole call him

lord;

And, as the world were now but to begin.

Antiquity forgot, custom not known,
The ratifiers and props of every woixi.

They cry. Choose we ; Lories shall be king

!

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the
clouds,

Laertes shall be king, Lacries kin^!
Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they

cry J

O, this is counter, you felse Danish dogs !

Ki7tg. The doors are broke. [J\foise xoithin.

Enter Laertes, armed; T>a.nes/bll(m.'/ng.

Laer. Where is this king ?—Sirs, stand you
all without.

Danes. No, let 's come in.

Laer. I pray you, give me leave,

Danes. We will, we avIU.

£ They retire "svitkoui the door.

Laer. I thank you :—keep the door.—O thou
vile king,

Give me my father

!

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes.

Laer. That drop of blood that 's calm pro-

claims me bastard ;

Cries cuckold to my father; brands tlie harlot

Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow
Of my true mother.

King. What is the cause, Laertes,

That thy rebellion looks so giant-iike ?

—

Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person:
There 's such divinity doth hedge a king.

That treason can but peep to what it would,

Acts httle of his will.—Tell me, Laertes,

Why thou art thus incens'd.—Let hiui go,

Gertrude ;

—

Speak, man.
La^r. Where is my father?

King. Dead.
Queen. But not by him.
King. Let him demand his filL [witii

:

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be juggl cd

To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest dcvi!

!

Conscience and grace, to tiie profoundest pit

!

I dare damnation;— to this point I stand,

—

That both the worlds I give to negligence.

Let come what comes ; only I '11 be reveng'd

Most throughly for my father.

King. Who shall stay you ?

Laer, My will, not JiU the world

:

And for my means, I '11 husband tliem so well.

They shall go far with little.

King. Good Laertes,

If you desire to know the certainty

Of j'our dear father's death, is 't writ in your

revenge [and foe.

That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend

Winner and loser ?

Laer. None but his enemies.

King. Will you know them, then?
Laer. To his good friends thus wide I '11 ope

my arms
;

And, like the kind life-rendering pelican^

Rej^ast them with my blood.

Kittg. ^Vhy, now you speak
IJke a good child and a true gentleman.
That I am guiltless of your father's death,

And am most sensible in grief for it.
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It shall as level to youi judgment pieice

As clay does to yonr eye.

Danes. {_Within.'\ Let her come in.

La&r. How now! what noise is that?

Re-enter Ophelia, fantastically dressed mitk

stratus and floiuers.

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt,

Bum out Liie sense and virtue of mine eye 1

—

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight,

Till our scale'turn the beam. O rose of May !

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia !—
_

O heavens 1 is't possible a young maid's wits

Should be as mortal as an old man's life ?

Nature is fine in love j and where 'tis fine

It sends some precious instance of itself

After the thing it loves.

Oph. They bore him barefac'd on the bier ; \Si]igi.
' Hey no nonny, normy, hey nonny;
And on his grave rain'd many a tear,

—

Fare you well, my dove 1

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst per-

suade revenge,

It could not move Llius.

Oph. You must sing, Dman a-down, cut you

call him a-doiv7i-a. O, how the wheel becomes

it ! It is the false steward, that stole his

master's daughter.

Laer. This nothing 's more tlmn matter.

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for reman-

brance ; pray, love, remember : and there is

pansies, that 's for thoughts.

Laer. A document in madness,—thoughts

and remembrance fitted.

Oph. There's fennel for you, and colum-

bines :—there 's rue for you ; and here 's some

for me :—we may call it herb-grace o' Sundays:

—O, you must wear your rue with a difference.

—There's a daisy;—I would give you some

violets, but they withered all when my father

died :—they say, he made a good end,

—

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy,— [Sinss.

Laer. Thought and affliction, passioOj hell

itself.

She turns to favour and to prettiness.

Oph. And will he not come agr.in ? [Sings.

And will he not come again?

No, no, he is dead.
Go to thy death-bed,

He never will come again.

His beard was as wliite as snov/.

All flaxen was hispoll

:

He is gone, he is gone.

And we-cnst away moan :

God hi ra.ercy on his soul

!

And of all Christian souls, I pray God.—God
b' wi' ye. {Ejiit.

Laer. Do you see this, O God ? [grief,

King. Laertes, I must commune with your

Or you deny me right. Go but apart.

Make dioice of whom your wisest friends you

will, [me

:

And they shall hear and judge "twixt you and

If by direct or by collateral hand
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give.

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours,

To you in satisfaction ; but if not,

Be you content to lend your patience to us,

And we shall jointly labour with your soul

To give it due content.

Laer. Let this be so ;

His means of death, his obscure burial,

—

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o'er his bones,

No noble rite nor fomial ostentation,

—

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth,

That I must calPt in question,

A'ing. So you shall

;

And where the offence is, let the great axe fall.

I pray you, go witli me. [Exeient.

Scene VI.

—

Another Room in the Castle.

Enter IIoRATiO and a Servant.

Har, Wliat are they that would speak with

me?
Serv. Sailors, sir: they say they have letters

for you.

Hor. Let them come in.— \Exit Servant.

I do not know from what part of the world

I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet.

Enter Sailors.

I Sail. G(jd bless you, sir.

Har. Let him bless thee too.

I Seal. He sh.ill, sir, an't please bim.

There's a letter for you, sir; it comes from

the ambassador that was bound for England
;

if your name be Horatio, as I am let to know
it is.

Hor. \Reads.'\ I-Joratio, tvhen thou shall

have overlooked this, give these fellows some

means to the king: they harve letters for him.

Ere zve were t-wo days old ai sea, a pirate of

veiy ivarliks appointment gave us chase.

Finding ourselves too slow of saily we put on a

compelled valour; and in the grapple I boarded

them : ait the instant they got clear ofour ship;

so I alone became their prisotter. They have

dealt with me like thieves of mercy: but they

kncTV what they did; I am to do a good turn

for them. Lei the king have the letters I have

sent ; and repair thon to me with as tniich

haste as thou wouldst fy death. I ka-je words

to speak in thine ear will make thee dumb ; yet
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are they much too light for the bore of the

matter. These good fellows will bring thee

'oshere I am. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern

hold their course for England: of them I have
much to tell thee. Farewell. He that thou

knowest thine, Hami.et.
Come, I will give you way for these your letters

;

And do't the speedier, that you may direct me
To him from whom you brought them.

[^Exeunt.

Scene VII.

—

Another Room in the Castle.

Enter King and Laertes.

King. Now must your conscience my acquit-

tance seal,

And you must put me in your heart for friend,

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear,

That lie which hath your noble father slain

Pursu'd my life.

Laer. It well appears :—but tell me
Why you proceeded not against these feats,

So crimcful and so capital in nature,

As by your safety, wistlom, all things else,

You mainly were stirr'd up.

King. O, for two special reasons
;

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much un-

sinew'd,

But yet to me they are strong. The queen his

mother
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself,

—

Wy virtue or my plague, be it either which,

—

She's so conjunctive to my life and soul,

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere,

I could not but by her. The other motive,
Why to a public count I might not go,

Is the great love the general gender bear him
;

Who, dipping all his faults in their affection,

Would, like the spring that turneth wood to

stone,

Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows,
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind,
Would have reverted to my bow again.

And not where I had aim'd them.
Laer. And so have I a noble father lost

;

A sister driven into desperate terms,

—

W^hose worth, if praises may go back again,

Stood challenger on mount of all the age
For her perfections:—but my revenge will come.

King. Break not your sleeps for that: you
must not think

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull

That we can let our beard be shook with danger.
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear

more

:

I lov'd your father, and we love ourself

;

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,

—

Enter a Messenger.

How now ! what news ?

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet:
This to your majesty; this to the queen.

King. From Hamlet ! Who brought them?
Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw them

not

:

[them
They were given me by Claudio,—he receiv'd

Of him that brought them.
King. Laertes, you shall hear them.

—

Leave us. \_Exit Messenger.
[Reads. ] High and mighty,— You shallknow

I am set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow
shall I beg leave to see your kingly eyes : when
I shall, first asking your pardon thereunto,

recount the occasions of my sudden and ?nore

strange return. Hami.ET.
What should this mean ? Are all the rest come

back ?

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing?
Laer. Know you the hand ?

King. 'Tis Hamlet's character:

—

Naked,—
And in a postscript here, he says, alone.

Can you advise me ? [come
;

Laer. I am lost in it, my lord. But let him
It warms the very sickness in my heart.

That I shall live, and tell him to his teeth,

Thus diddest thou.

King. If it be so, Laertes,

—

As how should it be so ? how otherwise ?^
Will you be rul'd by me?

Laer. Ay, my lord ;

So you will not o'errule me to a peace.

King. To thine own peace. If he be now
return'd,

—

As checking at his voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it,—I will work him
To an exploit, now ripe in my device.

Under the which he snail not choose but fall

:

And for his death no wind of blame shall

breathe ;

But even his mother shall uncharge the practice,

And call it accident.

Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd ;

The rather if you could devise it so

That I might be the organ.

King. It falls right.

You have been talk'd of since your travel much.
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality

Wherein they say you shine: your sum of parts

Did not together pluck such envy from him
As did that one ; and that, in my regard,

Of the unworthiest siege.

Laer, What part is that, my lord ?

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,

Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes
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The light and careless livery that it wears
Than settled age his sables and his weeds,
Importing health and graveness.—Two months

since.

Here was a gentleman of Normandy,

—

I "ve seen myself, and serv d against, the French,
And they can well on horseback : but this

gallant

Had witchcraft in 't ; he grew unto his seat

;

And to such wondrous doing brought his horse,

As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd
With the brave beast : so far he topp'd my

thought.

That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks,

Come short of what he did.

Laer. A Norman was 't ?

King. A Norman.
Laer. Upon my life, Lamond.
King. The very same.
Laer. I know him well : he is the brooch,

indeed.

And gem of all the nation.

King. He made confession of you ;

And gave you such a masterly report

For art and exercise in your defence,

And for your rapier most especially,

That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed
If one could match you : the scrimers of their

nation.

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye.

If you oppos'd them. Sir, this report of his

Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy.

That he could nothing do but wish and beg
Your sadden coming o'er, to play with him.
Now, out of this,

—

Laer. What out of this, my lord ?

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you?
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow,

A face without a heart ?

Laer. Why ask you this?

King. Not that I think you did not love your
father

;

But that I know love is begun by time

;

And that I see, in passages of proof,

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it.

There lives within the very flame of love

A kind of wick or snuff that will abate it

;

And nothing is at a like goodness still

;

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy,

Dies in his own too much : that we would do
We should do when we would ; for this would

changes,
And hath abatements and delays as many
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents

;

And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh

That hurts by easing. But to the quick o' the

ulcer :

—

Hamlet comes back : what would you under-

take

To show yourself your father's son in deed
M ore than in words ?

Laer. To cut his throat i' the church.

King. No place, indeed, should murder sanc-

tuarize

;

[Laertes,

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good
Will you do this, keep close within your cham-

ber.

Hamlet return'd shall know you are come home;
We '11 put on those shall praise your excellence,

And set a double varnish on the fame [gether,

The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, 10-

And wager on your heads : he, being remiss.

Most generous, and free from all contriving,

Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease,

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose

A sword unbated, and, in a pass of practice,

Requite him for your father.

Laer. I will do 't

:

And, for that purpose, I '11 anoint my sword.

I bought an unction of a mountebank.
So mortal that but dip a knife in it.

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare,

Collected from all simples that have virtue

Under the moon, can save the thing from death
That is but scralch'd withal : I '11 touch my

point

With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly,

It may be death.

King. Let 's further think of this ;

Weigh what convenience both of time and means
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail,

And that our drift look through our bad per-

formance,

'Twere better not assay'd : therefore this project

Should have a back or second, that might hold

If this should blast in proof. Soft ! let me
see :

—

We '11 make a solemn wager on your cunnings,

—

I ha't:

When in your motion you are hot and dry,

—

As make your bouts more violent to that end,

—

And that he calls for drink, I '11 have prepar'd

him
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping,

If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck

Our purpose may hold there.

Enter Queen.

How now, sweet queen !

Queen, One woe doth tread upon another's

heel, [Laertes.

So fast they follow:—your sister's drown'd,

Laer. Drown'd ! O, where ?

Queen. There isa willow grows aslant a brook,
202
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That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream

;

There with fantastic garlands did she come
Of crowtlowers, nettles, daisies, and long

purples,

Thai liberal shepherds give a grosser name.
But our cold niaids do dead men's fingers call

them.
There, on the pendant boughs lier coronet weeds
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ;

Wlien down her weedy trophies and herself

Fell in tlie weeping brook. Her clothes spread

wide ;

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up:
Which time she chanted snatches of old tanes ;

As one incapable of her own distress,,

Or like a creature native and inda'd

Unto that element : but long it could not be
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,

PiiU'd. the poor wretch from her melodious lay

To muddy death.

Laer. Alas, then, she is drown'd?
Queen, Drown'd, drovvn"d. [Ophelia,
Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor

And therefore I forbid my tears : but yet
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds.

Let shame say what it will : when these arc

gone.
The woman will be out.—Adieu, n\j lord :

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze,

But that this folly douts it. [Bxz'f.

A'ing. Let 's follow, Gertrude ;

How much I had to do to calm his rage !

Now fear I this will give it start again ;

Therefore let 's follow. [ExetmL

ACT V.

ScEXE I.

—

A Chiirdtyard.

Enter izvo Clowns ivith spades, &-'c.

1 C/o. Is she to be burred in Christian burial

that wilfully seeks her own salvation?

2 C/c. I tell thee she is ; and therefore make
her grave straight ; tlie erovvncr halli sat on
her, and finds it Christian burial.

1 C/o. How can that be, unless she drowned
herself in her own defence ?

2 Cla. Why, 'tis found so.

1 C/o. It must \yQ se offe7tdendo ; it cannot be
else. For here lies tlie point : if I drow-n my-
self wittingly, it argues an act : and an act hath
three branches ; it is to act, to do, and to per-
form : argal, she drowned herself wittingly.

2 Ch. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver,

—

r Clo, Give me leave. Here lies the water

;

good : here stands the man ; good : if the man
go :o this waior ai.d. drown himself, it is, will

he, nill he, he goes,—mark you that : but if

the vfater come to him and drown him, he
drowns not himself : argal, he that is not guilty

of his own death shortens not his own life.

2 Clo. But is this law ^

1 Clo. Ay, marry, is 't ; crowner's quest law.

2 Cla. Will you ha' the truth on't? If this

had not been a gentlewoman she should have
been buried out of Christian burial.

1 Clo. W hy, there thou say'st ; and the more
pity that great folk should have countenance in

this world to drown or hang themselves more
than their even Christian.—Come, my spade.

There is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners,

ditchers, and grave-makers ; they hold up
Adam's profession.

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman?
1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms.

2 Clo, Why, hjs had none.

1 Clo. W'hat, art a heathen? How dost

thou understand the Scripture ? The Scripture

says, Adam digged : could he dig without arms?
I '11 put another question to thee : \i thou an-

swerest me not to the purpose, confess thyself,

—

2 Clo. Go to.

1 Clo. What is he that btiilds stronger than
either the mason, the shipwright, or the car-

penter ?

2 Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame
outlives a thousand tenants.

r Clo. I like thy v.iE well, in good faith : the

gallows does well ; but how does it well ? ii

does well to those that do ill : now thou dojt

ill to say the gallows is built sfrcHiger than the

church : argal, the gallows may do well to thee.

To't again, come.
2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a

shipwright, or a carpenter?

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.
2 Ch. Many, now I can tell.

1 Clo. To't.

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell.

Enter HAAtLET and IIORATIO, at a disUuue.

I Clo. Cudgel thy brains tto more about it,

for your dull ass will not mend his pace with

l)caling ; and when you are asked this question

next, say a grave-maker ; the houses that he

makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee to

Yaughan ; fetch me a stoup of liquor.

\E.rit Second Clown.

In youth, wl.cn I did loN-e, did love, [Digs andsin^s.
Methought it u-us very sweet,

To contract, O, the time, for, a'l, rny hehave,

O, methought there was nothing meet.

Ilant. Has this fellow no feeling of bis

business, that he sings at grave-making ?



SCEKBI.] HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 1 163

Hor. Custom halh made it in him a pro-

perty of easiness.

Ham. 'Tis e'en so : tlie hand of little employ-

ment hath the daintier sense.

\ Clo. Bnt age, with his stealing steps, [Sin^s.

Hath claw'd iiie in his clutch.

And naih sh'ipp'd me iutil the iaud,

As if I had never been such.

\_ThrDws up a shill.

Ham, That skull had a tongue in it, and
could sing once : how the knave jowls it to the

ground, as if it were Cain's jawbone, that did

the first murder ! This might be the pate of a

Eolitician, which tliis ass now o'erreaches ; one
lat would circumvent God, might it not?
Hor. It might, my lord.

Hcan. Or of a courtier; which could sa^-,

Cood-Dwrrow, sweet lord! How dost tkou.,

good lord? This might be my lord such-a-one,

that praised my lord such-a-one's horse, when
he meant to beg it,—might it not?

Hor, Ay, my lord.

Ham. "Why, e'en so: and now my Lady
Worm's ; chapless, and knochwi about the

mazard with a sexton's spade: here's fine

revolution, an we had the trick to see't.

these bones cost no more the breeding but to

play at loggals with 'em? mine ache to think

on't.

I Clo. A picl:-axe and a spade, a spade, \Sir.£^.

1' or and a s.hroiidiEg sheet

:

O, a pit of clay for to be made
Yox such a guest is njcet.

\Throws 2ip another

Ham. There 's arvother : why may not that

be the skull of a lawyer ? Where be his quid-

diisnow, his quiiiets, his cases, his tenures, and
his tricks ? why does he suHer this rvsde knave
now to knock him about the sco.nce with a

dirty shovel, and will not teii him <^ his action

of battery ? Hum ! This fellow might be in 's

tirn* a great buyer of land, with his statutes, his

recognizances, his fines, his double vouchers,

his recoveries: is this the fine of his fines, and
the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fins

pate fijll of fine dirt? will his i-oucheis v»^u<.h

him no more of his purchases, and double ones
too, than the length and breadth of a pair cf

indentures ? The very conveyances of his lands

will hardly lie in tliis bos ; and must Ciie in-

heritor hhnself have no more, ha?
Hor. Not a jot more, my lord.

Ham. Is not parchment madeofsheeiD-skins?
Hor. h^\ my lord, and of calf-skins too.

Ham. They axe sheep and calves which seek
out assurance in that. I will speak to this

fellow.—Whose grave 's this, sir?

1 Clo, Mine, sir.

—

O, a pit of clay for to he made iSitigs.

For such a guest is nieeu

Ham. I think it be thine indeed ; for thou

liest in 't.

I Clo. You lie out on 't, sir, and therefore it

is not yours : for my part, I do not Jie in 't, and
j'et it is mine.

Ham. Thou dost he in 't, to be in 't, and say

it is thine : 'tis for the dead, not for the quiclc

;

therefore thcu liest.

I Clo. 'Tis a quid; lie, sir ; 't will away again

from me to you.

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for?

I Clo. For no man, sir.

Ham. What woman, then ?

1 CI:), For none, neither.

Ham. Who is to be buried in 't?

I Clo. One that "\^'as a woman, sir; but, rest

her soul, she 's dead.

H-am. How absolute the kna\'e is ! we must
speak by the card, or equivocation will ujkIo

us. By tlie Lord, Horatio, these three years I

have taken note of it ; the age is grow 11 so

picked that the toe of the peasant comes so near

the heel of the courtier, lie gails his kibe.

—

Hov^ long hast thou been a grave-maker ?

I Clo. Of all the days i' the year, I came
to 't that day thiat our last King Hamlet o'er-

came Fortinbras.

Ham. How long is that since ?

I Clo. Cannot you teJl that? ever}' fool can
tell that: it was the very day that young
Hamlet was born,—he that is mad, and sent

into England. [England?
Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into

i Clc. Why, because he was mad : he shall

recover his wits there; or, if he do not, it's no
great matter there.

Ham. W^hy?
I Clo. 'Tu ill not be seen in him there ; there

the men are as mad as he.

Hatfu How came he mad ?

I Clo. Very strangely, they say.

Ham. How strangely?

I Cla. Faith, e'en with losing his wits.

Ham. Upon what ground?
I Clo. Why, here in Densnark : I have been

sexton here, man and boy, thirty years.

Ham. How long will a man lie i' the eajth

ere he rot ?

I Clo. Faith, if he be not rotten before he
die,—as we have many pocky corses now-a-

days, that will scarce hold the laying in,—he

will last you some eight year or nine year : a
tanner will last you nine j'ear.

Ha»i. Why he more than anotlier?
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I Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with

his trade that he will keep out water a great

while ; and your water is a sore dccayer of your

whoreson dead body. Here 's a skull now ;

this skull has lain in the earth three-and-twenty

years.

Hatn. Whose was it ?

I Clo. A whoreson mad fellow's it was

:

whose do you think it was ?

Ham. Nay, I know not.

I Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue

!

'a poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once.

This same skull, sir, was Yorick's skull, the

king's jester.

Ham, This?
1 Clo. E'en that.

Ham. Let me see. [Takes the skull."]—Alas,

poor Yorick !—I knew him, Horatio ; a fellow

of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy: he hath
borne me on his back a thousand times ; and
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is !

my gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips

that I have kissed I know not how oft. Where
be your gibes now? your gambols? your songs?
your flashes of merriment, that were wont to

set the table on a roar? Not one now, to

mock your own grinning? quite chap-fallen?

Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell

her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour

she must come ; make her laugh al that.

—

Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing.

Hor. What 's that, my lord ?

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o'

this fashion i' the earth ?

Hor. E'en so.

Ham. And smelt so ? pah

!

[ Throws down the skull.

Hor. E'en so, my lord.

Ham. To what base uses we may return,

Horatio ! Why may not imagination trace the
noble dust of Alexander till he find it stopping
a bung-hole ?

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously to
consider so.

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow
him thither with modesty enough, and likelihood

to lead it: as thus; Alexander died, Alexander
was buried, Alexander returneih into dust ; the
dust is earth ; of earth we make loam ; and
why of that loam whereto he was converted
might they not stop a beer-barrel?

Imperious Csesar, dead and turn'd to clay,

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away

:

O, that that earth which kept the world in awe
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw!

—

But soft! but soft! aside.—Here comes the

king.

Enter Priests, tSr"*:. , in procession ; the Corpse cf
Ophelia, Laertes and^ioxxmtrsfollowing;
King, Queen, their Trains, 6^^.

The queen, the courtiers: who is that theyfoUow?
And with such maimed riles ? This doth betoken
The corse they follow did with desperate hand
Fordo its own life : 'twas of some estate.

Couch we awhile and mark.
[Retiring with HoR.

Laer. WTiat ceremony else ?

Ham. That is Laertes,

A very noble youth : mark.
Zxier. What ceremony else ?

I Priest. Her obsequies have been as far

enlarg'd [ful ;

As we have warrantise : her death was doubt-
And, but that great command o'ersv/ays the

order,

She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers,

Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be throviO
on her.

Yet here she is allowed her virgin rites.

Her maiden strewmenls, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

Laer. Must there no more be done ?

I Priest. No more be done

:

We should profane the service of the dead
To sing a requiem^ and such rest to her
As to peace-parted souls.

Laer. Lay her i' the earth ;

—

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh

May violets spring !— I tell thee, churlish priest,

A ministering angel shall my sister be

When thou liest howling.

Ha7n. What, the fair Ophelia!

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : farewell !

[Scattering/lowers.

I hop'd thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's
wife; [maid,

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet
And not have strew'd thy grave.

Laer. O, treble woe
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense

Depriv'd thee of!—Hold off the earth awhile,

Till I have caught her once more in mine arms

;

[Leaps into the gTa7'e.

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead,
Till of this flat a mountain you have made,
To o'er-top old Pelion or the skyish head
Of blue Olympus.
Ham. [Advancing.'] What is he whose grief

Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase f

sorrow [stand

Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them
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Like wonder-wounded hearers? this is I,

Hamlet the Dane. \_Leaps into the grave.

Laer. The devil take thy soul !

{^Grappling with him.

Ham. Thou pray'st not well.

I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat

;

Tor, though I am not splenetive and rash,

Yet have I in me something dangerous,

Which let thy wiseness fear : away thy hand.

King, riuck them asunder.

Queen. Hamlet! Hamlet!

All. Gentlemen,

—

Hor. Good my lord, be quiet.

\_The Attendants /<zr/ the')i, atid they

come out of the grave.

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this

theme
Until my eyelids will no longer wag.

Queen. O my son, wh.at theme?
Ham. I lov'd Ophelia; forty thousand brothers

Could not, with all their quantity of love,

Make up my sum.—What wilt thou do for her?

King. O, he is mad, Laertes.

Queen. For love of God, forbear him.

Ham. 'Swounds, show me what thou 'It do

:

Woul 't weep? woul 't fight? woul 't fast? woul 't

tear thyself?

Woul't drink up eisel ? eat a crocodile?

I '11 do 't.—Dost thou come here to whine?
To outface me with leaping in her grave ?

Be buried quick with her, and so will I

:

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw
Millions of acres on us, till our ground,

Singeing his pate against the burning zone.

Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou 'It mouth,
I'll rant as well as thou.

Queen. This is mere madness

:

And thus awhile the fit will work on him
;

Anon, as patient as the female dove,

When that her golden couplets are disclos'd,

His silence will sit drooping.

Ham. Hear you, sir

;

What is the reason that you use me thus?

I lov'd you ever : but it is no matter ;

Let Hercules himself do what he may,
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day.

lE.xit.

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon
him.

—

[.Sx/V Horatio.
Strengthen your patience in our last night's

speech; [7"^ Laertes.
We'll put the matter to the present push.

—

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.

—

This grave shall have a living monument

:

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see ;

Till then, in patience our proceeding be.

\£,xeunL

SCE7>JE II.

—

A Hall in tlie Castle.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.

Hatn, So much for this, sir : now let me see

the other ;

You do remember all the circumstance?

Hor. Remember it, my lord ! [fighting

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of

That would not let me sleep: methought I lay

Worse than the mutines in tlie bilboes. Rashly,

And prais"d be rashness for it,—let us know,
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well.

When our deep plots do fail : and that should

teach us

There's a divinity that shapes our ends.

Rough-hew them how we \s ill.

Hor. That is most certain.

Ham. Up from my cabin,

My sea-gown scarf'd about me, in the dark

Grop'd I to find out them: had my desire

;

Finger'd their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew

To mine own room again : making so bold.

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal

Their grand commission ; where I found,

Horatio,

royal knavery! an exact command,

—

Larded with many several sorts of reasons.

Importing Denmark's health and England's too,

With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life,

—

That, on the supervise, no leisure baled,

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe.

My head should be struck oft".

Hor. Is't possible?

Ham. Here's the commission: read it at

more leisure.

But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed?

Hor. I beseech you. [villanics,

—

Ham. Being thus benetted round with

Ere I could make a prologue to my brains.

They had begun the play,—I sat me dov,'n

;

Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it fair :

1 once did hold it, as our statists do,

A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now
It did me yeoman's service. Vv'ilt thou know
The effect of what I wrote ?

Plor. Ay, good my lord.

Ham, An earnest conjuration from the

king,^
As England was his faithful tributary ;

As love between them like the palm might

flourish ;

As peace should still her wheaten garland wear

And stand a comma 'tween their amities ;

And many such like as's of great charge,

—

That, on the view and know of these contents,
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Without debatement further, more or less,

lie should the bearers put to sudden death,

Not shriving-time allow'd.

Jlor. How was this seal'd ?

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven or-

dinant.

I had my father's signet in my purse,

Which was the model of that Danish seal

;

Folded the writ up in form of the other ;

Subscrib'd it ; gave 't the impression ;
plac'd it

safely, [day

The changeling never known. Now, the next

Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent

Thou know'st already. [to 't.

Hor. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go
Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this

employment

;

They are not near my conscience ; their defeat

Does by their own insinuation grow :

'Tis dangerous when the baser nature comes
Between the pass and fell incensed points

Of mighty opposites.

Hor. Why, what a king is this!

Ham. Does it not, think'st thee, stand me
now upon,

—

[mother;
He that hath kill'd my king and whor'd my
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes ;

Tiirown out his angle for my proper life,

And with such cozenage,—is't not perfect

conscience [damn'd,
To quit him with this arm ? and is 't not to be
To let this canker of our nature come
In further evil ? [England
Hor. It must be shortly known to him from

What is the issue of the business there.

Ham. It will be short: the interim is mine;
And a man's life 's no more than to say One.
But I am very sorry, good Horatio,
That to Laertes I forgot myself;
For by the image of my cause I see
The portraiture of his : I '11 court his favours :

But, sure, the braveiy of his grief did put me
Into a towering passion.

Hor. Peace ; who comes here ?

Enter Osric.

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to

Denmark.
Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.—Dost know

this water-fly ?

Hor. No, my good lord.

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for

'tis a vice to know him. He hath much land,
and fertile °, let a beast be lord of beasts, and
his crib shall stand at the king's mess : 'tis a
chougli ; but, as I say, spacious in the posses-

sion of dirt.

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at

leisure,

I should impart a thing to you from his majesty.

Ham. I will receive it with all diligence of

spirit.

Put your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis for the

head.
Osr. I thank your lordship, 'tis veiy hot.

Ham, No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the

wind is northerly.

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.

Ham. Methinks it is very sultry and hot for

my complexion.

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sul-

try,—as 'twere,—I cannot tell how.—But, my
lord, his majesty bade me signify to you that

he has laid a great wager on your head. Six,

this is the matter,

—

Ham. I beseech you, remember,

—

[Hamlet moves him to put on his hat.

Osr. Nay, in good faith ; for mine ease, in

good faith. Sir, here is newly come to court

Laertes; believe me, an absolute gentleman,
full of most excellent differences, of very soft

society and great showing : indeed, to sp>eak

feelingly of him, he is the card or calendar of

gentry, for you shall find in him the eentinent

of what part a gentleman would see.

Ham. Sir, his definement suffers no perdi-

tion in you ;—though, I know, to divide him
inventorially would dizzy the arithmetic of

memory, and it but yaw neither, in respect of

his quick sail. But, in the Vv,rity of extolment,

I take him to be a soul of great article ; and
his infusion of such dearth and rareness as, to

make true diction of him, his semblable is his

mirror ; and who else would trace him, ' is

umbrage, nothing more. [hi; .

Osr. Your lordship .speaks most infallibly 'A

Ham. The concernancy, sir? why do ve

wrap the gentleman in our more rawer breath?

Osr. Sir?

Hor. Is't not possible to understand in

another tongue ? You will do 't sir, really.

Ham. What imports the nomination of this

gentleman ?

Osr. Of Laertes?

Hor. His purse is empty already; all's

golden words are spent.

Ham. Of him, sir.

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant,

—

Ham. I would you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if

you did, it would not much approve me.

—

Well, sir.

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excel-

lence Laertes is,

—

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should
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compare with him in excellence ; but to know
a man well were to know himself.

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon; but in the

imputation laid on him by them, in his meed
he 's unfellowed.

Ham. What 's his weapon ?

Osr. Rapier and dagger.

Ham. That 's two of his weapons : but, well.

Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him

six Barbary horses : against the which he has

iniponed, as I take it, six French rapiers and

poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hangers,

and so: three of the carriages, in faith, are

very dear to fancy, very responsive to the hilts,

most delicate carriages, and of very liberal

conceit.

Ham. What call you the carriages?

Ho;: I knew you must be edified by the

margent ere you had done.

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers.

Ham. The phrase would be more german to

the matter if we could carry cannon by our

sides: I would it might be hangers till then.

But, on: six Barbaiy horses against six French

swords, their assigns, and three lil>eral con-

ceiled carriages ; that 's the French bet against

the Danish: why is this imponed, as you call

it?

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen

passes between you and him he shall not ex-

ceed you three hits : he hath laid on twelve for

nine ; and it would come to immediate trial if

yovir lordship would vouchsafe the answer.

Ham. How if I answer no?
Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your

person in trial.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall : if it

please his majesty, it is the breathing time of

day with me: let the foils be brought, the

gentleman willing, and the king held his pur-

pose, I will win for him if I can ; if not, I will

gain nothing but my shame and the odd hits.

Osr. Shall I re-deliver you e'en so?

Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish

your nature will.

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship.

Ham. Yours, yours. \Eait OsRic]—lie

does well to commend it himself; there are no
tongues else for's turn. [on his head.

Hor, This lapwing runs away with the shell

Ham. He did comply with his dug before he
sucked it. Thus has he,—and many more of

the same bevy, that I know the drossy age
dotes on,—only got the tune of the time, and
outward habit of encounter; a kind of yesty

collection, which carries them through and
through the most fanned and winnowed opin-

ions ; and do but blow them to their trial, the

bubbles are out.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him
to you by young Osric, who brings back to him
lliat you attend him in the hall; he sends to

know if your pleasure hold to play with
Laertes, or that you will take longer time.

Ham, I am constant to my purposes ; they

follow the king's pleasure : if liis fitness speaks,

mine is ready ; now or whensoever, provided I

be so able as now. [down.
Lord. The king and queen and all are coming
Ham. Li happy time.

Lord. The queen desires j'ou to use some
gentle entertainment to Laertes before you fall

to play.

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord.
Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord.

Ham. I do not think so; since he went into

France I have been in continual practice: I

shall wm at the odds. But thou wouldst not

think how ill all's here about my heart: but

it is no matter.

Hor. Nay, good my lord,

—

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind

of gain giving as would perhaps trouble a

woman.
Hor. If your mind dislike anything, obey

it: I will forestall their repair hither, and say

you are not St.

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury: there's

a special providence in the fall of a sparrov/.

If it be now, 'tis not to come ; if it be not to

come, it will be now ; if it be not now, yet it

will come : the readiness is all : since no man
has aught of what he leaves, what is 't to leave

betimes ?

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, Lords,

Osric, a/.'^a? Attendants ivith foils, ?sfc.

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this

hand from me.
\_Tke l^iT^iG puts Laertes's hand

into Hamlet's.
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir: I have

done you w rong

:

But pardon 't, as you are a gentleman.

This presence knows, and you must needs have
heard,

How I am punish'd with sore distraction.

What I have done,

That might your nature, honour, and exception

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness.

Was 't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never
Hamlet

:
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If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away,
And when he 's not himself does wrong Laer-

tes,

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it.

Who does it, then? His madness : if't be so,

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ;

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy.
Sir, in this audience.

Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts

That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house

And hurt my brother.

Laer. I am satisfied in nature.

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour
I stand aloof ; and will no reconcilement

Till by some elder masters of known honour
I have a voice and precedent of peace
To keep my name ungor'd. But till that time

I do receive your offer'd love like love,

And will not wrong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely ;

And will this brother's wager frankly play.

—

Give us the foils ; come on.

Laer. Come, one for me.
Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes; in mine

ignorance

Your skill shall, like a star in the darkest night.

Slick fiery off indeed.

Laer. You mock me, sir.

Ham. No, by this hand.
King. Give them the foils, young Osric.

Cousin Hamlet,
You know the wager ?

Ham. Very well, my lord ;

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker
side.

Kitig. I do not fear it ; I have seen you both

;

But since he 's better'd, we have therefore odds.

Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another.

Ham. This likes me well. These foils have
all a length ? [ They prepare to play.

Osr. Ay, my good lord.

King. Set me the stoups of wine upon that

table,—
If Hamlet give the first or second hit.

Or quit in answer of the third exchange,
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ;

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath

;

And in the cup an union shall he throw,

Richer than that which four successive kings

In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the

cups ;

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak,

The trumpet to the cannoneer without.

The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to

earth,

Now the king drinks to Hamlet.—Come,
begin ;

—

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye.

Ham. Come on, sir.

Laer. Come, my lord.

[ They play.

Ham. One.
Laer. No.
Ham. Judgment.
Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer. Well ;—again.

King. Stay, give me drink.—Hamlet, this

pearl is thine

;

Here's to thy health.

—

[ Trumpets sound, and cannon shot

off -within.

Give him the cup. [awhile.

—

Ham. I '11 play this bout first ; set it by
Come.—Another hit ; what say you?

[ They play,

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess.

King. Our son shall win.

Queen. He 's fat, and scant of breath.

—

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows :

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet.
Ham. Good madam

!

King. Gertrude, do not drink.

Queen. I will, my lord ; I pray you, pardon
me. [late.

King. [Aside.'\ It is the poison'd cup ; it is too

Ham, I dare not drink yet, madam ; by and
by.

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face.

Laer. My lord, I '11 hit him now.
King. I do not think 't.

Laer. [Aside.'\ And yet 'tis almost 'gainst

my conscience.

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes: you
but dally

;

I pray you, pass with your best violence

:

I am afeard you make a wanton of me.
Laer. Say you so ? come on. [ 7 hey play.

Osr. Nothing, neither way.
Laer. Have at you now 1

[Laer. zvounds Ham.; then, in scuffling, they

change rapiers, and Ham. wounds Laer.
King. Part them ; they are incens'd.

Ham. Nay, come, again. {The Qxjke'H falls.

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho !

Hor. They bleed on both sides.—How is it,

my lord ?

Osr. How is't, Laertes?

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own
springe, Osric;

I am justly kilTd with mine own treachery.

Ham. How docs the queen ?

King. She swoons to see them bleed.
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Queen, No, no, the drink, the drink,—O my
dear Hamlet,

—

The drink, the drink !— I am poison'd. [Dies.

Ham. Ovillany!—Ho! let the door be lock'd

:

Treachery! seek it out. [Laertes _/rt//i-.

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art

slain ;

No medicine in the world can do thee good ;

In thee there is not half an hour of life ;

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand,

Unbated and envenom'd : the foul practice

Hath turn'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie,

Never to rise again : thy mother 's Doison'd :

1 can no more :—the king, the king 's to blame.

Ham. The point envenom'd too !

—

Then venom to thy work. [Stabs the King.
Osr. and Lords. Treason ! treason !

King. O, yet defend me, friends j I am but

hurt.

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous,

damned Dane,
Drink off this potion.— Is thy union here?

Follow my mother. [King dies.

Laer. He is justly serv'd ;

It is a poison temper'd by himself.

—

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet

:

Mine and my father's death come not upon
thee,

Kor thine on me ! [Dies.

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it I I

follow thee.

—

lam dead, Horatio.—Wretched queen, adieu!

—

Vou that look pale and tremble at this chance,

That are but mutes or audience to this act,

Had I but time,—as this fell sergeant, death,

Is strict in his arrest,—O, I could tell you,

—

But let it be.—Horatio, I am dead ;

Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright

To the unsatisfied.

Hor. Never believe it

:

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane,

—

Here 's yet some liquor left.

Ham. As thou 'rt a man,
Give me the cup ; let go ; by heaven, I '11

have't.

—

O good Horatio, what a wounded name,
Things standing thus unknown, shall live

behind me

!

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,

Absent thee from felicity awhile,

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in

pain,

To tell my stor}'.

—

[March afar off, and shot within.

What warlike noise is this?

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come
from Poland,

To the ambassadors of England gives

This warlike volley.

Ham. O, I die, Horatio
;

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit

:

I cannot live to hear the news from England;
But I do prophesy the election lights

On Fortinbras : he has my dying voice
;

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less,

Which have solicited.—The rest is silence.

[Dies.

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart.—Good-
night, sweet prince,

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest

!

Why does the drum come hither ?

[March ivithin.

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors,
and others.

Fort. Where is this sight ?

Hor. What is it you would see ?

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search.

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc.—O proud
death,

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell,

That thou so many princes at a shot

So bloodily hast struck?

I Amb. The sight is dismal ;

And our affairs from England come too late

:

The ears are senseless that should give us
hearing.

To tell him his commandment is fulfill'd.

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead

:

Where should we have our thanks ?

Hor. Not from his mouth.
Had it the ability of life to thank you

:

He never gave commandment for their death.

But since, so jump upon this bloody question.

You from the Polack wars, and you from
England,

Are here arriv'd, give order that these bodies

High on a stage be placed to the view ;

And let me speak to the yet unknowing world
How these things came about : so shall you heat

Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts ;

Of accidental judgments, casual slpughters;

Of deaths put on by cunning and forc'd cause;

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook

Fall'n on the inventors' heads: all this can I

Truly deliver.

Fort. Let us haste to hear it,

And call the noblest to the audience.

For me, wilh sorrow I embrace my fortune

:

I have some rights of memory in this king-

dom.
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite

me.
Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak.
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And from his mouth whose voice will draw on
more:

But let this same be presently perform'd,

^•'en while men's minds are wild : lest more
mischance

On plots and errors hapjien,

I'ort. Let four captains

Bear Hamlet like a soldier to the stage
;

For he was likely, had he been put on,

To have prov'd most royally: and, for his

passage,

The soldier's music and the rites of war
Speak loudly for him.

—

Take up the bodies.—Such a sight as this

Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss.

Go, bid the soldiers shoot. \_A dead viarck.

[Exeunf, bearing offthe dead bodies ; aftet

which a p^al ofordnance is shot off.
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ACT I.

Scene I.

—

Venice. A Street.

Enter Roderigo atid Iago.

Rod. Never tell me ; I take it much unkindly
Th;i,t thou, Iago, who hast had my purse
As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of

this,—
Iago. 'Shlood, but you will not hear me:

—

If ever I did dream of such a matter,
Aijhor me.

Rod. Thou told'st me thou didst hold him in

thy hate.

Iago. Despise me if I do not. Three great
ones of the city,

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant,
Off-capp'd to him :—and, by the faith of man,
I know my price, I am worth no worse a

place :

—

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes,
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance
Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war:
And, in conclusion, nonsuits
My mediators; for, Certes, says he,
/ have already chose my officer.

And what was he ?

Forsooth, a great arithmetician,
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine,
A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife ;

That never set a squadron in the field,

Nor the division of a battle knows
More than a_ spinster ; unless the bookish

theoric.

Wherein the toged consuls can propose
As masterly as he: mere prattle, without

practice,

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the
election :

And I,—of whom his eyes had seen the proof
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grountls.

Christian and heathen,—must be be-lee'd and
calm'd

By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster

;

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be.

And I, God bless tlie mark ! his Moorsliip's

ancient. [his hangmar:.

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been
Iago. Why, there 's no remedy ; 'tis the

curse of service.

Preferment goes by letter and affection.

And not by old gradation, where each second

Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge
yourself

Whether I in any just term am affm'd

To love the Moor.
Rod. I would not follow him, then,

Iago. O, sir, content you
;

I follow him to serve my turn upon him

:

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters

Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage,

Wears out his time, much like his master's as?,

For naught but p'ovender 5 and when he 's old,

cashier'd

:

Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are

\\~\\o, triram'd in forms and visages of duty.

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselve.~ :

And, throwing but shows of service -on their

lords.

Do well thrive by them, and when they have

lin'd their coats.
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Do themselves homage : these fellows have
some soul

;

And such a one do I profess myself.

For, sir,

It is as sure as you are Roderigo,

Were I the Moor I would not be lago:
In following him I follow but myself;

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty,

I'lit seeming so for my peculiar end

:

I'or when my outward action doth demonstrate
The native act and figure of my heart

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after

li.u I will wear my heart upon my sleeve

For daws to peck at : I am not what I am.
Kod. What a full fortune does the thick lips

owe.
If he can carry 't thus

!

Idgo. Call up her father.

R >use him :—make after him, poison hisdelight,

Troclaim him in the streets ; incense her kins-

men.
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell,

Piague him with flies : though that his ioy be
joy,

Yet throw such changes of vexation on 't

As it may lose some colour. [aloud.

Hod. Here is her father's house : I '11 call

lago. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire

yell

As when, by night and negligence, the fire

Is spied in populous cities. [tio, ho !

Nod. What, ho, Brabantio ! Signior Braban-
lago. Awake 1 what, ho, Brabantio ! thieves !

thieves ! thieves ! [bags !

Look to your house, your daughter, and your
Thieves ! thieves !

Brabantio appears above at a wmdoiv.

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible sum-
mons ?

What is the matter there ?

J\od. Signior, is all your family within

?

lago. Are your doors locked ?

Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this ?

lago. Zounds, sir, you 're robb'd ; for shame,
put on your gown

; [soul

;

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your
Even now, now, very now, an old black ram
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise

;

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell.

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you

:

Arise, I say.

Jira. What, have you lost your wits ?

AW. Most reverend signior, do you know my
voice ?

Bra. Not I ; what are you?
AW. My name is Roderigo.

Bra. The worser welcome :

I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my
doors

;

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say

My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in mad-
ness.

Being full of supper and distempering draughts.

Upon malicious bravery dost thou come
To start my quiet.

Rod. Sir, sir, sir,

—

Bra. But thou must needs be sure,

My spirit and my place have in them power
To make this bitter to thee.

Bod. Patience, good sir.

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing ? this

is Venice

;

My house is not a grange.

I\od. Most grave Brabantio,

In simple and pure soul I come to you.

lago. Zounds, sir, you are one of those that

will not serve God if the devil bid you. Be-

cause we come to do you service, and you think

we are ruffians, you '11 have your daughter

covered with a Barbary horse ; 3'ou '11 have
your nephews neigh to you ; you '11 have cour-

sers for cousins and gennets for germans.
Bra. What profane wretch art thou ?

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you
your daughter and the Moor are now making
the beast with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

lago. You are—a senator.

Bra. This thou shalt answer ; I know thee,

Roderigo. [seech you,

Rod. Sir, I will answer anything. But I be-

If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent,

—

As partly I find it is,—that your fair daughter,

At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night.

Transported with no worse nor better guard
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier.

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,

—

If this be known to you, and your allowance.

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs;

But if you know not this, my manners tell me
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe

That, from the sense of all civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence:
' Your daughter,—if you have not given her

I
leave,

—

I say again, hath made a gross revolt

;

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger [self:

Of here and everywhere. Straight satisfy your-

If she be in her chamber or your house

Let loose on me the justice of the state

For thus deluding you.

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho J
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Give me a taper !—call up all my people !

—

This accident is not unlike my dream ;

Belief of it oppresses me already.

—

Light, I say ! light

!

\^Exitfrom above,

/ago. Farewell ; for I must leave you

:

It seems not meet nor wholesome to my place
To be produc'd,—as if I stay I shall,

—

Against the Moor : for I do know the state,

—

However this may gall him with some check,

—

Cannot with safety cast him ; for he 's embark'd
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars,—
Which even now stand in act,—that, for their

souls.

Another of his fathom they have none
To lead their business : in which regard.

Though I do hate him as I do hell pains,

Yet, for necessity of present life,

I must show out a flag and sign of love,

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall

surely find him,
Lead to the Sagittary the raised search ;

And there will I be with him. So, farewell.

[Exit.

Ettter below, Brabantio, and Servants wi/h
torches.

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ;

And what 's to come of my despised time
Is naught but bitterness.—Now, Roderigo,
Where didst thou see her?—O unhappy girl !

—

With the Moor, say'st thou ?—Who would be
a father ! [ceives me

How didst thou know 'twas she ?—O, she de-
Past thought.—What said she to you?—Get

more tapers ;

Raise all my kindred.—Are they married, think
you ?

J?od. Truly, I think they are.

Bra. O heaven !—How got sha out ?—

O

treason of the blood !

—

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters'
minds

By what you see them act.—Are there not
charms

By which the property of youth and maidhood
May be abused ? Have you not read, Roderigo,
Of some such thing ?

Hod. Yes, sir, I have indeed.
Bra. Call up my brother.—O, would you

had had her !

—

Some one way some another.—Do you know
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor?

Hod. I think I can discover him, if you please

To get good guard, and go along with me.
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house

I'll call ;

I may command at most.—Get weapons, ho !

And raise some special officers of night.

—

On, good Roderigo :— I '11 deserve your pains.

l^Exeuiit.

Scene II.—Venice. Another Street.

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants ivith

torches.

Iago. Though in the trade of war I have
slain men,

Yet do I hold it very stuff o' the conscience
To do no contriv'd murder : I lack iniquity

Sometimes to do me service: nine or ten times
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under

the ribs.

Otk. 'Tis better as it is.

Iago. Nay, but he prated,
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms
Against your honour.
That, with the little godliness I have,
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you,

sir,

Are you fast married ? Be assured of this,

That the magnifico is much beloved ;

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential

As double as the duke's : he will divorce you
;

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance
The law,—with all his might to enforce it on,

—

Will give him cable.

Otk. Let him do his spite :

My services which I have done the signiory

Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to

know,

—

Which, when I know that boasting is an honour,
I shall promulgate,—I fetch my life and being
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits
May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune

As this that I have reach'd : for know, Iago,

But that I lov€ the gentle Desdemona,
I would not my unhoused free condition

Put into circumscription and confine

For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights

come yond ?

Iago. Those are the raised father and his

friends

:

You were best go in.

Otk. Not I ; I must be founds
My parts, my title, and my perfect soul

Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they?

Iago. By Janus, I think no.

Ettter Cassio and certain Officers with torches-^

Otk. The servants of the duke and my liea-

tenant.

—

The goodness of the night upon you, friends ?

What is the news?
Cas. The duke does greet you, general

;
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And he requires your haste-post-liaste appear-
ance

Even on the instant.

0th, What is the matter, think you ?

Cos. Something from Cyprus, as I may
divhie

:

It is a business of some heat : the galleys

Have sent a dozen sequent messengers

This very night at one another's heels

;

And many of the consuls, rais'd and met.

Are at the dukesalrjady ; you liave been hotly

caird for

;

When, being not at your lodging to be found,

Tiie senate hath sent about three several quests

To search you out.

0th. 'Tis well I am found by you.
I \kill but spend a word here in the house.

And go with you. \Exii.

Cas. Ancient, what inakes he here ?

lago. Faith, he to-night liath boarded a land
carack

:

If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever.

Cas. I do not uudcrstand,

lago. He 's married.

Cas. To who ?

Re-enter Othello.

Togo. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you go?
0th. Have with }-ou.

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for

you.
lago. It is Brabantio,—General, be advis'd ;

He comes to bad intent.

EiUer Brabaxtio, RoDERlGO, and Officers

tuiih torches mid •zoeaposts.

Oili.
_

Holla ! stand there I

Rod. Signior, it is the Ikloor.

Bra. Down with him, thief i

{They dratv ou doth sides.

laga. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you.
0th. Keep up your bright swonis, for the

dew will rust thein.

—

[years
Good signior, you shall more command with
Tlian with your weapons.

Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou
stow'd my daxighter ?

Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her

;

For I 'II refer me to all things of sense.
If she in chains of magic were not bound,
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy,
So opposite to marriage that she shim-n'd
The wealthy curled darliiigs of our nation.
Would ever have, to incur a general mock.
Run from her giiardage to the sooty bosom
Of such a thing as thou,—to fear, not to delight.

Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense

That thou hast praclis'd on her with foul

charujs

;

Abus'd lier delicate youth with drugs or
minerals

That weaken motion :— I 'W. have 't disputed on;
'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking.

I therefore apprehend and do attach ihee
For an abuser of the world, a practise!

Of arts inhibited and out of warrant.

—

Lay hold upon him : if he do resist,

Subdue him at his peril.

Oih. Hold your hands,
Both you of my inclining and the rest

:

Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it

Without a prompter.—Where will you that I go
To answer this your charge ?

Bra. To prison ; till fit time
Of law and course of disect session

Call thee to ans^'er.

0th. What if I do obey ?

How may the duke be therewith satisfied,

Whose messengers are here about my side.

Upon some present business of the state.

To bring me to him.
1 Off. 'TIS tme, most worthy s5gnior

;

The duke 's in council, and your noble self,

I am sure, is sent for.

Bra. How 1 the duke in coimcil

!

In this time of the night J—Bring him away :

Mine 's not an idle cause : the duke himself.

Or any of my brothers of the state.

Cannot but feel this wrong as 'twere their own

;

For if such actions may have passage free,

Bond -slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be.

\ILxeHnt.

Scene HI.

—

Venice. A Cotinril-<kavtber.

The Duke and Senators sitting at a table ;
Officers attetidittg.

Duke. There is no composition in these news
That gives them credit.

1 Sen. Indeed-, they are disproportion'd

;

My letters say a hundred and seven galleys.

DuAe, And mine a hundred and fort^-.

2 Sen. And mine two hundred :

But though they jump not on a just account,

—

As in these cases, where the aim reports,

'Tis oft with difference,—yet do they all confirm
A Turkish fleet, and bearing np to Cyprus.

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment:
I do not so secure me in the error,

But the main article I do ap^jrove
In fearful sense.

Sailer. [Witk?n.'] \Miat, hoi what, ho!
what, ho !

I Off. A messenger frcan the galleys.
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Enter a Sailor.

Dztke. Now,—what 's the business ?

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for

Rhodes

;

So was I bid report here to the state

By Sis^or Angelo.
Ditkd. How say you by this change ?

1 Sen. This cannot be,

By no assay of reason : 'tis a pageant
To keep us in false gaze. When we consider
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ;

And let ourselves again but understand
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes,
So may he with more facile question bear it,

For that it stands not in such warlike brace,

But altogether lacks the abilities [of this,

That Rhodes is dress'd in : if we make thought
We must not think the Turk is so wnskilful

To leave that latest which concerns him first

;

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain
To wake and wage a danger profitless.

Ditke. Nay, in all confidence, he 's not for

Rhodes.
I Off. Here is more news.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious,

Steering with due course toward the isle of

Rhodes,
Have there injointed them v.fith an after fleet.

I Sen. Ay, so I thought.—How many, as

yoti guess? [stem

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-

Their backward course, bearing with frank

appearance [tano,

Their prarposes toward Cyprus.—Signior Mon-
Your trusty and most valiant servitor,

\^'ith his free duty recommends you thus,

And prays you to believe him.
Ditke. 'Tis certain, then, for Cyprus.

—

Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town ?

I Sen. He 's now in Florence.

Duke. Write from us to him j post-post-haste

despatch. [INIoor.

I Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant

Enter BkxVbantio, Othello, Iago,
RODERIGO, and Officers.

Ditke, "Valiant Othello, we must straight

employ you
Against the general enemy Ottoman.

—

1 did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior ;

[7i> Brabantio.
We lacked your cotmsel and your help to-'sight.

Bra. So did I )i/urs. Good your g,i'ace,

pardon mc

;

Neither my pkce, nor anght I heard of business
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the

general care

Take hold on me ; for my particular grief
Is of so flood-gate and overbearing nature
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows,
And it is still itself.

Duke. Wliy, what's the matter?
Bra. My danghter ! O, my daughter !

Duke and Senators. Dead ?

Bra. Ay, to me j

She is abus'd, stol'n front me, and corrupted
By spells and medicines bought ofmountebanks;
For nature so preposterously to err,

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense.

Sans witchcraft corrfd not. [ceeding,

Duke. Whoe'er he be that, in, this foul pro-
Hath thus begrtil'd your daughter of herself.

And you of her, the bloody book of law
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter

After your own sense ; yea, though our proper
son

Stood in your action.

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it

seems.

Your special marwlate for the state afialrs

Hath hither brought.

Duke and Senators. We are very sorry for 't.

Duke. Wliat, in your own part, can you say

to this? [7<p Othello.
Bra. Nothing, but this is so. [iors,

0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend sign-

My very noble and approved good masters,

—

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter,

It is most trae ; trtie, I have married her :

The very head and front of my offending

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my
speech

,

And little bl'ess'd with the soft phrase of peace

;

For since these arms of mine bad seven years'

pith, [us'd

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have
Their dearest action in the tented field

;

And little of this great v>-orld can I speak.

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle j

And therefore little shall I grace my cause

In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious.

patience,

I win a round unvamish'd tale deliver

Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what
charms,,

What conjuration, and what mighty magic,

—

For such proceeding I am charg'd withalj—

«

I won his daughter.

Bra. A maiden never bold :

Of spirit so still and quiet that her motion
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Blush'd at herself ; and she,—in spite of nature.

Of years, of country, credit, everything,

—

To fall in love with what sheicar'd to look on !

It is a judgment maim'd and most imperfect

That will confess perfection so could err

Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven

To find out practices of cunning hell,

Why this sliould be. I therefore vouch again,

T'.iat with some mixtures powerful o'er the

blood,

Or wiih some dram conjur'd to this effect,

lie wrought upon her.

Duke. To vouch lliis is no proof;
Without more wider and more overt test

Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods

Of modern seeming do prefer against him.
I Sen. But, Othello, speak :

Did you by indirect and forced courses

S.ihdue and poison this young maid's affections?

Or came it by request, and such fair question

As soul to soul affordeth ?

0th. I do beseech you,

Send for the lady to the Sagittary,

And let her speak of me before her father

IF you do find me foul in her report,

The trust, the office I do hold of you.

Not only take away, but let your sentence
Even fall upon my life.

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither.

0th. Ancient, conduct them
;
you best know

the place.

—

{Exeunt Iago and Attendants.
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven
I do confess the vices of my blood,

So justly to your grave ears I '11 present
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love,

And she in mine.
Duke. Say it, Othello.
0th. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited nie

;

Still queslion'd me the story of my life.

From year to year,—the battles, sieges, fortunes,

That I have pass'd.

I ran it through, even from my boyish days
To the very moment that he bade me tell it

:

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances,
Of moving accidents by flood and field ;

Of hairbreadth scapes i' the imminent deadly
breacli

;

Of being taken by the insolent foe,

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence,
And portance in my travel's history

:

Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle,

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads
touch heaven,

It was my hint to speak,—such was the process

;

And of the Cannibals that each other cat,

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads

Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear

Would Desdemona seriously incline :

But still the house affairs would draw her

thence

;

Which ever as she could with haste despatch.

She 'd come again, and with a greedy ear

Devour up my discourse : which I observing,

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate.

Whereof by parcels she had something heard,

But not intentively : I did consent

;

And often did beguile her of her tears.

When I did speak of some distressful stroke

That my youth suffer'd. My stor)' being done.

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs

:

She swore,—in faith, 'twas strange, 'twas pass-

ing strange ;

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful

:

She v/ish'd she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd

That heaven had made her such a man : she

thank'd me ;

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her,

I should but teach him how to tell my story,

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I

spake :

She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd ;

And I lov'd her that she did pity them.

This only is the witchcraft I have us'd :

—

Here comes the lady; let her witness it.

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants.

Duke. I think this tale %vould win ray

daughter too.

—

Good Brabantio,

Take up this mangled matter at the best

.

Men do their broken weapons ratlier use

Than their bare hands.

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak :

If she confess that she was half the wooer.

Destruction on my head if my bad blame
Light on the man !—Come hither, gentle mis-

tress :

Do you perceive in all this noble company
Where most you owe obedience ?

Des. My noble father,

I do perceive here a divided duty:

To you I am bound for life and education

;

My life and education both do learn me
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty,

—

I am hitherto your daughter : but here 's my
husband

;

And so much duty as my mother show'd

To you, preferring you before her father,

So much I challenge that I may profess

Due to the Moor, my lord.

Bra. God be with you !—I have done.—
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Please it your grace, on to the state affairs :

I had rather to adopt a child than get it.

—

Come hither. Moor :

I here do give thee that with all my heart.

Which, but thou hast already, with ail my heart

I would keep from thee.—For your sake, jewel,

I am glad at soul I have no other child
;

For thy escape would teach me tyranny.

To hang clogs on them.— I have done, my lord.

Duke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay

a sentence.

Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers

Into your favour.

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes

depended.
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone
Is the next way to draw new mischief on.

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes,

Patience her injury a mockery makes.
The robb'd that smiles steals something from

the thief;

He robs himself that spends a bootless grief.

B7-a. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile
;

We lose it not so long as we can smile

;

He bears the sentence well that nothing bears

But the free comfort which from thence he hears;

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow.
These sentences, to sugar or to gall,

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal

;

But words are words ; I never yet did hear
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the

ear.

—

[state.

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty pre-

paration makes for Cyprus.—Othello, the forti-

tude of the place is best known to you ; and
though we have there a substitute of most
allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign
mistress of effects, throws a more safer voice
on you: you must therefore be content to slub-

ber the gloss of your new fortunes with this

more stubborn and boisterous expedition.
Oih. The tyrant custom, most grave senators,

I lath made the flinty and steel couch of war
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize
A natural and prompt alacrity

I find in hardness ; and do undertake
These present wars against the Ottomites.
IMost humbly, therefore, bending to your state,

I crave fit disposition for my wife ;

Due reference of place and exhibition ;

"With such accommodation and besort
As levels with her breeding.

Duke. If you please,

Be 't at her father's.

£ra. I '11 not have it so.

0th. Nor I.

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside,
To put my father in impatient thoughts,
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke,
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear ;

And let me find a charter in your voice
To assist my simpleness.

Dtike. What would you, Desdemona?
Des. That I did love the Moor to live with

him,
My downright violence and scorn of fortunes
May trumpet to the world: my heart's subdu'd
Even to the very quality of my lord:
I saw Othello's visage in his mind

;

And to his honours and his valiant parts
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,
A moth of peace, and he go to the war,
The rites for which I love him are bereft me,
And I a heavy interim shall support
By his dear absence. Let me go with him.

Gth. Let her have your voices.

Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not
To please the palate of my appelite ;

Nor to comply with heat,—the young affects

In me defunct,—and proper satisfaction
;

But to be free and bounteous to her mind

:

And heaven defend your good souls, that you
think

I will your serious and great business scant
For she is with me : no, when light-wing'd

toys

Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dullness
My speculative and offic'd instruments.
That my disports corrupt and taint my business,
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm.
And all indign and base adversities

Make head against my estimation !

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine,
Either for her stay or going: the affair cries

haste,

And speed must answer it.

I Seit. You must away to-night.

0th. With all my heart.

Duke. At nine i' the morning here we '11

meet again.

—

Othello, leave some officer behind,
And he shall our commission bring to you ;

With such things else of quality and respect

As doth import you.

0th. So please your grace, my ancient,

—

A man he is of honesty and trust,

—

To his conveyance I assign my wife,

With what else needful your good grace shall

think

To be sent after me.
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Duke. Let it be so.

—

Good-night to every one.—And, noble signior,

\^To Bkabantio.
If virtue no delighted beauty lack,

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black.

I Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ; use Desdemona
well. [to see

:

Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eyes

She has dcceiv'd her father, and may thee.

\_ExeHnt Duke, Senators, Officers, ^c.
0th. My life upon her faith !—Honest lago,

My Desdemona must I leave to thee :

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her

;

And bring them after in the best advantage.

—

Come, Desdemona, I have but an hour
Of love, of worldly matters and direction,

To spend with thee : we must ob^ the time.

\E.xeunt Othello and Desdemona.
Rod. lago,

—

lago. What say'st thou, noble heart?
Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou ?

lago. Why, go to bed and sleep.

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself.

lago. If thou dost, I shall never love thee

after. Why, thou silly gentleman

!

Rod. It is silliness to live when to live is

torment j and then have we a prescription to

die when death is our physician.

lago. O villanous ! I have looked upon the
world for four times seven years ; and since I

could distinguish betwixt a benefit and an
injury, I never found man that knew how to

love himself. Ere I would say I would drown
myself for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would
change my humanity with a baboon.

Rod. What should I do ? I confess it is my
shame to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue

to amend it.

lago. Virtue ! a fig ! 'tis in ourselves that we
are thus or thus. Our bodies are gardens, to

the which our wills are gardeners; so that if

we will plant nettles or sow lettuce, set hyssop
and weed up thyme, supply it with one gender
of herbs or distract it with many, either to

have it sterile with idleness or manured with
industry ; why, the power and corrigible

iiathority of this lies in our wills. If the
balance of our lives had not one scale of reason
to poise another of sensuality, the blood and
baseness of our natures would conduct us to
most preposterous conclusions: but we have
reason to cool our raging motions, our camal
stings, our unbitted lusts ; whereof I take this,

that you call love, to be a sect or scion.
Rod. It cannot be.

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood and a
permission of the will. Come, be a man

:

drown thyself ! drown cats and blind puppies.

I have professed me thy friend, and I confess

me knit to thy deserving with cables of per-

durable toughness ; I could never better stead

thee than now. Put money in thy purse

;

follow thou the wars ; defeat thy favour with

an usurped beard ; I say, put money in thy

purse. It cannot be that Desdemona should

long continue her love to the Moor,—put

money in thy purse,—nor he his to her : it was
a violent commencement, and thou shalt see

an answerable sequestration ;—put but money
in thy purse.—These Moors are changeable in

their wills ;—fill thy purse with money : the

food that to him now is as luscious as locusts

shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida.

She must change for youth : when she is sated

with his body she will find the error of her

choice : she must have change, she must

:

therefore put money in thy purse.—If thou

wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate

way than drowning. Make all the money thou

canst : if sanctimony and a frail vow betwixt an
eiTing barbarian and a supersubtle Venetian be

not too hard for my wits and all the tribe of

hell, thou shalt enjoy her ; therefore make
money. A pox of drowning th)'self! it is clean

out of the way : seek thou rather to be hanged
in compassing thy joy than to be drowned and
go without her.

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes if I

depend on the issue ?

lago. Thou art sure of me:—go, make
money:—I have told thee often, and I re-tell

thee again and again, I hate the Moor: my
cause is hearted ; thine hath no less reason.

Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against

him : if thou canst cuckold him, thou dost thy-

self a pleasure, me a sport. There arc many
events in the womb of time which will be
delivered. Traverse ; go ; provide thy money.
We will have more of this to-morrow. Adieu.

Rod. Where shall we meet i' the morning ?

lago. At my lodging.

Rod. I '11 be with thee betimes. [Rodengo?
lago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear,

RU>d. What say you ?

lago. No more of drowning, do you hear?
Rod. I am changed : I '11 go sell all my land.

lExit.

lago. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse

;

For I mineown gain'dknowledgeshould profane

If I would time expend with such a snipe

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor;
And it is thought abroad that 'twixt my sheets

lie has done my office : I know not if 't be true

;

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind,
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Will do as if for surety. He holds me well

;

The better shall my purpose v/ork on him.

Cassio 's a proper man : let me see now ;

To get his place, and to plume up my will

In double knavery,—How, hov/?—Let 's see :

—

After some time to abuse Othello's ear

That he is too familiar with his wife :

—

He hath a person, and a smooth dispose,

To be susf>ected ; fram'd to make women false.

The Moor is of a free and open nature,

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so

;

And will as tenderly be led by the nose
As asses are.

I have 't ;—it is engender'd :•—hell and night

Must bring this monstrous birth to llie world's

light. {Exit.

ACT II.

SCEA'E I.

—

A Seaport Town in Cyp-us. A
PiatforfTU

E?itcr MoNTANO and two Gentlemen.

Jllon. What from the cape can you discern

at sea r [flood ;

1 Gc7it. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought
I cannot, 'twi.-ct the heaven and the main,
Descry a sail. [land ;

JlIo?t. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at

A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements

:

If it hath rufSan'd so upon the sea,

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on
them, [this ?

Can hold the mortise? VvTi.nt shall we hear of
2 Ge)it. A segregation of the Turkish fleet

:

For do but stand upon the foaming shore,
The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds;
The vvind-shak'(' surge, with high and monstrous

main,
Seems to cast water on the burning Bear,
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole:
I never did like molestation view
On the enchafed flood.

J^Ioit. If that the Turkish fleet

Be not enshelter'd and embay'd, liiey are
drown'd

;

It is impossible to bear it out-

Enter a third Gentleman.

3 Gent. News, lads ! our wars are done.
The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks
That their designment halts: a noble ship of

Venice
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance
On most part of their fleet.

^^on. How ! is this true ?

3 Gent. The ship is here put in,

A Veronessa ; Michael Cassio,

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello,

Is come on shore: the Moor himself 's at sea,

And is in full commission here for Cyprus.
Mo7i. I am glad on 't ; ^tis a worthy governvor.

3 Gent. But this same Cassio,—though lie

speak of comfort
Touching the Turkish loss,—yet he looks sadly.

And pra)-s the Moor be safe ; for they wt.e
parted

With foul and violent tempest,

Man. Pray heavens he Ix:

;

For I have sen-'d him, and the man commf;i.us

Like a full soldier. Let 's to the sea-side, I'-o I

As well to see the vessel that 's come in

As to throw out cur eyes for brave Othello,

Even till we make the main and the aerial blue

An indistinct regard.

3 Ge7it. Come, let 's do so

;

For every minute is expectancy
Of more arrivance.

Enter Cassio.

Cas. Thanks you, the valiant of this wa;like

isle.

That so approve the Ikloor ! O, let the heavens

Give him defence against the elements,

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea!

Mon. Is he well shipp'd? [pil'it

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his

Of very expert and approv'd allowance ;

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death,

Stand in bold cure.

\_WitIun.\ A sail, a sail, a sail

!

Eiiier a fourth Gentleman.

Cas. "V^Tiat noise ? [the sea

4 Ge72t. The town is empty ; on the brow o'

Stand ranks of people, and tliey cry, A sail!

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor.

[ Gnus within.

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of

courtesy

:

Our friends at least.

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth,

And give tis truth who 'lis that is arriv'd.

2 Gent. I shall. {Exit.

Mon, But, good lieutenant, is your general

wiv'd? [maid

Cas. Most fortunately: he hath achieved a

That paragons description and wild fame ;

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens.

And in the essential vesture of creation

Does tire the ingener.

—

Re-e7iter second Gentleman.

How now ! who has put in ?

2 Gent. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the generaL
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Cas. Has had most favourable and happy
speed

:

[winds,

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands,

—

Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel,

—

As having sense of beauty, do omit
Tlieir mortal natures, letting go safely by
The divine Desdemona.
Mon. What is she ?

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's

captain,

I,eft in the conduct of the bold lago

;

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts

A se'nnight's speed.— Great Jove, Othello

guard, [breath,

And swell his sail with thine own powerful
Tliat he may bless this bay with his tall ship,

Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's arms,
Give renew'd fire to our extincted spirits,

And bring all Cyprus comfort !—O, behold,

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Rode-
RIGO, and Attendants.

The riches of the ship is come on shore !

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees.

—

Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven,
Before, behind thee, and on every hand,
Envvheel thee round !

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio.

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ?

Cas. He is not yet arriv'd : nor know I aught
But that he's well, and will be shortly here.

Des. O, but I fear—How lost you company?
Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies

Parted our fellowship :—but, hark ! a sail.

\_lVithin.'\ A sail, a sail ! [Guns within.

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the cita-

del :

This likewise is a friend.

Cas. See for the news.

—

[Exit Gentlemen.
Good ancient, you are welcome :—welcome,

mistress:

—

[7^? Emilia.
Let it not gall your patience, good Iago,
That I extend my manners ; 'lis my breeding
That gives me this bold show of courtesy,

[liissing her.

Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of her
lips

As of her tongue she oft bestows on me.
You 'd have enough.

Des. Alas, she has no speech.
Iago. In faith, too much ;

I find it still when I have list to sleep

:

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant.

She puts her tongue a little in her heart.
And chides with thinking.

Emil. You have little cause to say so.

Iago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures

out of doors, [kitchens,

Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended.

Players in your housewifery, and housewives in

your beds.

Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer

!

Iago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk

:

You rise to play, and go to bed to work.

Emil. You shall not write my praise.

Iago. No, let me not.

Des. What wouldst thou write of me if thou
shouldst praise me ?

Iago. O gentle lady, do not put me to 't

;

For I am nothing if not critical. [harbour 1

Des. Come on , assay—There 's one gone to the

Iago. Ay, madam.
Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile

The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.

—

Come, how wouldst thou praise me ? [tion

Iago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my inven-

Comes from my pate as birdlime does from

frize,

—

[labours,

It plucks out brains and all : but my muse
And thus she is deliver'd.

If she be fair and wise,—fairness and wit,

The one's for use, the other useth it. [witty?

Des. Well prais'd ! How if she be black and
Iago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit.

She '11 find a white that shall her blackness fit.

Des. Worse and worse.

Emil. How if fair and foolish?

Iago. She never yet was foolish that was fair

;

For even her folly help'd her to an heir.

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to make
fools laugh i' the alehouse. What miserable

praise hast thou for her that 's foul and foolish?

Iago. There 's none so foul, and foolish there-

unto,

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones

do.

Des. O heavy ignorance !—thou praisest the

worst best. But what praise couldst thou be-

stow on a deserving woman indeed,—one that,

in the authority of her merit, did justly put on

the vouch of very malice itself?

Iago. She that was ever fair, and never pvoud;

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ;

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ;

Fled from her wish, and yet said, Now I may ;

She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh.

Bade her wrong stay and her displeasure fiy ;

She that in wisdom never was so frail

To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail;

She that could think, and ne'er disclose her

mind;
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See suitors following, and not look behind ;

She was a wight, if ever such wight were,

—

Des. To do what ? [beer.

Jago. To suckle fools and chronicle small
Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion

!

—Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be
thy husband.—How say you, Cassio? is he not
a most profane and liberal counsellor ?

Cas. He speaks home, madam : you may
relish him more in the soldier than in the
scholar.

lago. [Aside.] He takes her by the palm

:

ay, well said, whisper : with as little a web as
this will I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio.
Ay, smile upon her, do ; I will gyve thee in
thine own courtship. You say true ; 'tis so,

indeed : if such tricks as these strip you out of
your lieutenantry, it had been better you had
not kissed your three fingers so oft, which now
again you are most apt to play the sir in.

Very good; well kissed 1 an excellent courtesy!
'tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your
lips? would they were clyster-pipes for your
sake ! [ Trumpet within.]—The Moor ! I know
his trumpet.

Cas. 'Tis truly so.

Des. Let's meet him, and receive him.
Cas. Lo, where he comes !

Enter Othello and Attendants.

Oth. O my fair warrior !

Des.
_

My dear Othello

!

Oih. It gives me wonder great as my content
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy !

If after every tempest come such calms.
May the winds Clow till they have waken'd

death I

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas
Olympus-high, and duck again as low
As hell 's from heaven ! If it were now to die,

'Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear,

My soul hath her content so absolute
That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Des. The heavens forbid
But that our loves and comforts should increase
Even as our days do grow !

Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers !

—

I cannot speak enough of this content

;

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy :

And this, and this, the greatest discords be
\_Kissing her.

That e'er our hearts shall make !

lago. [Aside.] O, you are well tun'd now !

But I '11 set down the pegs that make this music.
As honest as I am.

Oth. Come, let us to the castle.

—

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks
are drown'd.

How does my old acquaintance of this isle ?

Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus

;

I have found great love amongst them. O my
sweet,

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote
In mine own comforts.—I pr'ythee, good lago.
Go to the bay, and disembark my coflers :

Bring thou the master lo the citadel

;

He is a good one, and his worthiness [mona,
Does challenge much respect.—Come, Desde-
Once more well met at Cyprus.

[Exeunt Oth., Des., aw^ Attend.
lago. Do thou meet me presently at the har-

bour. Come hither. If thou be'st valiant,—

•

as, they say, base men being in love have then
a nobility in their natures more than is native
to them,—list me. The lieutenant to-night
watches on the court of guard : first, I must
tell thee this—Desdemona is directly in love
with him.

Rod. With him ! why, 'tis not possible.

lago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be
instructed. Mark me with what violence she
first loved the Moor, but for bragging, and
telling her fantastical lies : and will she love

him still for prating ? let not thy discreet heart
think it. Her eye must be fed ; and what de-
light shall she have to look on the devil ? When
the blood is made dull with the act of sport,

there should be,—again to inflame it, and to

give satiety a fresh appetite,—loveliness in

favour ; sympathy in years, manners, and beau-
ties ; all which the Moor is defective in : now,
for want of these required conveniences, her
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin
to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the

Moor ; very nature will instruct her in it, and
compel her to some second choice. Now, sir,

this granted,—as it is a most pregnant and un-
forced position,—who stands so eminently in

the degree of this fortune as Cassio does ? a
knave very voluble ; no further conscionable
than in putting on the mere form of civil and
humane seeming, for the better compassing of
his salt and most hidden loose affection ? why,
none ; why, none : a slippery and subtle knave

;

a finder of occasions ; that has an eye can stamp
and counterfeit advantages, though true advan-
tage never present itself : a devilish knave !

besides, the knave is handsome, young, and
hath all those requisites in him that folly and
green minds look after : a pestilent complete
knave ; and the woman hath found him already.

Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full

of most blessed condiiion.
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logo. Blessed fig's end ! the wine she drinks

is made of grapes : if she had been blessed, she

would never have loved the Moor ; blessed

pudding ! Didst tliou not see her paddle with

the palm of his hand ? didst not mark that ?

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but

courtesy.

lago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index and
obscure prologue to the history of lust and
foul thoughts. They met so near with their

lips that their breaths embraced together.

\iIlanous thoughts, Roderigo ! when these

mutualities so marshal the way, hard at hand
comes the master and main exercise, the incor-

porate conclusion : pish !—But, sir, be you
ruled by me : I have brought you from Venice.

Watch you to-night ; for the command, I '11

lay 't upon you : Cassio knows you not :—I '11

not be far from you : do you find some occasion

to anger Cassio, either by speaking too loud,

or tainting his discipline, or from what other

course you please, which the time shall more
favourably minister.

Rod. Well.
lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in

choler, and haply with his truncheon may strike

at you : provoke him that he may ; for even
out of that will I cause these of Cyprus to

mutiny, whose qualification shall come into no
true taste again but by the displanting of Cassio.

So shall you have a shorter journey to your de-

sires by the means I shall then have to prefer

them ; and the impediment most profitably

removed, without the which there were no
expectation of our prosperity.

Rod. I will do tliis, if I can bring it to any
opportunity.

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by
at the citadel: I must fetch his necessaries

ashore. FarewelL
Rod. Adieu. \Exit.
lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well be-

lieve it

;

That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit:

The Moor,—howbeit that I endure him not,

—

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ;

And, I dare think, he '11 prove to Desdemona
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too;

Not out ofabsolute lust,—though, peradventure,
I stand accountant for as great a sin,

—

But partly led to diet my revenge.

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor
Haih leap'd into my seat: the thought whereof
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my in-

wards ;

And nothing can or shall content my soul

Till I am cven'd with him, wife for wife ;

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to

do,

—

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,

I '11 have our Michael Cassio on the hip ;

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,

—

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ;

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and re-

ward me
For making him egregiously an ass,

And practising upon his peace and quiet

Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confus'd

:

Knaver/s plain face is never seen till us'd.

\_Exit.

Scene II.

—

A Street.

Enter a Herald with a proclamation ; People
follo"joing.

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and
valiant general, that, upon certain tidings now
arrived, importing the mere perdition of the

Turkish fleet, every man put himself into

triumph ; some to dance, some to make bon-

fires, each man to what sport and revels lus

addiction leads him : for, besides these bene-

ficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptial :

—

so much was his pleasure sliould be proclaimed.

All offices are open ; and there is full liberty

of feasting from this present hour of five till

the bell have told eleven. Heaven bless the

isle of Cyprus and our aoble general Othello !

\Exeui:t.

Scene III.

—

A HaUm the Castle.

Enter Othello, Desdei^iona, Cassio, and
Attendants.

0th, Good Michael, look you to the guard
to-night

:

Let 's teach ourselves that honourable stop,

Not to out-sport discretion.

Cos. lago hath direction what to do ;

But, notwithstanding, v>'itli my personal eye
Will I look to't.

0th. lago is most honest.

Michael, good-night ; to-morrow with your
earliest

Let me have speech with you.—Come, my dear

love,

—

\To Desdemoxa,
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ;

That profit 's yet to come 'tween me and you.

—

Good-night.
\_Exeunt Oin. ^ Des., a;?(f Attend.
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Enter Iago.

Cas. Welcome, Ligo ; we must to the watch.
/ago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet

tea o' the clock. Our general cast us thus
early for the love of his i3esdemona ; who let

us not therefore blame : he haih not yet made
wanton the niglit with her ; and she is sport
for Jove.

Cas. She 's a most exquisite lady.

Ic!go. And, I'll waiTant her, full of game.
Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and deUcate

creature.

Iago. What an eye she has ! methinks it

sounds a parley to provocation. [modest.
Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right

Iago. And when she speaks, is it not an
alaj-m to love ?

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection.

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets

!

Come, lieutenant, I have a stoup of wine ; and
here without are a brace of Cypras gallants
that would fain have a measure to the health
of black Othello.

Ctzs. Not to-night, good Iago : I have very
poor and unhappy brains for drinking : I could
well wish courtesy would invent some other
custom of entertainment.

Jago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup :

I '11 drink for you.

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and
that was craftily qualified too, and, behold,
what innovation it makes here : I am unfortu-
nate in the infirmity, and dare not task my
weakness with any more.

Iago. What, man 1 'tis a night of revels : the
gallants desire it.

Cas. Where are they ? [them in.

Iago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call

Cas. I '11 do 't J but it dislikes me. \^Exti.

Iago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him.
With that which he hath drunk to-night

already,

He '11 be as full of quarrel and offence
As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick

fool Roderigo, [out.

Whom love hath turn'd almost the wrong side
To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd
Potations pottle deep ; and he 's to watch :

Three lads of Cyprus,—noble swelling spirits,

That hold their honours in a wary distance.

The very elements of this warlike isle,

—

Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups.
And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock

of drunkards,
Am I to put our Cassio in some action
Thr.t may offend the isle :—but here they come

:

If consequence do but approve my dream.
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream.

Re-enter Cassio, with him MoNTANO and
QftX).\XzTi\tx\, followed by Servant with wine.

Cas. 'Fore heaven, they have given me a
rouse already.

I\Ion. Good faith, a little one ; not past a
pint, as I am a soldier.

Iago. Some wine, ho !

And let me the canalcin clinic, cliuk; \Siv^.
And let rae the cannkin clink:
A soldier 's a man

;

O, man's life's but a ppan;
Why, then, let a soldier drink.

Some wine, boys.

Cas. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song.

Iago. I learned it in England, where, indeed,
they are most potent in potting : )-our Dane,
your German, and your swag-belhed Hollander,
—Drink, ho !—are nothing to your English.

Cas. Is your Englislnnan so expert in his

drinldng ?

Iago. Wliy, he drinks you, with facilily,

your Dane dead drunk ; he sweats not to over-

throw your Alniain ; he gives 3'our Hollander
a vomit ere the next pottle can be filled.

Cas. To the health of our general

!

Alon. I am for it, lieutenant ; and I '11 do
you justice.

Iago. O sweet England \

King Stephen was and a worthy peer, \Sin^s.

His breeches cost him but a crown ;

He held them sixpence all too dear,

With that he call'd the tailor lou-n.

He was a wight of high renown,
And thou art but of low degree :

'Tii pride that pulls the countiy down; ,

Then take thine auld cloak aljout thee.

Some wine, ho 1

Cas. Why, tliis is a more exquisite song
than the other.

Iago. Will you hear it again ?

Cas. No ; for I hold him to l)e unworthy of

his place that does those tilings.—Well,—
heaven 's above all ; and there be souls must

be saved, and there be souls must not be saved.

Iago. It 's true, good lieutenant.

Cas. For mine own part,—no offence to the

general, nor any man of quality,— I hope to be

saved.

Iago. And so do I too, lieutenant.

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me;
the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient.

Let 's have no more of this ; let 's to our affairs.

—Forgive us our sins!—Gentlemen, let's locjk

to our business. Do not think, gentlemen, I

am drunk : this is my ancient ;—this is my
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right hand, and this is my left hand :—I am
not drunk now ; I can stand well enough, and
speak well enough.

All. Excellent well.

Cas. Why, very well, then : you must not

think, then, that I am drunk. \^Exit.

Man. To the platform, masters ; come, let 's

set the watch. [before ;

—

lago. You see this fellow that is gone
lie is a soldier fit to stand by Crcsar

And give directio.> : and do but see his vice
;

'Tis to his virtue a just equinox,

The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him.

I fear the trust Othello puts him in,

On some odd time of his infirmity,

Will shake this island.

Jllon. But is he often thus ?

lago. 'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep

:

He '11 watch the horologe a double set

If drink rock not his cradle.

Man. It were well

The general were put in mind of it.

Perhaps he sees it not ; or his good nature

Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio,

And looks not on his evils: is not this true?

Enter RODERIGO.

lago. How, now, Roderigo ! [Aside to him.
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go.

[Exit Rod.
Alon. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor

Should hazard such a place as his own second
With one of an ingraft infirmity

:

It were an honest action to say

So to the Moor.
lago. Not I, for this fair island ;

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much
To cure him of this evil.—But, hark! what

noise? \Cry within,— *' Help! help!

"

Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo.

Cas. You rogue ! you rascal

!

Mon. What 's the matter, lieutenant ?

Cas. A knave teach me my duty

!

I '11 beat the knave into a twiggen bottle.

Rod. Beat me

!

Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue?
[Striking RoDERiGO.

Mon. Nay, good lieutenant

;

[Staying him.
I pray you, sir, hold your hand.

Cas. Let me go, sir,

Or I '11 knock you o'er the mazard.
Mon. Come, come, you 're drunk.
Cas. Drunk! [Theyfight.
lago. Away, I say I go out, and cry a mutiny

!

[Aside io Rod. , vho goes out.

Nay, good lieutenant,—alas, gentlemen ;

—

Help, ho !— Lieutenant,— sir,— Montano,

—

sir:

—

Help, masters !—Here 's a goodly watch indeed !

[Bell rings.

Who's that which rings the bell?—Diablo, ho

!

The town will rise : God's will, lieutenant, hold

;

You will be sham'd for ever.

Re-enter Othello and Attendants.

Otk. WTiat is the matter here ?

Mon. Zounds, I bleed still ; I am hurl to

the death.

0th. Hold, for your lives! [—gentlemen,

—

lago. Hold, ho ! lieutenant,—sir,—Moniano,
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty?
Hold! the general speaks to you; hold, for

shame

!

[this ?

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariselh

Are we turn'd Turks, and to ourselves do that

Which Heaven hath forbid the Ottomites?
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous

brawl

:

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage

Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion.

—

Silence that dreadful bell ! it frights the isle

From her propriety.—WTiat is the matter,

masters ?

—

Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving.

Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge

thee. [even now,
lago. I do not know :—friends all but now.

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom
Divesting them for bed ; and then, but now,—

•

As if some planet had unwitted men,

—

Sv/ords out, and tilting one at other's breast

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak
Any beginning to this peevish odds

;

And would in action glorious I had lost

Those legs that brought me to a part of it

!

Otk. How comes it, Michael, you are thus

forgot?

Cas. I pray you, pardon me; I cannot speak.

0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be

civil ;

The gravity and stillness of your youth
The world h.^lh noted, and your name is great

In mouths of wisest censure : what 's the matter,

That you unlace your reputation thus,

And spend your rich opinion for the name
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it.

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger:

Your officer, lago, can inform you,

—

While I spare speech, which something now
offends me,

—

Of all that I do know : nor know I aught

By me that 's said or done amiss this night

:
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Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice,

And to defend ourselves it be a sin

When violence assails us.

0th. Now, by heaven,

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ;

And passion, having my best judgment collicd,

Assays to lead the way. If I once slir,

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you

Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who set it on

;

And he that is approv'd in this offence.

Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth,

Shall lose me.— What! in a town of war
Yet wild, the people's hearts liiimful of fear,

To manage private and domestic quarrel.

In nighl, and on the court and guard of safety

!

'Tis monstrous.— lago, who began 't
.''

Moil. If partially aftin'd, or leagu'd in office,

Thou dost deliver more or less than trulh,

Thou art no soldier.

Idgo. Touch me not so near:

I had rather have this tongue cut from my
mouth

Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ;

^^ t, I persuade myself, to speak tiic trulh

Shall nothing wrong him.—Thus it is, general.

Miintano and myself being in speech.

There comes a fellow crying out for help ;

And Cassio following him with determin'd sword,
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause:
Myself the crying fellow did pursue.

Lest by his clamour,—as it so fell out,

—

The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot.

Outran my purpose ; and I return'd the rather

For that I heard the clink and fail of swords,
And Cassio high in oath ; which till -to-night

I ne'er might saj' before. When I came back,

—

For this was brief,— I found them close together
At blow and thrust ; even as again they were
When you yourself did part them.
More of this matter cannot I report ;—
P)Ut men are men ; the best sometimes forget:

—

Though Cassio did some little WTong to him,

—

As men in rage strike those that wish them
best,—

Yet surely Cassio, I believe, recciv'd

From him that fled some strange indignity

Which patience could not pass.

0th. I know, lago,
Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter.

Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love thee

;

But never more be officer of mine.

—

Re-enter Desdemona, attended.

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up!

—

I '11 make thee an example.

Dcs. What 's the matter?
Otii. All 's well nov/_. sweeting ; come away

to bed.

Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon :

Lead him off. yi'o Montano, ivho is ted off.

lago, look with care about the town,
And silence those whom this vile brawl dis-

tracted.

—

Come, Desdemona : 'tis the soldier's life

To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife.

\_E.\ciint aH but Iago and Cassio.
lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant?

Cas, Ay, past all surgery.

dago. Marry, lieaven forbid !

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O,
I have lost my reputation ! I have lost the

immortal part of myself, and what remains is

bestial.—My reputation, lago, mj- reputation !

Iago. As I am an honest man, I thought you
had received some bodily wound ; there is more
sense in that than in reputation. Reputation
is an idle and most false imposition ; oft got

without merit, and lost without deserving: you
have lost no reputation at all, unless you repute

yourself such a loser. What, man I there are

ways to recover the general again : you are but

now cast in his mood, a punishment more in

policy than in malice ; even so as one would
beat his offenceless dog toaflright an imperious

lion : sue to him again, and he is yours.

Cas. I will rather sue to be despised than to

deceive so good a commander with so slight, so

drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk?
and speak parrot ? and squabble ? swagger ?

swear? and discourse fustian with one's own
shadow.?—O thou invisible spirit of wine, if

thou hast no name to be known b)-, let us call

thee devil

!

Iago. What was he that you followed with

your sword ? What had he done to you ?

Cas. I know not.

Iago. Is't possible?

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but no-

thing distinctly; a quarrel, but nothing where-

fore.—O God, that men should put an enemy
in their mouths to steal away their brains ! that

we should, with joy, pleasance, revel, and
applause, transform ourselves into beasts!

Iago. Why, but you are now well enough

:

how come you thus recovered ?

Cas. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to

give place to the devil wrath : one unperlectness

shows me another, to make me frankly despise

myself.

Iago. Come, you are too severe a moraler

:

as the time, the place, and the condition of

this country stands, I could heartily v.i-'i tliis

2 ?
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bar] not befatlcn ; but, since it is as it is, mend
il fur your own go(xL

Cds. I will a--.k him for my place again,—he

shall tcU me I am a drunkard ! Had I as many
iTiDitllis as Hydra, such an answer would stop

l:iein all. To l)e now a sensible man, by and
Ijy a fool, and presently a beast ! O strange !

—

I'A'cry inordinate cup is unbless'd, and the

iiigredient is a devil.

/t^v. Come, come, good wine Ls a good
familiar creature if it be well used: exclaim no
more against it. And, good lieutenant, i think

you think I love you.

Cas. I have well approved h, sir.—I drunk !

//jy^ij. You, or any man living, may be driuik

at a time, man. I'll tell you svhat you shall

do. Our general's wife is now the general;—

I

may say so in this respect, for that he hath

devoted and given up himseff to the contempla-
tion, mark, and denotement of her parts and
graces:—confess yourself fieely to tier; im-

jxjrlime her help to put you in your place

again: she is of so free, so kind, so apt, so

blessed a disposition, she holds it a vice in her

goodness not to do more than she is requested :

this broken joint between you and her husband
reat her to splinter ; and, my fortunes against

ariy lay worth naming, this crack of your love

slmil grow stronger Uian it was before.

Cas. You advise me well.

/(/^"ij. I protest, in the sincerity of love and
honest kindness.

Cas. I think it freely ; and betimes in the

morning I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona
to undertake for me: I am desperate of my
f- Lunes if they check me here.

/ago. You are in the right. Good-night,
lieuionant; I must to the watch.

C7J-. Good-night, honest lago. [Ext/.

lai^a. And what's he, then, that says I play

the villain ?

Wlien this advice is free I give and honest,

i'robal to thinking, and, indeed, ihe course
To win the Moor again? For 'tis most easy

The inclining Desdemona to subdue
In any honest suit : she's fram'd as fruitful

As the free elements. And ihen for her
To win the Moor,—were 't to renounce his

baptism.

Ail seals and symbols of redeemed sin,

—

His soul is so enfetter'd to her love

That she may make, unmake, do what she list,

l>vcn as her appetite shall play the god
\\'iih his weak function. How am I, then, a

villain

To coimscl C:\ssio to this parallel course.

Directly to his good? Divinity of hell 1

When devils will their blackest sins put on.

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows.
As I do now : for whiles lliis honest fool

riies Desdemona to repair his fortunes.

And slie for him pleads strongly to the Moor,
1 '11 fX)ur this pestilence into his ear,

—

That she repeals him fcjr her Lxjdy's lust

;

And by how much she strives to do liim good
She shall undo her credit with Ihe Moor.
So will I torn her virtue into pitch ;

And out of her own goodness make the net

I'hat shall enmesh them all.

Enlcr RODERICO.

How now, Roderigof
Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like

a hound tliat hunts, but one that fills up the

cry. My money is almost spent; I have been
to-night exceedingly well cudgelled ; and I

think the issue will be—I shall have so much
experience for my pains : and so, with nii

money at all, and a little more wit, return

again to Venice. [patience!

lago. How poor are they that li.ave not

What wound did ever heal but by degrees?

Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by
witchcraft

;

And wit depends on dilatory time.

Does 't not go well ? Cai^io liath beaten thee.

And thou, by tliat small hurt, hast cashier'd

Cassio ;

Though other things grow fair against the sun.

Yet fruits that blossom fust will first 1^ ripe:

Content thyself awhile.—By the n»ass, 'tis

morning ;

Pleasure and action make the hours seem
i?hort.

—

Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted :

Away, I say; thou slialt know more h.ereafter

:

N^y> ge^t l^ce gone. [ Exit Rod. ]—Two things

are to be done,

—

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress;

I 'U set her on ;

Myself the while to draw the Moor apart,

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find

Soliciiing his wife. Ay, that's the way;
Dull not device by coldness and delay. \Exit.

ACT IIL

Scene I.

—

Cyprus. Before ihe Castle.

Enter CASsrO and some Musicians.

Cas. Masters, play here,—I will content

your pains,

Something that's brief; and bid good-morrow,

geneial. \^Music.
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EnUr Clown.

do. \Miy, masten;, have your instrnmenls

been in Naples, thai they speak i' the nose

thus ?

I Mus. How, sir, how!
CIj. Axe these, I pray you, wind instruments?

I Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir.

do. O, thereby hangs a tale.

I Mus. Whereby hangs a talc, sir ?

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument

that 1 know. But, masters, here 's money for

you: and the general so likes your music thai

he desires you, for love's sake, to make no
more noise with it.

I Mus. Well, sir, we will not.

Clo. If you have any music that may not be
heard, to 't again : but, as they say, to hear

music the general does not greatly care.

I Mus. We have none sucli, sir.

C/o. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for

I '11 away : go ; vanish into air ; away.
\^E.X£U7i( Slusicians.

Cas. Dost thou hear, mine honest friend?

Ch. No, I hear not your iionest friend ; I

hear you.

Cas. Pr'ythee, keep up thy qiuUets. There 's

a poor piece of gold for thee: if the gentle-

woman that attends the general's wife be

stimng, tell her there's one Cassio entreats

her a little favour of speech : wilt thou do this?

C/o. She is stirring, sir ; if she will stir

hither I shall seem to notify icnto her.

Cas. Do, good my friend. {Exit Clown.

Enter I AGO.

In happy time, lago.

laf^o. You have not been a-bed, then ?

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago,

To send in to your wife: my suit to her
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemoua
Procure me some access.

lago. I 'H send her to you presently;

And I '11 devise a mean to draw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converse and business

May be more free.

Cas. I humbly thank you for 'l. \_Exit Iago.]
I never knew

A Florentine more kind and honest.

Elite)- Emilia.

Einil. Good-morrow, good lieutenant: I am
sorry

For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well.

The general and his wife are talking of it

;

And she speaks for you stoutly : the ftloor replies

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus,
And great affinity, and that, in wholesome

w4sdom, [he loves you,
lie might not but refuse yo;i ; but he protests

And needs no other suitor but his likings

To take the saPsl occasion by the front

To bring you in again.

Cas. Yet, I beseech yo\i,

—

If you think fit, or that it may he done,

—

Give me advantage of some brief discourse

With Desdemon alone.

Einil. Pray yon, come in:

I will bestow you where you shall have time
To speak your bosom freely.

Cas. I am much bound to you.

{E.xcunt.

Scene II.

—

Cyprus. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen.

0th. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot ;

And by him do my duties to the senate

:

Tlral done, 1 will be walking on the works

;

Repair there to me.
Iago. Well, my good lord, I'll do t.

Oth. This fortification, gentlemen,—shall we
see 't ?

Gent. We '11 wait upon your lordship.

\^Exeiint.

Scene III. ^Cyprus. The Garden of the

Castle.

EnUr Desdemona, Cassio, a/?^EMiLiA-

Des. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I w^ni do
All my abilities in thy behalf. [my husband

Emil. Good madam, do: I warrant it grieves

As if the case were his. [doubt, Cassio,

Dcs. O, that's an honest fellow.—Do not

But I will have my lord and you again

As friendly as you were.

Cas. Bounteous madam,
Whatever shall become of Michi^el Cassio,

He's never anything but your true servant.

Des. I know 't,— I thank you. Vou do Idve

my lord : [assui d

You have known him long ; and be you well

He shall in strangeness stand no further off

Than in a politic distance.

Cas. Ay, but, lady,

That policy may either last so long,

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet,

Or breed itself so out of circumstance.

That, I being absent, and my place supplied.

My genei-al will forget my love and service.

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here

I give thee warrant of thy place : assure Lhce,
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If I do vow a friendship, I '11 perforin it

Ti) the last article : my lord shall never rest ;

1 '11 watch him tame, and talk him out of

patience ;

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ;

I '11 intermingle everything he does
With Cassio's suit : therefore l>e merry, Cassio;

For thy solicitor shall rather die

Than give thy cause away.
Emil. Madam, here comes

My lord.

Cas. ^Ladam, I '11 take niy leave.

Dcs. Why, stay,

And hear mo speak.

Cas. Madam, not now : 1 am very ill at ease,

Unlit for mine own purposes.

Des. Well, ilo your discretion.

\Exit Cassio.

Enter Othello and Iago.

Ias;o. Ha ! I like not that.

Oik. What dost thou say ? [what.

Iago. Nothing, my lord : or if— I know not

0th. Was not that Cassio parted from my
wife? [think it,

[ago. Cassio, my lord ! No, sure, I cannot
That he would steal away so guilty-like,

Seeiiig you coming.
Olh. I do believe 'twas he.

Dcs. How now, my lord !

I have been talking with a suitor here,

A man that languishes in your displeasure.

0th. Who is'l you mean? [lord,

Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my
If I have any grace or power to move you,
His present reconciliation take

;

For if he be not one that truly loves you.
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,
I have no judgment in an honest face :

I pr'ylhee, call him back.

0th. Went he hence now ?

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled
That he hath left part of his grief with me,
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back.

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemon ; some
other time.

Des. But shall 'l be shortly ?

0th. The sooner, sweet, for you.
Des. Shall 't be to-night at supper ?

0th. No, not to-night.

Des. To-morrow dinner, ihen ?

0th. ] shall nut dine at home ;

I meet the captains at the citadel.

Des. Why, then, to-morrow night ; or Tues-
day morn ; [morn ;

—

On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednesday
I pr'ydiee, name the time ; but let it not

E.xceed three days : in faith, he 's penitent

;

And yet his trespass, in our common reason,—
Save that, ihcy say, the wars must make ex-

amples
Out of the best,—is not almost a fault

To incur a private check. When shall he come?
Tell me, Othello : I wonder in my soul

What you would ask me that I sliould deny,
Or stand .so mammering on. V\ liat ! Michr.i

!

Cassio, [time.

That came a-wooing with you ; and so many a

When I have spoke of you dispraisingly.

Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do

much,

—

[he will ;

0th. Pr'ylhee, no more ; let him come when
I will deny thee nothing.

Des. Why, this is not a boon ;

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves,

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm.
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit

To your own person : nay, when I have a suit

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed,

It shall be full of [wise and difficult weight,

.\nd fearful to be granted.

0th. I will deny thee nothing

:

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this.

To leave me but a little to myself.

Des. Shall I deny you ? no : farewell, my lord.

0th. Farew°Jl, my Desdemona : I '11 come
to thee straight. [you ;

Des. Emilia, come.—Be as your fancies teacli

Whate'er you be, I am obedient.

\_Exit with Emilia.
0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my

soul.

But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not

Chaos is come again.

fago. My noble lord,

—

0th. What dost thou say, Iago ?

/ago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd
my lady.

Know of your love ? [thou ask ?

0th. He did, from first to last : why dost

Iago. But for a satisfaction of my thought

;

No further harm.
0th. Why of thy thought, Iago ?

Iago. I did not think he had been acquainted

with her.

0th. O, yes ; and went between us very oft.

Iago. Indeed !

0th. Indeed ! ay, indeed :— discern'st thou

aught in that?

Is he not honest ?

Iago. Honest, my lord !

0th. Honest ! ay, honest.

Iago. My lord, iot aught I know.
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0th. What dost thou think ?

lago. Think, my lord !

0th. Think, my lord !

By heaven, he echoes me,
As if there were some monster in his thought

Too hideous to be shown.—Thou dost mean
something

:

[that,

I heard thee say even now,—thou lik'dst not

When Cassio left my wife : what didst not like?

And when I told thee he was of my counsel

In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst,

Indeed! [gether,

And didst contract and purse thy brow to-

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain

Some horrible conceit : if thou dost love me,
Show me thy thought.

lago. My lord, you know I love you.

0th. I think thou dost ;

And,— for I know thou 'rl full of love and
honesty, [breath,

—

And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the

more :

For such things in a false disloyal knave
Are tricks of custom ; but in a man that 's just

They 're close delations, working from the heart,

That passion cannot rule.

lago. For Michael Cassio,

I dare be sworn I think that he is honest.

Oth. I think so too.

lago. Men should be what they seem ;

Or those that be not, would they might seem
none !

Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem.
lago. Why, then,

I think Cassio 's an honest man.
Oth. Nay, yet there 's more in this :

I pr'ythee, speak to me as to thy thinkings,

As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst ot

thoughts

The worst of words.
lago. Good my lord, pardon me :

Though I am bound to every act of duty,

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to.

Utter my thoughts ? Why, say they are vile

and false,

—

As where 's that palace whereunto foul things

Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure
But some uncleanly apprehensions
Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit

With meditations lawful ? [lago,

Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend.

If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st
his ear

A stranger to thy thoughts.
lago. I do beseech you,

—

Though I perchance am vicious in my guess,

As, I confess, it is my nature's plague
To spy into abuses, and of my jealousy [yet,

Shape faults that are not,—that your wi.sdom
From one that so imperfectly conceits.

Would take no notice ; nor build yourself a
trouble

Out of his scattering and unsure observance :

—

It were not for your quiet nor your good,
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom.
To let you know my thoughts.

Oth. \\'hat dost thou mean ?

lago. Good name in man and woman, dear

my lord.

Is the immediate jewel of their souls :

Who steals my purse steals trash ; 'tis some-
thing, nothing; [thousands;

'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to

But he that filches from me my good name
Robs me of that which not enriches him.
And makes me poor indeed.

Oth. By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts,

lago. You cannot, if my heart were in )our
hand

;

Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody.

Oth. Ha!
lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy;

It is the green-ey'd monster which doth ir.ock

The meat it feeds on : that cuckold lives in i liss

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger

;

But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er

Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly

loves !

Oth. O misery ! [enough ;

lago. Poor and content is rich, and rich

But riches fineless is as poor as winter

To him that ever fears he shall be poor :

—

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend

From jealousy !

Oth. Why, why is this ?

Think'st thou I'd make a life of jealousy,

To follow still the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions? No; to be once in

doubt
Is once to be resolv'd : exchange me fur a goat

When I shall turn the business of my soul

To such exsufflicate and blown surmises,

Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me
jealous,

To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company,
Is free of Sf)eech, sings, plays, and dances well;

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous :

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt

;

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago ;

I '11 see before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove

;

And, on the proof, there is no more but this,

—

Away at once with love or jealousy !
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Jl:^^o. I am glad of it ; for now I shall have
reason

To show the love and duty tliat I bear you
With franker spirit : therefore, as I ain bound.
Receive it from me :— I speak not yet of proof.

Look to your wife ; obscn'e her well wiih

Ca.ssio ;

Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure :

I wi uld not have your free and noble nature,

On of self-bounty, be abiis'd ; look to't

:

1 know our country disposition well ;

III Venice they do let heaven see the pranks
Tliey dare not show their husbands ; their best

conscience

Is not to leave undone, but keep unknown.
0th. Dost thou say so ? [you

;

fag-o. She did deceive her father, marrying
And when she seem'd to shake and fear your

looks,

Siie lov'd them most.

0th. And so she did.

li'go. Why, go to, then ;

She that, so young, could give out such a

seeming,
To seal her father's eyes up close as oak,

—

He l!iought 'twas witchcraft,—But I am much
to blame ;

I lijinbly do beseech you of your pardon
Foi too much loving you.

0th. I am bound to thee for ever.

la^o. I see this hath a little dash'd your
spirits.

Oth. Not a jot, not a jot.

/''go. Trust me, I fear it has.

I hope you will consider what is spoke
Comes from my love ; but I do see you 're

mov'd :

—

I am to pray you not to strain my speech
To grosser issues nor to larger reach
Than to suspicion.

Oth. I will not.

Il^go. Should you do so, my lord,

My speech should fall into such vile success

Which my thoughts aim'd not. Cassio's my
worthy friend :

—

My lord, I see you're mov'd.
Oth. No, not much mov'd :

1 do not think but Desdemona 's honest.
Jago. Long live she so ! and long live you

to think so ! [self,

—

Oth. And yet, how nature erring from it-

Jago. Ay, there's the point:—as,—to be
bold with you,

—

Not to affect many propo.sed matches
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree,
XMicreto we see in all things nature tends,

—

Fob ! one may smell in such a will most rank,

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural :

—

IJut fxirdon me : I do not in position

Distinctly speak of her ; though I may fear

Ilcr will, recoiling to her better judgment,
May fall to match you with her country forms,

And happily repent.

Oth. Farewell, farewell

:

I f n\ore thou dost perceive, let me know more ;

Set on thy wife to observe : leave me, lago.

ia.go. My lord, I take my leave. {Going.

Oih. Whydid I marry?—This honest creature

doubtless [unfolds.

Sees and knows more, much more, than he
/ago. {Returning. ] j\ly lord, I would I might

entreat your honour
To scan this thing no further; leave it to time:

Akhough 'tis fit that Cassio have his place,

—

For, sure, he fills it up with great alnlity,

—

Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile.

You shall by that perceive him and his means:
Note if your lady strain his entertainment
With any strong or vehement importunit}'

;

.Much will be seen in that. In the meantime
L.ct me be thought too busy in my fears,

—

.\s worthy cause I have to fear I am,

—

.Vnd hold her free, I do beseech your honour.

Oth. Fear not my government.
Iiigv. I once more take my leave. {Exit.

Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honesty,

.Vnd knows all qualities, with a learned spirit,

Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggaid,

rhough that her jesses were my dear heail-

slrings,

I 'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black.

And have not those soft parts of conversation

That chamlierers have ; or, for I am declin'd

Into the vale of years,—yet tliat 's not much,

—

She 's gone ; I am abus'd ; and my relief

Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage.

That we can call these delicate creatures ours.

And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad,

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon,
Than keep a corner in ihe thing I love

For others' uses. Yet 'tis the plague of great

ones ;

Prerogativ'd are they less than the base ;

'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death:

Even then this forked plague is fated to us

When we do quicken. Desdemona conies :

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself !

—

I '11 not believe 't.

Re-enter Desdemona awif Emilia.

Des. How now, my dear OthelloJ

Your dinner, and the generous islanders

By you invited, do attend your presence.



OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. iigi

Olh. I am to blame.

Dcs. Why do you speak so faintly?

Are you not well ?

0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here.

Des. Faith, that 's with watching ; 'twill

away again

:

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour
It will be well.

0th. Your napkin is too little ;

\He puts the kaiiJkerihieffrom him,
afui she drops it.

Let it alone. Come, I '11 go in with you.

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well.

{E.xeitnt Oth. a?2d Des.
Emil. I am glad I have found this napldn :

This was her first remembrance from the Moor

:

My wayward husband hath a hundred limes

VVoo'd me to steal it ; but she so loves the

token,

—

For he conjur'd her she should ever keep it,

—

Tliat she reserves u evermore about her

To kiss and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en

out,

And give 't lago:

What he'll do with it heaven knows, not I

;

I nothing but to please his fantasy.

Re-£7iter Iago.

[ago. How now ! what do you here al(jne ?

Emil. Do not yc>u chide ; I have a tiling for

you.

Iago. A thing for me !— it is a common ihing.

Emil. Ha!
Iago. To have a foolish wife. [now
Emil. O, is that all? What will you give me

For that same handkerchief?
Iago. What handkerchief?
Emil. What handkerchief

!

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona
;

That which so often you did bid me steal.

Iago. Hast stol'n it from her ?

Ei/iil. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence,
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took 't up.
Look, here it is.

Iago. A good wench ; give it me.
Emil. What will you do with't, that you

have been so earnest
To have me filch it ?

Iago. Wny, what 's that to you ?

[Si.'alchi//g it.

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import,
Give't me again : poor lady, she'll run mad
When she shall lack it. [it.

/ago. Be not acknown on 't ; I have use fur

Go, leave me. [Exit Emilia.
I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin,
And let him find it. Trifles light as air

Are to the jealous confirmations strong
As proofs of holy writ: this may do something.
The iVIoor already changes with my poison :

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poisons.
Which at the first are scarce found to distaste.

But, with a little act upon the blood,

Burn like the mines of sulphur. — 1 did say

so :

—

[(hagora.
Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, i,or nian-

Nor all the drowsy syrups of tlie world,
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep

Which thou ow'dst yesterday.

Re-evter Othei.lo.

Oth. f la ! ha ! false to me ?

Iago. WTiy, how now, general ! no more ol

that. [the rack :—
Oth. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on

I swear 'tis better to be much abus'd
ITian but to know 't a little.

Iago. How now, my lord !

Oth. What sense had I of her stol'n iiwurs

of lust ?

I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me :

I slept the next night well, was free and merry;
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips

:

lie that is robb'd, not wanting what is stol'n.

Let him not know 't, and he 's not robb'd at all.

Iago. I am sorry to hear this.

Olh. i had been happy if the general camp,
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body,
So I had nothing known. O, now, for ever

F"arewell the tranquil mind ! flirewell content

!

P'arevvell the plumed troop and the big wars
That make anibition virtue ! O, farewell

!

Farewell the neighing steed and the shrill tnuiip,

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing file.

The royal banner, and all quality.

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious v\ar I

And, O you mortal engines, whose rude threats

The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit,

Farewell ! Othello's occupation 's gone !

Iai;o. Is't possible, my lord?

—

Oih. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a

whore,— \Taking him by the throat.

Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof

;

Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul.

Thou hadst been better have been born a dog
Than ansv/er my wak'd wrath !

Iago. Is't come to this?

Oth. Make me to see 't ; or, at the least, so

prove it

That the probation bear no hinge nor loop

To hang a doubt on ; or woe upon thy liK-

!

Iago. My noble lord,

—

Oth. If thou dost slander her and torture me,

Never pray more ; abandon all remorse j
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On horror's head horrors accumulate ;

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth

amaz'd ;

For nothing canst ihou to damnation add
Greater than that.

lago. O grace ! O heaven forgive me

!

Are you a man ? Iiave you a soul or sense?

—

God b' wi' you ; take mine office.—O wretched
fool,

That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice !

—

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O
world,

To be direct and honest is not safe.

—

1 thank you for this profit ; and from hence

I '11 love no friend, sith love breeds such oft'ence.

Otk. Nay, stay :—thou shouldst be honest.

lago. I should be wise; for honesty 's a fool,

And loses that it works for.

0th. By the world,

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ;

1 think that thou art just, and think thou art

not : [fresh

I 'U have some proof: her name, that was as

As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black

As mine own face.— If there be cords or knives,

I'oison, or fire, or suffocating streams,

I 11 not endure 't.—Would I were satisfied!

Tago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion

:

I do repent me that I put it to you.

You would be satisfied?

0th. Would ! nay, I will.

lago. And may: but how? how satisfied,

my lord ?

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on,

—

Behold her tupp'd?
0th. Death and damnation ! O

!

[ago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think,

To bring them to that prospect: damn them,
then.

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster

More than their own ! What then? how then?
What shall I say? Where's satisfaction?

It is impossible you should see this,

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys.
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross

.•\s ignorance made drunk. Rut yet, I say,

If imputation and strong circmiistances,

—

Which lead directly to the door of truth,

—

Will give you satisfaction, you may have't.

0th. Give me a living reason she 's disloyal.

fago. I do not like the office

:

But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far,

—

i'rick'd to it by foolish honesty and love,

—

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately

;

And, being troubled with a raging tooth,

I could not sleep.

There are a kind of men so loose of soul

That in their sleeps will mutter their aflairs :

One of this kind is Cassio :

In sleep I heard him say, Sweet Desde»toita,

Let us l>e wary, let us hide our loves

;

.-Vnd then, sir, would he gripe and wring m\'

hand,
Cry, sweet creature! and then kiss me hard.

As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots.

That grew upon my lips: then laid his leg

Over my thigh, and sigh'd, and kiss'd; and tin i.

Cried, Cursedfate that gave thee to the Moor '

0th. O monstrous ! monstrous !

lago. Nay, this was but his drean-.

0th. But this denoted a foregone conclusion

'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dreaUi.

lago. And this may help to thicken othc.

proofs

That do demonstrate thinly.

0th. I '11 tear her all to pieces.

lago. Nay, but be wise: yet we see nothing
done ;

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this,

—

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief
Spotted with strawberries in your wife's hand ?

0th. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my firsi

gift. [chief,

—

lago. I know not that : but such a handkei-
I am sure it was your wife's,—did I to-day

See Cassio wipe his beard with.

0th. If it be that,—

lago. If it be that, or any that was hers,

It speaks against her with the other proofs.

0th. O, that the slave had forty lhousan._,

lives,

—

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge

!

Now do I see 'tis true.—Look here, lago ;

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven

:

'Tis gone.

—

Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell

!

Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne

To tyrannous hate! swell, bosom, with tin

fraught,

For 'tis of aspics' tongues 1

lago. Yet be content.

O, blood, lago, blood I

Patience, I say ; your mind perhaps

may change.

Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea,

Whose icy current and compulsive course

Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on
To the Propontic and the Hellespont

;

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace,

Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love,

Till that a capable and wide revenge [heaven

Swallow them up.—Now, by yond marble

In the due reverence of a sacred vow \Kneels.

I here engage my words.

0th.

laeo.

0th.
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/ago. Do not rise yet.

—

\^Kneels.

Wiincss, you ever-burning lights above,

You elements that clip us round about,

—

Witness that here lago doth give up
The execution of his wit, hands, heart,

To wrong'd Othello's service ! Let him
command,

And to obey shall be in me remorse.
What bloody business ever.

Olh. I greet thy love,

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance
bounteous,

And will upon the instant put thee to't:

Within these three days let me hear thee say

That Cassio 's not alive. [request

:

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at your

But let her live.

0th. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her !

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw
To furnish me with some swift means of death
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

lago. I am your own for ever. \Exeunt.

Scene IV. —Cyprus. Before the Castle.

Enter Df-spemona, Emilia, and Clown.

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant
Cassio lies ?

Clo. I dare not say he lies anywhere.
Des. Why, man?
Clo. He 's a soldier 5 and for one to say a

soldier lies is stabbing.

Des. Go to: where lodges he?
Clo. To tell you where he lodges is to tell

you where I lie.

Des, Can anything be made of this ?

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for

::ic to devise a lodging, and say he lies here or

he lies there were to lie in mine own throat.

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be edified

liv repoit ?

Clo. I will catechize the world for him ; that

is, make questions, and by them answer.
Des. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell

him I have moved my lord on his behalf, and
hr.pe all will be well.

Clo. To do this is within the compass of

man's wit ; and therefore I will attempt llie

doing it. \^Exit.

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief,
Emilia ?

E?nil. I know not, madam. [purse
Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my

Full of crusadoes : and, but my noble Moor
/s true of mind, and made of no such baseness
As jealous creatures are, it were enouqh
To put him to ill thinking.

E77nl. Is he not jealous ?

Des. Who, he ? 1 think the sun where he
was born

Drew all such humours from him.
Emil. Look, where he comes.
Des. I will not leave him now till Cassio

Be call'd to him.

Enter Othei.lo.

How is 't with you, my lord ?

Otk. Well, my good lady.—[^«afe.] O,
hardness to dissemble !

—

How do you, Desdemona ?

Des. Well, my good lord.

0th. Give me your hand : this hand is moist,
my lady. [sorrow.

Des. It yet hath felt no age nor known no
0th. This argues fruitfulness and liberal

heart:— [quires
Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours re-

A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer,

Mucli castigation, exercise devout;
For here 's a young and sweating devil here
That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,
A frank one.

Des. You may indeed say so ;

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart.

0th. A liberal hand : the hearts of old gave
hands

;

But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts.

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now,
your promise.

0th. What promise, chuck ?

DiS. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak
with you. [me

;

0th. I have a salt and sorry rheum offends

Lend me thy handkerchief.

Des. Here, my lord.

0th. That which I gave you.

Des. I have it not about me.
Ofh. Not?
Des. No, indeed, my lord.

0th. That is a fault.

That handkerchief
Did an Egyptian to my mother give

;

She was a charmer, and could ahnost read

The thoughts of people: she told her, while
she kept it, [father

'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my
Entirely to her love | but if she lost it.

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye

Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should
hunt

After new fancies: she, dying, gave it me ;

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive.

To give it her. I did so: and take heed on 't

;

MalvC it a darling like your precious eye ;
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To lose 't or give 't away were such perdition

As nothing else could match.

Des. Is 't possible ?

Olli. 'Tis true : there 's magic in the web of it

:

A sibyl, that had nunibcr'd in the world
The sun to course two hundred compasses,

In her prophetic fury sew'd tlie work ; [silk ;

The worms were hallow'd that did breed the

And it was dy'd in mummy which the skilful

Conserv'd of maidens' hearts.

Des. Indeed ! is 't true ?

0th. Most veritable; therefore look to't well.

Des. Then would to God that I had never
seen 't

!

Otk. TIa! wherefore?
Des. Why do you speak so startingly and

rash? [the way?
0th. Is't lost? is't gone? speak, is it out of

Des. Heaven bless us

!

0th. Say you ?

Des. It is not lost ; but what an if it were?
0th. How!
Des. I say, it is not lost.

0th. Fetch 't, let me see 't.

Des. VVhy, so I can, sir, but I will not now.
This is a trick to put me from my suit

:

Pray you, let Cassio be receiv'd again.

0th. Fetch me the handkerchief : my mind
misgives.

Des. Come, come

;

You'll never meet a more sufficient man.
0th. The handkerchief

!

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio.

Olh. The handkerchief

!

Des. A man that all his time
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love,

Shar'd dangers with you,

—

Oth. The handkerchief

!

Des. In sooth, you are to blame.
Oth. Away! {Exit.
Emit. Is not this man jealous ?

Des. I ne'er saw this before.

Sure there 's some wonder in this handkerchief:
I am most unhappy in the loss of it.

Einil. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man

:

They are all but stomachs, and we all but food :

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full.

They belch us.—Look you,—Cassio and my
husband.

Enter Cassio and IAGO.

lago. There is no other way ; 'lis she must
do't:

And, lo, the happiness ! go and importune her.

Des. How now, good Cassio! what's the

news with you ? [you

Cas, Madam, my former suit : I do beseech

That by your virtuous means I may again
Exist, and be a member of his love,

VVhoin I, with all the oftice of my heart,

Entirely honour: I would not ho. dclay'd.

If my offence be of such mortal kind
That nor my service past, nor present sorrows,

Nor purpos'd merit in futurity,

Can ransom me into his love again,

But to know so must be my benefit

;

So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content,

And shut myself up in some other course.

To fortune's alms.

Des. Alas, thrice-gentle C.i>sio

!

My advocation is not now in tune ;

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him,

Were he in favour as in humour alter'd.

So help me every spirit sanctified,

As I have spoken for you all my best.

And stood within the blank of his displeasure

For my free speech ! You must awliile be

patient

:

What I can do I will ; and more I will

Than for myself I dare: let that suffice you.

lago. Is my lord angry?
Emit. lie went hence but now,

And certainly in strange unquietness.

lago. Can he be angry? I have seen the

cannon,
When it hath bIo\vn his ranks into the air,

And, like the devil, from his very arm
PufTd his own brother ;—and can he be angry?

Something of moment, then: I will go meet
him:

There 's matter in 't indeed if he be angry.

Z>t;j-. I pr'ylhee, do so. [Exit Ia.go.\ Some-
thing, sure, of state,

—

Either from Venice, or some unhatch'd practice

Made demonstrable here in Cypnis to him,—
Hath puddled his clear spirit, and in sucli cases

Men's natures wrangle with inferior thing'^,

Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even

so ;

For let our finger ache, and it endues
Our other healthful members even to that sent^e

Of pain : nay, we must think men are not go<l'^,

Nor of them look for such observancy
As fits the bridal.—Beshrew me much, Emilia,

I was,—unhandsome warrior as I am,

—

Arraigning his unkindness with my soul

;

But now I find I had suborn'd the witness,

And he 's indicted falsely. [you think,

Etnil. Pray heaven it be stale matters, as

And no conception nor no jealous toy

Concerning you.

Des. Alas the day, I never gave him cause

!

Ensil. But jealous souls will not be answer'd
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They are not ever jealous for the cause,

But jealous for Ihey are jealous: 'tis a monster

Bcc;ol upon itself, born on itself. [mind !

Des. Heaven keep that monsterfrom Othello's

Emil. Lady, amen. [about

:

Des. I will go seek him.—Cassio, walk here-

If I do find him (it, I'll move your suit,

And seek to effect it to my uttermost,

Cai. I humbly thank your ladyship.

\Excuni Desdemona and Emilia.

Enter BlANCA.

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio!

Cas. What make you from home ?

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca?

r faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house.

Bian. And I was going to your lodging,

Cassio.

What, keep a week away? seven days and
nights ?

Eight score eight hours .? and lovers' absent

hours.

More tedious than the dial eight score times?

weary reckoning

!

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca:
1 have this while with leaden thoughts been

press'd ;

Bat I shall in a more continuate time
Suike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca,

[Giving Iter Desdemona's ha7idkerihief.

Take me this work out.

Bian. O Cassio, whence came this ?

This is some token from a newer friend:

To the felt absence now I feel a cause:

I> 't come to this? Weil, well.

Cas. Go to, woman !

Tlirow your vile guesses in the devil's teeth,

From whence you have them. You are jealuu.^

now
That this is from some mistress, some remem-

brance :

No, in good troth, Bianca.

Bian. Why, whose is it ?

Cas. I know not neither : I found it in my
chamber.

I like the v.ork well: ere it be demanded,

—

As like enough it will,—I'd have it copied:
T.ike it, and do't ; and leave me for this time.

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ?

Cas. I do attend here on the general ;

And think it no addition, nor my wish.
To have him see me wornan'd.

Bian. Why, I pray you ?

Cas. Not that I love you not.

Bian. But that you do not love me
I pray \ou, bring me on the way a little

;

And say if I shall see you soon at night.

Cas. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring
you.

For I attend here

:

but I '11 see you soon.

Bian. 'Tis very good ; I must be circum-
stanc'd. [Excvnt.

ACT IV.

Scene I.—Cyprus. Before the Castle.

Enter Othello and Iago.

lago. Will you tliink so ?

0th. Think so, Tngo?
Iago. What,

To kiss in private?

0th. An unauthoriz'd kiss.

tago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed
An hour or more, not meaning any harm?

0th. Naked in bed, Iago. and not mean harm !

It is hypocrisy against the devil

:

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so.

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt
heaven.

fago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip

:

But if I give my wife a handkerchief,

—

0th. What then ? [being hers,

Iago. Why, then, 'tis hers, my lord ; and,

She may, I think, bestow 't on any man.
0th. She is protectress of her honour too:

May she give that? [seen ;

Iago. Her honour is an essence that 's not

They have it very oft that have it not

:

But, for the handkerchief,

—

[forgot it:

—

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have
Thou said'st,—O, it comes o'er my memory
As doth the raven o'er the infected house,

Boding to all,—he had my handkerchief.

Iago. Ay, what of that ?

Olh. That 's not so good now.
[ago. Vv'hat,

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong?
Or heard him say,—as knaves be such abroad,

Vv'ho having, by their own importunate suit,

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress,

Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose
But they must blab,

—

Oth. Hath he said anything?
lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well

as.sur'd,

No more than he'll unswear.

Oth. What hath he said ?

Iago. Faith, that he did,—I know not what
he did.

Oth. What? what?
Iago. Lie,

—

Oth. With her?
Iago, Willi her, on her ; what you wilL
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0th. Lie with her ! lie on her !—We say lie

on her when ihcy belie her.—Lie with her !

that 's fulsome.— I landkerchief,—confessions,

—handkerchief!—To confess, and be hanged
for liis labour ;— first, to be hanged, and then

to confess.— I tremble at it. Nature would
not invest herself in such shadowing passion

without some instruction. It is not words that

shake me thus :—pish !—noses, ears, and lips.

— Is 't possible ?—Confess,—handkerchief !—

O

devil !

—

\FaUs in a trance.

/ago. Work on, [caught
;

IMy medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools are

And many worthy and chaste dames even thus,

All guiltless, meet reproach.—What, ho ! my
lord !

My lord, I say ! Othello !

Enter Cass 10.

How now, Cassio !

Cas. What 's the matter?
lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy :

This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday.

Cas. Rub him about the temples.

Tago. No, forbear

;

The lethargy must have his quiet course :

If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs:

Do you withdraw yourself a little while,

He will recover straight : when he is gone,
I would on great occasion speak with you.

[Exit Cassio.
How is it, general ? have you not hurt your

head ?

Otk. Dost thou mock me?
lago. I mock you I no, by heaven.

Would you would bear your fortune like a man !

Otk. A horned man 's a monster and a beast.

lago. There 's many a beast, then, in a popu-
lous city.

And many a civil monster.
Otk. Did he confess it ?

/ago. Good sir, be a man ;

Think every bearded fellow that 's but yok'd
May draw with you : there 's millions now alive

That nightly lie in those unproper beds
Which they dare swear peculiar : your case is

better.

O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock,
To lip a wanton in a secure couch,
And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know;
And knowing what I am, I know what she

shall be.

Otk. O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain.

lago. Stand you awhile apart

;

Confine yourself but in a patient list, [grief,

—

Whilst you were here o'erwhelmed with your

A passion most unsuiting such a man,

—

Cassio came hither: I shifted h:m away.
And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy

;

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me

;

The which he promis'd. Do but encave your-

self, [scorns,

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable
That dwell in every region of his face

;

For I will make him tell the tale anew,

—

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when
He hath, and is again to cope your v/ife

:

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ;

Or I shall say you are all in all in sjiieen,

And nothing of a man.
Oik. Dost thou hear, [.;go ?

I will be found most cunning in my patience ;

But,—dost thou hear?—most bloody.

lago. That 's not amiss ;

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ?

[Othello 'witkdraws.

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca,

A housewife that, by selling her desires,

Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature

That dotes on Cassio,—as 'tis the strumpet's

plague

To beguile many and be beguil'd by one :

—

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain

From the excess of laughter :—here he comes :

—

As he shall smile Othello shall go mad ;

And his unbookish jealou.sy must construe

Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light be-

haviour

Quite in the wrong.

Re-enter Cassio.

How do you now, lieutenant?

Cas. The worser that you give nie the ad-

dition

Whose want even kills me. [on 't.

lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure

Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power,
[Speaking louver.

How quickly should you speed !

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff!

Otk. [.Aside.] Look, how he laughs already !

lago. I never knew woman love man so.

Cas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i' faith,

she loves me.
Otk. [Aside.'] Now he denies it faintly, and

laughs it out.

Jago. Do you hear, Cassio ?

Otk. [Aside.] Now he importunes him
To tell it o'er :—go to ; well said, well said.

lago. She gives it out that you shall marry

her :

Do you intend it ?

Cas. Ha, ha, ha !
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Olh. \Aside.'\ Do you triumph, Roman.? do
you triumph ?

Cas. I marry her!—wliat, a customer! I

pr'ylhee, bear some charity !o my wit ; do not

Ihinlc it so unwholesome :—ha, ha, ha !

Olh. [Aside.] So, so, so, so: ihey laugli

that win. [marry her.

/ai;v. Faith, the cry goes that you shall

Cas. Pr'ythee, say true.

/ai^o. I am a very villain else.

O//1. [Asii/d.] Have you scored nie .? Well.

Cas. This is the monkey's own giving out

:

-he is persuaded I will marry her, out of her

^wn love aiul flattery, not out of my promise.

O//1. [As/dt;.] lago beckons me; now he
liejjjins the story.

c as. She was here even now ; she haunts me
la every place. I was the other day talking on
I lie sea-bank with certain Venetians, and thither

comes the bauble, and falls thus about my

O/A. [Aside.] Crying, dear Cassio ! as it

were : his gesture imports it.

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon
iiic ; so hales, and pulls me :—ha, ha, ha !

0/k. [Aside.] Now he tells how she plucked
hmi to my chamber. O, I see that nose of

yours, but not that dog I shall throw it to.

Cas. Well, I must leave her company.
lago. Before me ! look where she comes.

Cas. 'Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a

perfumed one.

EnUr BiAN'CA.

What do you mean by this haunting of me ?

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you !

What did you mean by that same handkerchief

jou gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to

lake it. I must take out the w^ork ?—A likely

piece of work that you should find it in your

chamber, and not know who left it there !

This is some minx's token, and I must take out

the work ? There,—give it your hobby-horse:
wheresoever you had it, I '11 take out no work
on 't. [how now !

Cas. IIuw now, my sweet Rianca ! how now !

0th. [Aside.] By heaven, that should be my
handkerchief!

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night,

you may ; an you will not, come when you are

next prepared for. [Exit.

lago. Afier her, after her. [else.

Cas. Faiih, I must ; she '11 rail m the street

lago. Will you sup there?

Cas. Faith, I intend so.

> lago. Well, I may chance to see you ; for I

would very fain speak with you.

Cas. Pr'ythee, come ; will you .-'

fago. Oo to ; say no more. [Exit Cassio.
0th. [ComingJorzvard.] How shall I murdci

liim, lago.? [vice ?

[ago. Dill you perceive how he laughed at his

Otii. O lago !

lago. And did you see the handkerchief ?

Olh. Was that mine .>

fago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how
he prizes the foolish woman your wife ! she
gave it him, and he hath given it his whore.

Olh. I would have him nine years a-killing.

—A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet
\\ oinan !

lago. Nay, you must forget that.

Olh. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be
damned to-night ; for she shall not live : no,

my heart is turned to stone ; I strike it, and
it hurts my hand.—O, the world hath not
a sweeter creature : she might lie by an
emperor's side, and command him tasks.

fago. Nay, that 's not your way.
0th. Hang her ! 1 do but say what she is :—

so delicate with her needle !—an admirable
musician ! O, she will sing the savageness out
of a bear !—Of so high and plenteous wit and
invention !

—

fago. She's the worse for all this.

Olh. O, a thousand thousand times :—and
then of so gentle a condition !

lago. Ay, too gentle.

0th. Nay, that 's certain :—but yet the pity
of it, Ligo ! O Lago, the pity of it, lago !

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity,

give her patent to offend ; for, if it touch not
you, it comes near nobody.

0th. I will chop her into messes. —Cuckold
me !

lago. O, 'tis foul in her.

Olli. With mine officer !

lago. That 's fouler.

Otk. Get me some poison, lago ; this night.

— I Ml not expostulate with her, lest her body
and beauty unprovide my mind again :— this

night, lago.

fago. Do it not with poison ; strangle her in

her bed, even the bed she hath contaminated.
Olh. Good, good : the justice of it pleases :

\ery good.
fago. And for Cassio,—let me be his under-

taker : you .shall hear more by midnight.
0th. Excellent good. [A trumpet within.]

What trumpet is tliat same?
lago. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis

Lodovico
Come from the duke > and, see, your wife is

with him.
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Enter LODOVICXD, Desdemona, and
Auendants.

Lod. Save you, vvorlliy general !

Olh. WilJi all my hcajt, sir.

Lod. The dul<e and senators of Venice greel

you. [ Gives him a packcl.

Otli. I liiss the instrument of their pleasures.

\^Opctis the packet atid reaJi.

Des. And what's Uie news, gocxi cousin

Lodovicc i

lago. I an: 7c:y gl^ci to see you, signior ;

Welcome to Cyprus. [Cassio?

Lod. 1 thank you. IIow does Lieulenani

lago. Lives, sir. [my lord

Des. Cousin, there's fall'n between him and
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well.

0th. Arc yoti sure of that ?

Z)t,'5. My lord ? \_will,—

0th. \R£ads.'\ This failyou 7ioi lo d-o as yon
Lod. He did not call ; he 's busy in the paper.

Is there division 'tvvixt iny lord and Cassio ?

Des. A most unhappy one : I would do nrach

To alone theui, for the love I bear to Cassio.

0th. Pire aud brimstone !

Des. My lord ?

Olh. Are you wise ?

Des. What, is he angry ?

Lod. May be the letter mov'd him ;

For, as I think, they do command him home.
Deputing Cassio in his government.

Des. Ti'ust me, I am glad on 't.

Olh. Lideed !

Des. J*Iy lord ?

Olh. I am glad to see you miwL
Des. Why, sweet Othello,

—

0th. Devil! {Striking her.

Des. I have not deserv'd this.

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ'd in

Venice,

Though I should swear I saw 't : 'tis very mucli

:

Make her amends ; she weeps.
Olh. O devil, devil !

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears,

Eacli drop she f;^lls would prove a crocodile.

—

Out of my sight J

Des. I will not stay to offend you. {Going.

Lod. Truly, an obedient latly :

—

I do beseecli your lordship, call her back.

Oih. Mistress ]

Des. ily lord ?

Olli. W'hat would you with her, sir ?

Lod. "Who, I, my lord? [her turn :

0th. Ay J you did wish that I would make
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on.
And turn again ; and slie can weep, sir, weep;
And she 's obedient, as you say,—obedient,

—

Very obedient.—Proceed you in your tears.

—

Concerning this, sir,—O well-painted passion !

I am commanded home.—Get you away ;

I '11 send for you anon.—Sir, I obey the uiaii-

date,

Aud will return to Venice.—Hence, avaunl

!

{Exil DssdilMONa.
Cassio sliall have my place. And, sir, to-night,

I do entreat that we may sup together:

Vou are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goals and
monkeys

!

{E.xit.

Lod. Is this tlie noble Moor whom our full

senate

Call all-in-ail sufficient?—Is this the natuie

Whom passion could not shake? whose solid

virtue

The shot of accident nor dart of chance
Could neither graze nor pierce ?

logo. lie is much chang'd.

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of

brain ?

lags. He is that he is : I may not breathe rn y
censure. [not,—

Wliat he might be,— if what be might he is

I would to heaven he were

!

Lod. What, strike his wife !

lago. Faith, that was not so well ; yet would
I knew

That stroke would prove the worst

!

Lod. Is it his use ?

Or did the letters work upon his blood,

And new-crcate this fauli?

lago. Alas, alas

!

It is not honesty in me to speak

What I have seen and known. You shall

observe him

;

And his own courses will denote him so

That I may save my speech: do but go after.

And maj-k how he a^ntinues.

Lod. I am sorry tliat I am deceiv'tl in him.

{Exeunt.

ScK.vK II.

—

Cyprus. A £oom in the Castle.

Enter Othello and Emilia.

Oth. Vou have seen notliing, then ?

Eniil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect.

Olh. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she to-

gether.

EmiL But then I saw no harm, and then I

heard [iheai.

Each syllable that breath made up between

Oth. Wliat, did they never whisper ?

Emil. Never, my lord.

Oih. Nor send you out o' the way?
EniU. Never. [nor notliij.^: ?

Oih. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her ma^k.

I
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EinJL IVever, my lord.

Oih. That 's strange. [honest,

Emil. I doist, my lord, to wager she is

Lay down niy saul at stake: if yovi think other,

Remove your thoui;;lii,—it dolh abuse your
bosom.

If any wretdi hath piit this in yoijr head,
I^et heaven requite it with the serpent's curse

!

J-'or, if she be not honest, chaste, and tnie,

There's no man happy; the purest of their

wives
Is finil as sliuider.

0:li. Bid her come hither. —Go.
[Exil Emilia.

Slie says enough ;—yet sh.e's a simple baud
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle

whore,
A ("liset-Iock-and-key of vil!ano-f,s secrets:

And yet she 'H kneei an-d piay; I have seen
her do 't.

Re-entet- Emilia wiih Desdemona.

Dcs. My lord, what is your will ?

Oi'h. 1*^3', chuck, come hither.

Dcs. Wlrat is your pieasiire ?

Oik. Let me see your eyes ;

Lov)!.; in my face.

D-js. Wliat horrible fancy's this.?

Oih. Sonic of your function, r»istress ;

[To Emu,.
Leave procreanls alone, and shut the door ;

Cough, or cry hem, if any body come:
\ uur mystery, your mystery;—nay, despatch.

\Exit Emilf.^.

Des. Upon my knees, what doth yonr speech
import ?

i understand a fury in your words,
l!ut not the words.

O.'li. Why, what art thou ?

/\'s. You wife, my ford ; your true

And loyal wife.

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself;

Lest, being hke one of heaven, the devils

themselves [danTn'd. —
Sl^'uld fear to seize thee: therefore be double-
Swear thou art honest.

E>£S. Heaven doth tnily know it.

0th. Heaven truly knows that thou art false

as hell. [am I false ?

Des. To whom, my ford? with whom ? I low
O'h. Ah, Desdemona !—away ! away ! away 1

Des. Alas the heavy day!—Whydo you weep?
Arn I the motive of these tears, my lord.'

It haply you my father do suspect
An mstrument of this your caltrnf^ back, [hirrj,

Lay not your blame on me: if you have lost

Winy, I have lost him too.

0th. Had it pleas'd heaven
To try me with affliction ; had they rain'd

AH kinds of sores and shames on my bare head ;

.Steeped me in poverty fo the very lips ;

Ciiven to captivity me and my utmost hopes ;

I should have found in some place of my soul

A drop of patience : but, alas, to make me
The fixed figure of the time, for scorn

To point his slow and moving finger at !

—

Yet couW I bear tlrat loo ; well, ve-'y well :

But there, where I have garnerd up my heart

;

Where eitlier 1 must live, r-^r bear r>o lite,

—

The fountain from the which my current runs.

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence!

Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads [there.

To knot and gender in!—fiirn tliy comj)lexi(>n

Laiience, thou youngandrose-hpp'dcherubin,

—

Ay, there, lot'k grim as hell

!

Des. I hope my noble lord esteems me
honest.

Ofk. O, ay; as summer flies are in the

shambles,

That quicken even with blowing. O thou
weed.

Who art so lovely fair, and smeh'st so STvect,

That the sense aches at thee,— woirld thon

h.adst ne'er been born 1

Des. Alas, v.hat ignorant sin have I com-
n>itted ?

Oik. Was this fair paper, this most goodly
book,

^Llde to write whore upon ? What committed 1

Committed!—O thou public commoner!
! should make very forges of my checks,

Tliat would to cinders Intrn up modesty.

Did I but speak Jhy deeds.—What committed !

Heaven stops the nose at it, and ih.e mooa
winks

;

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets.

Is hush'd within the hollow nvine of earth,

And will not hear it.—What committed!

—

Impudent strumpet!
Des. By heaven, yon do nie wrong.

Oth. Are not you a strumpet ?

Des. No, as I am a Christian:

If to preserve this vessel for my lord

From any other foitl unlawful touch

Be not to b^ a strum. pet, J am none.

Oik. Vv'liat, not a whore?
Des. No, as I shall be sav'd.

Ofh. Is't possible?

Des. O, heaven forgive us

!

Oih. I cry you mercy, then

:

I took you for that cunning v^^hore of Venice

That married with Othello.—You, mistress,

Th.it have the oftice opposite to Saint Peter,

And keep the gate of heil

!
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Re-enter EMILIA.

Vou, you, ay you !

We have done our course ; there's money for

youi pains

:

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel.

{Exit.

Eniil. Alas, what does this gentleman con-

ceive ?^ [lady?

How do you, madam? how do you, my good
Des. Eailh, hall" asleep. [my lord ?

Einil. Good madam, what 's the matter with

Des. With who?
Etnil. Why, with my lord, madam.
Des. Who is thy lord ?

Einil. He that is yours, sweet lady.

Des. I have none : do not talk to me, Emilia

;

I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none.

But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to-

night [ber ;

—

Lay on my bed my wedding sheets,—remem-
And call thy husband hither.

Eniil. Here's a change indeed! [Exit.

Des. 'Tis meet I should be us'd so, very meet.

How have I been behav'd, that he might slick

The small'st opinion on my least misuse ?

Re-enter Emilia with Iago.

lago. What is your pleasure, madam ? How
is't with you ? [young babes

Des. I cannot tell. Those that do teach

Do it with gentle means ami easy tasks :

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith,

1 am a child to chiding.

lago. What 's the matter, lady ?

Eniil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhor'd
her,

Tiirown such despite and heavy terms upon her

As true hearts cannot bear.

Des. Am I that name, Iago ?

lago. What name, fair lady?

Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was.

Emit. He call'd her whore: a beggar in his

drink

Couki not iiave laid such terms upon his callat.

Iago. Why did he so ? [such.

Des. I do not know ; I am sure I am none
Iago. Do not weep, do not weep:—alas, the

day! [matches,
Emit. Hath she forsook so many noble

Her father, and her country, and her friends.

To be call'd whore? would it not make one
weep ?

Des. It is my wretched fortune.

Iago. Bcshrew him for 't

!

How comes this trick upon him ?

Des. Nay, heaven doth know.

Einil. 1 will be hang'd if some eternal villain.

Some busy and insinuating rogue,

Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some office,

Have not devis'd this slander ; I'll be hang'd
else. [possible.

Iago. Fie, there is no such man ; it is im-

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon
him! [ills bones!

Einil. A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw
Why should he call her whore? who keeps her

company ?

What place? what lime? what form? what likeli-

hood ?

The Moor 's abus'd by some most villanous

knave,

.Some base notorious knave, some scurvy

fellow :

—

heaven, that such companions thou 'dsl unfold,

And put in every honest hand a whip
To lash the rascals naked through the world
Even from the cast to the west

!

Iago. Speak within tloor.

Eniil. O, fie upon him ! .some such squire

he was
That turn'd your wit the seamy side uiilKuit,

.And made you to suspect me with the Moor.
Iago. You are a fool ; go to.

Des. Alas, Iago,

What shall I do to win my lord again ?

Good friend, go to him ; lui. by this light of

heaven,

1 know not how I lost him. Here I kneel :

—

If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst iiis love.

Either in discourse of thought or actual deed ;

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense.

Delighted them in any other form ;

Or that I do not yet, and ever did.

And ever will,—though he do shake mc off

To beggarly divorcement,— love him dearly.

Comfort forswear mc ! Unkindne.ss may do
much ;

And his unkindness may defeat my life,

But never taint my love. I cannot say whore,

—

It does abhor me now I speak the word ;

To do the act that might the addition earn.

Not the world's mass of vanity could make me.
Iago. I pray you, be content ; 'lis but his

humour :

The business of the state does him offence,

And he does cliide with you.

Des. If 'twere no other,

—

Iago. It is but so, I warrant.

[ Ti-umpets within.

Hark, howthese instruments summon to supper

!

The messengers of Venire stay the meat

:

Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well.

{Exeunt Desdemona aw^/ Emilia.
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Enter RoDERIGO.

How now, Roderigu

!

Rod. I do not iind that thou deak-st justly

'Ailh nie.

Iago. What in the contrary?

Rod. Every day tliou daficst nie with some
device, lago ; and rather, as it seems to nn.-

now, keepest from me all conveniency than

suppliest me with the least advantage of hope.
I will, indeed, no longer endure it ; nor am ]

yet persuaded to put up in peace what already
J have foolishly suffered,

lago. Will you hear me, Rodengo ?

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much; for your
words and performances are no km togetlier.

lago. You charge me most unjustly.

Rod. With naught but truth. I have wasted
myself out of my means. The jewels you have
had from me to deliver to Desdemona would
half have corrupted a votarisl : you have tc;Id

me she hath received them, and returned me
expectations and comforts of sudden respect

and acquaintance ; but I find none.
lago. Well

; go to ; very well.

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man ;

nor 'tis not very well : nay, I think it is scur\y,

and begin to find myself fobbed in it.

lago. Very well.

AW. 1 tell you 'tis not very well. I will

make myself known to Desdemona: if she will

return me my jewels, I will give over my suit,

and repent my unlawful solicitation ; if net,

assure yourself I will seek satisfaction of you.

lago. You have said now.
Rod. Ay, and said nothing but what I protebt

intendment of doing.

[ago. Why, now 1 see there 's mettle in thee ;

and even from this instant do build on thee a
better opinion tlian ever before. Give me thy

hand, Roderigo: thou hast taken against me a
most just exception ; but yet, I protest, I have
dealt most directly in thy affair.

Rod. It hath not appeared.
fago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ;

and your suspicion is not without wit and judg-

ment. But, Roderigo, if thou hast that in thee

indeed, which I have greater reason to believe

now than ever,— I mean purpose, courage, and
valour,— this night show it : if thou the next
night following enjoy not Desdemona, take me
from this world with treachery, and devise
engines for my life.

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason
and compass?

I"go. Sir, there is especial commission come
from Venice to depute Cassio in Othello's place.

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and
Desdemona return again to Venice.

lago. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and
takes away with him the fair Desdemona,
unless his abode be lingered here by some
accident : wherein none can be so determinate
as the removing of Cassio.

Rod. How do you mean removing of him ?

lago. Why, by making him uncapal.le ot

Othello's place, — -knocking out his brains.

Rod. And that you would have me to do ?

lago. Ay, if you dare do jourself a profit

and a right. He sups to-night with a harlotry,

and thither will I go to him ;—he knows not

yet of his honourable fortune. If you \-, ill

watch his going thence,— which I will fasluon

to fall out between twelve and one,—you may
take him at your pleasure : I will be near to

second your attempt, and he shall lall Ijetween

us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but go
along with me ; I will show you such a
necessity in his death that \-r)u shall think

yourself bound to put it on him. It is n<,w

high supper-tiine, and the night grovss to

waste : about it.

Rod. I will hear further reason for this.

dago. And you shall be satisfied. [E.^euat.

Scene III.

—

Cyprus, .-inoihei Room in

ihe Caslle.

Enter Otwewxs, Lodovko, Desdemona,
E^^LI.^, «;?(^ Attendants.

I.od. I do beseech you, sir, trouble jnurself

no further. [walk.

Olh. O, pardon me; 'iwill do me good to

Lod. Madam, good-night ; I humbly thank
y(nir ladyship.

Des. Your honour is most welcome.
Ofh. Will you walk, sir?—

O,—Desdemona,

—

Des. My lord ?

0th. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will

be returned forthwith : dismiss your attendant

there : look 't be done.

Des. I will, my lord.

[i5"v(7/«/ Oth., Lod., a//</ Attendants.

E/tn'/. How goes it now? he looks gentler

than he did.

Des. He says he will return incontment

:

He hath commanded me to go to bed,

And bade me to dismiss you.

/'.mil. Dismiss me !

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, ;!;ood

Emilia,

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu :

We must not now displease hinr.
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EiniL I would you had never seen him !

Dcs. So would not I : my love doth so ap
prove hnn, [frowns,—

That even his stubbornness, his checks, his

I'r'ythee, onpin me^—^liave grace and favour in

them. [on the bed.

Rmil. I iiave laid those sheets you fade me
Des. AJl 's OT>e.—Good faith, how foolish are

our minds !

—

II 1 do die before lliee, pr^ythee, shroud me
III Goe of those same sheets.

limiL Come, come, you talk.

ryei. My mother had a maid ealTd Barbara :

She was in love; and he she lov'd prov'd mad,
A \v\ did forsake her : she had a song of wiUow ;

An old thin^ 'twas, but it express^ her fortune,

A;ul she died singing it : that song to-night

Vt'ill no! go from my mind ; I have much to<io,

Bui to go hang my head all at one side,

And sing it like poor Barbara.— Pr'ythee,

despatch.
Emit. Shall i go fetch your night-gown ?

Des. No, unpin me here. —
This Lodovico is a proper man.

Emil. A very handsome man.
Des. He Speaks well.

Emil. I know a lacJy in Venice would h.ive

walked barefoot to Palestine for a toucii of his

nciher lip.

Des. The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree,

Sing all a green willo\Y ;

Her hand on tier bosom, her head on her knee,
Sing willow, willowr, willow :

The fresli streams ran by her, and murmurd ht;r

moans ;

Sinsj willow, willow, willow ;

Her salt tears fell from her and soften'd the stones ;

—

Lay by these :

—

Sing willow, willow, willow ;

—

ISings.

Pr'ythee, hie thee ; he '11 come anon :

—

Sins all a green willow must be my ^rland.
[Sht^s.

Let nobody blajne him;: his scora I approve,

—

Nay, (hat's not next.—Hark! who is't thai

knocks ?

Emil. It 's the wind.

Dcs. r call d my love false love ; but what said he
then?

_
[Sin^s.

Sing willow, willow, wiHow :

If I court mo women, you 11 couch with mo men.

—

So, get thee gone ; good-night. Mine eyes do
itch ;

Doih that bode weeping?
Emil. 'Tis neither here nor there.

Dcs. I have heard it said so.—O, these men,
these men !

—

Dost thou in conscience think,—tell me,
Emilia,

—

That there be women do abuse their husbands
In such gross kind ?

Emil. There be some such, no que-slion.

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed lor aJI the

world?
Emil. Why, would not you ?

Des. No, by this heavenly light

!

Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light ;

I might do 't as well i' the dark. [world ?

Des. \Vouldst thou do such a deed for all iJie

Emil. The world's a huge tiling: it is a

great price

For a small vice.

Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not.

Emil. In troth, I think I shoiJd ; and un-

do 't when I had done, ^^arry, I would not do
such a thing for a joint-ring, nor for measures
of lawn, nor for ^owns, petticoats, nor caps,

nor any petty exhibition ; but for the v/hole

world,—why, who would not make her hus-

band a circkold to make him a u^onarch? I

should venture purgatory for 't.

Des. Beshrew lue, if I would do such a
wrong for tTie whole world.

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' the

world ; and having the world for your labour,

'lis a wrong in your own world, and you miglit

ciuickly make it right.

Des. I do not think there is any such woman.
Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many to ilie

vantage as would store flie world ihey play'd for.

Bui I do think it is Uieir husbanfls' faults

If wives do fall : say that they slack their duties,

And pour onr treasures into foreign laps ;

Or else break out in peevish jealousies, [us.

Throwing rc-straint upon ns ; or say they strike

Or scant onr former having in despite ;

Wliy, we have galls ; and though we have
some grace,

Vet have we some revenge. Let husbands know
Their wives have sense like them : they see and

smell,

-Vnd have their palates both for sweet and si->ur.

As husbands have. What is it that they di
When they change us for others? Is it sport ?

I think it is : and doth affection breed it ?

I think it doth : is't frailty that thus errs ?

It is so too. And have not we affections,

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have ?

Then let them use us well : else let them know
The ills we do their ills instruct us to.

Des. Good-night, good -night : heaven me
such usage send,

Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad m^end !

\_Exeutit.
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ACT V,

Scene I.—CvrRus. A Street,

Enter Iago cuid Koderigo.

/ago. Here, stand behind this bulk; straight

win he come

:

Wear thy good lapiei bare, and put it honic :

Quick, quick ; leax nothing ; I '11 be al thy

elbow

:

It makes us or it mars us ; think on that.

And fix most firm thy resohition.

Jiod. Be near at hand ; I nmy miscarry in \.

Iago, Here, at thy hand : be bold, and take

thy stand. \Rctires to a little distance.

Rod. I iiave no great devotion to the deed ;

And yet he hath given me satisfy ii;g reasons :

—

'Tis bat a aian gone.— Forth, my sword ; he
dies. \Goes to Ids stand.

Iiigo. I have nibb'd this young quat almost
to the sense, (Cassio

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill

Or Cassio him, or each do lull the other.

Every way makes my gain : live Roderigo,
He calls me to a restitution large

Of gold and jewels that I bobb'd from him
As gifts to Desdemona ;

It must not Le : if Cassio do remain,
lie hath a daily beauty in his life

That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in nuich

peril

:

No, he must die.—But, so, I hear him coming.

Enter Cassio.

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he.—Villain, thou
diest \

\_Rushes out, and makes -a pass at Cassio.
Cas. That tlirust had been mine eiiemy in-

deed,
But that my coat is better than thou know'st

:

I will make proof of thine.

l_Draws, and wounds RODERIGO.
Rod. O, I am slain !

[Iago rushes from Jus past, cuts Cassio
behind in tJtc leg, mid exit.

Cas. I am maim'd forever.—Help, ho ! mur-
der \ murder \ [Falls.

Enter 0TliEl,1.0 cct a distance.

Olh. The voice of Cassio :—Iago keeps his

word.
Rod. O, villain that I am !

Ctk. It is even so.

Cax,. O, help, ho ! light ! a surgeon !

Oik. 'Tis he:—O brave Jago, honest and just,

That hath such noble sense of thy friend's

wrong !

Thou teachest me,—minion, yourdear lies dead.
And your unbless'd fate hies.—Strumpet, I

come ! [blotted
;

Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, aie
Thy bed, lust-stain'd, sliall with lust's blood Le

spotted. [Exit.

Enter LODOVICO and Gratiano at a distance.

Cas. What, hoi no watch? no passage?
murder i murder ! [dirtTul.

C-ra. 'Tis some mischance ; tlie voice is very
Cas. O, help !

Lod. Hark !

Rod. O wretched villain ! [night

:

Eod. Two or three groan :—it is a heavy
These may be counterfeits : let 's think 't unsafe
To come in to the ay without more help.

Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to

death.

Eod. Hark !

Cra. Here 's one comes in his shirt, with
light and weapons.

Re-enter Iago wit/i a li^ht.

Iago. Who 's there ? whose noise is this that

cries on mmder ?

Lod. We do not know,
Iago. Did not you hear a cry ?

Cas. Here, here ! for heaven's sake, help nic !

Iago, What 's the matter ?

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it.

Lod. Tlie same indeed ; a very valiant fellow.

Iago. What are you here that ay so griev-

ously ? [villains !

Cas. Iago ? O, I am spoiFd, undone by
Give me some help. {done tliis ?

Iago. O me, lieutenant ! what villains have
Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout.

And cannot make away.
Iago. O treacherous villains !

—

WTaat are you there ? come in, and give some
help. [7^) LoDOVicoaMi/GRATiANO.

Rod. O, help me here !

Cas. That 's one of tliem.

Iago. O murderous slave ! O villain !

{Stabs Roderigo,
Rikl. O daran'd Iago i O inhuoian dog !

Iago. Kill men i' the dark !—Where be these

bloody thieves?

—

Hew silent is this town .—Ho ! murder ! n.ur-

der !

—

What may you be? are you of good or evil?

Lod. As you shall prove lis, praise us.

Iago, Sigiiior Lodavioo?
Lad. He, sir.
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lago. I cry you mercy. Here's Cassio hurl

by villains.

Gra. Cassio

!

lago. How is 'l, brother ?

Cas. My leg is cut in Iwo.

lago. Marry, heaven forbid !

—

Light, gentlemen:—I '11 bind it with my shirt.

Enter BfANXA.

Dian. What is tlic uialler, ho ? who is 't

that cried .?

lago. Who is 't tliat cried !

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio !

O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio

!

Lxgo. O notable strumpet !—Cassio, may you
suspect [you ?

Who they should be that have thus mangled
Cas. No.
Ci-a. I am sorry to find you thus : I have

been to seek you.

lago. Lend me a garter :—so. — O, for a chair,

To bear him easily hence

!

[Cassio !

Bian. Alas, he faints !—O C'assio, Cassio,

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash

To be a party in ihis injury.

—

Patience awiiile, good Cassio. -Come, come ;

Lend me a light.—Know we this face or no.''

Alas, my friend and my dear countryman
Roderigo.? no:—yes, sure ; O heaven! Roderigo.

Gra. What, of Venice ?

fago. Even he, sir : did you know him .i*

Gra. Know him 1 ay
/ago. Signior Gratiano? I cry you gentle

pardon ;

Thesebloodyaccidcnts must excuse mymanners,
That so neglected you.

Gra. I am glad to see you.

lago. How do you, Cassio.?—O, a chair, a

chair !

Gra. Roderigo !

Jago. He, he, 'tis he. —O, that's well said;
—the chair :— [A chair hvught in.

Some good man bear him carefully from hence;
I'll fetch the general's surgeon.—For you,

mistre.ss, [7<jBianca.
Save you your labour.— He that lies slain here,

Cassio, [you ?

Was my dear friend : what malice was between
Cas. None in the world ; nor do I know the

man.
lago. [To Bian.] What, look you pale?—

O, bear him out a^ the air.

—

[C.\s. and Rod. are borne off'.

Stay you, good gentlemen.—Look you pale,

mistress ?

—

Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ?

—

Nay, if yoa stare, we shall hear more anon.

—

Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon hei :

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will

speak
Though tongues were out of use.

Efiter E.MILIA.

Rmil. 'Las, what's the matter? what's the

matter, husband ?

[ago. Ca.ssio hath here been set on in the dark
By Roderigo, and fellows that are 'scap'd :

He 's almost slain, and Roderigo dead.

Emil. Alas, good gentleman 1 alas, good
Cassio ! [thee, Emilia,

/ago. This is the fruit of whoring. --Pr'y-

Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night.—
What, do you .shake at that ?

Bian. He supp'd at my house ; but I there-

fore shake not.

/ago. O, did he so? I charge you, go with me.
Emit. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpei

!

Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest

As you that thus abuse me.
Emil. As I ! foh ! fie upon thee !

/ago. Kind gentlemen, let 's go see poor
Cassio dress'd. —

Come, mistress, you must tell 's another tale.

—

Emilia, run you to the citadel.

And tell my lord and lady what hath happ'd. —
Will you go on afore?

—

[A side.] This is the

night

That either makes me or fordoes me quite.

[ Exami.

.Scene H.—Cyprus. A Bedcliamber in t/if.

Castle: Desdemona in bed asleep ; a light

burning.

Enter Othei LO.

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, my .soul,

—

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars I
—

It is the cause.— Yet I '11 not shed her blood
;

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow,
.'Vnd smooth ;is monumental alabaster.

[Ta/ies off /lis swo'd.

Vet she must die, else she'll betray more men.
Put out the light, and then put out the lighl ;

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,

I can again thy former light restore, [hglit.

Should I repent me :—but once put out thy

Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heal

That can thy light relume. When I have

pluck'd thy rose,

I cannot give it vital growth again,

It needs must wither :— I '11 smell it on the

tree.

—

[Kissing her.

O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade
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Justice to break her sword !—One more, one
more.

—

[thee,

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill

And love thee after.-—One more, and that's

the last

:

So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep,
i 'ut they are cruel tears : tliis sorrow 's heavenly;

It strikes where it doth love.—She wakes.

Des. Who 's there ? Othello ?

0th. Ay, Desdemona.
Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ?

0th. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemon ?

Des. Ay, my lord.

0th. If you bethink yourself of any crime
IJnreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace,

Solicit for it straight. [that ?

Des. Alack, my lord, what may you mean by
0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk

I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; [soul.

No,—heaven forfend !— I would not kill thy

Des. Talk you of killing ?

0th. Ay, I do.

Des. Then heaven
Ha-ve mercy on me !

0th. Amen, with all my heart !

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill

me.
0th. Hum ! [then
Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal

'Vhen your eyes roll so : why I should fear I

know not, [fear.

Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet I feel 1

0th. Think on thy sins.

Des. They are loves I bear to you.
0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. [loving.

—

Des. That death's unnatural that kills for

A !as, why gnaw you so your nether lip ?

-..me bloody passion shakes your very frame :

hese are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope,
i hey do not point on me.

Olh. Peace, and be still !

Des. I will so. What 's the matter ?

0th. That handkerchief which I so lov'd and
gave thee

Thou gav'st to Cassio.

Des. No, by my life and soul !

S .'nd for the man and ask him.
0th. Sweet soul, take heed,

Take heed of perjury ; thou 'rt on thy death-bed.
Des. Ay, but not yet to die.

0th. Yes, presently

:

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ;

I'or to deny each article with oath
Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Des, Then, Lord have mercy on me !

0th. I say, anicn.

Des. And have you mercy too !—I never did
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Cassio
But with such general warranty of heaven
As I might love : I never gave him token.

0th. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in 's

hand.
perjur'd woman ! thou dost stone my heart,

And mak'st me call what I intend to do
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice :

1 saw the handkerchief.

Des. He found it, then ;

I never gave it him :—send for him hiil-.i.i ;

Let him confess a truth.

0th. He hath confess'd.

Des. What, my lord?

0th. That he hath us'd thee.

Des. How? unlawfully?

0th. Ay.
Des. He will not say so.

0th. No, his mouth is stopp'd ;

Honest lago hath ta'en order for't. [dead ?

Des. O, my fear interprets !—What, is he
0th. Had all his hairs been lives, my great

revenge

Had stomach for them all.

Des. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone !

0th. Out, strumpet ! Weep'st thou for him
to my face ?

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me nfit

!

0th. Down, strumpet !

Des. Kill me to-morrow ; let me live to-nightl

0th. Nay, if you strive,

—

Des. But half an hour !

0th. Being done, there is no pause.

Des. But while I say one prayer !

0th. It is too late. [Smothers her.

Emil. [IVithin.] My lord, my lord ! what,
ho ! my lord, my lord !

0th. What noise is this ?—Not dead ? not

yet quite dead ?

I that am cruel am yet merciful
;

I would not have thee linger in thy pain :

—

So, so. [lovd 1

Emil. \_lVithin.\ What, ho! my lord, r.'.y

0th. Who's there?

Emil. [IVithtn.] O, good my lord, I would
speak a word with you ! [dead.

—

0th. Yes :
—

'tis Emilia :—by and by.—She 's

'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death ;

The noise was high.—Ha ! no more moving?
Still as the grave.—Shall she come in?—Were 't

good?

—

[do?

I think she stirs again : no.—WTiat's best to

If she come in she '11 sure speak to my wile :

My wife ! my wife ! what wife? I have no Wife.

O, insupportable ! O heavy hour !
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Melhinks it should be now a huge eclipse

Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted globe

Should yawn at alteration.

Einil. IM'ii/a'n.] I do beseech you
Thai I may speak with you, O, good my lord !

0/A. I had forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia:

—

Soft,—by and by:—let me the curtains draw.

—

Where art thou ? [ Unlocks the door.

Enter Emilia.

What's the matter with thee now?
Emil. O, my good lord, yonder 's foul mur-

ders done

!

Olh. Whai, now?
Emil. But now, my lord.

Olh. It is the very error of the moon

;

Sue comes more nearer earth than she was wont,
And makes men mad. [\'enetian

Emil. Cassio, my lord, hath kill'd a young
Caird Roderigo.

Olh. Roderigo kiU'd

!

Aivi Cassio kiU'd

!

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill'd.

Ot/i. Not Cassio kill'd! then murder's out

of tune,

A'm\ sweet revenge grows harsh.

J'es. O, falsely, falsely murder'd !

Emil. Alas, what cry is that?

O'h. That! what? [voice.

—

Emil. Out and alas! that was my lady's

Help! help, ho! help !—O lady, speak again !

Si\eet Desdemoiia ! O sweet mistress, speak !

Pes. A guiltless death I die.

Emil. O, vvho haih done tTiis deed?
Dcs. Nobody; I myself. Farewell:

Commend me to my kind lord: O, farewell

!

{Dies.

Olh. Why, how should she be murder'd ?

Emil. Alas, who knows ?

0th. You heard her say herself it was not I.

Emil. She said so : I must needs report the

truth.

Ofh. She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell

:

'Twas I that kill'd her.

Emil. O, the more angel she.

And you the blacker devil

!

Olh. She lurn'd to folly, and she was a whore.
E;nil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a

devil.

Otk. She was false as water.

Emil, Thou art rash as fire, to say
Tliat she was false : O, she was heavenly true

!

O'k. Cassio did tup her ; ask thy husband else.

O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell,

Ij.\^ that I did proceed upon just grounds
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all.

E/iiil. My husband !

Oth. Thy husband.

Emil. That she was false to wedlock?
Olh. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been

true.

If heaven would make me such another v.orld

Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,

I 'd not have sold her for it.

Emil. My husband

!

Oth. Ay, 'twas he that told me first:

An honest man he is, and hates the slime

That slicks on lilthy deeds.

Emil. My husband

!

Olh. What needs this iterance, woman? I say

thy husband. [with love !

—

Emil. O mistress, villany hath made mocks
My husband say that she was false

!

Oth. He, woman ;

[ say thy husband : dost understand the word ?

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago.

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul

Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart:

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain.

Oth. Ha!
Emil. Do thy worst

:

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven
Than thou wast worthy her.

Oth. Peace, you were best.

Emil. Thou hast not half that power lo do
me harm

As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt

!

As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed,

—

I care not for thy sword ; I '11 make thee known.
Though I lost twenty lives.—Help! help, h(,!

help ! [murdci ;

The Moor hath kill'd my mistress ! murder !

Enter MoNTANO, Gratiano, and IAGO.

A/on. \V\-[Rt is the mutter?—How now,
general

!

[well,

Emil. O, arc you come, lago? you have done
That men must lay their murders on your neck.

Gra. What is the matter ? [man

:

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a

He says thou tnld'st him that his wife was false :

I know thou didst not, thou'rt not such a villain ;

Speak, for my heart is full. [no more
l'rj;-0. I told him what I thought ; and told

Tlian what he found himself was apt and true.

Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false?

/a^o. I did.

Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned
lie;

Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie:

—

She false with Cassio!—Did you say with

Cassio ?

/ago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm
your tongue.
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Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I .iin

bound to speak

:

My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed,

—

All. O heavens forfend !

Emil. And your reports have set the murder
01:1. [indeed.

Oth. Nay, stare not, masters: it is true,

Gi-a. 'Tis a strange truth.

JMon. O monstrous act !

Emil. Villany, villany, villany !

—

I think upon 't,— I think,— I smeil't ;—

O

vil lany !

—

[grief :

—

I thought so then ;— I '11 kill myself for

villany, villany!

lago. What, are you mad? I charge you,

get you home. [speak :

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to

'Tis proper I obey him, but not now.

—

rercliance, lago, I will ne'er go home.
Oth. O ! O ! O ! \_Haitgin!; mer his 7vife.

Emil, Nay, lay thee down and roar

;

For though hast kili'd the sweetest innocent
'1 lilt e'er did lift up eye.

Oth. O, she was foul !

—

\Risin!^.

1 scarce did know you, uncle: tliere lies your

niece,

\Vhose breath, indeed, these hands have newly
stopp'd

:

I know this act shows horrible and grim.

Ciia. Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy

father 's dead

:

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief

S lore his old thread in twain : did he live now,
"i Lis sight would make him do a desperate turn,

> 1: 1, curse his better angel from his side,

:\::-\ fall to reprobance.

Oih. 'Tis pitiful ; but yet lago knows
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confess'd

it:

And she did gratify his amorous works
\\\\\\ that recognizance and pledge of love

V.'hich I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand :

It '.vas a handkerchief, an antique token
I\Iy father gave my mother.

Emil. O heaven ! O heavenly powers !

la^^o. Come, hold your peace.
f'^'w'l. 'Twill out, 'twill out:— I peace !

I will speak as liberal as the north :

< I heaven and men and devils, let them all,

Ail, all, cry shame against me, yet I'll speak.
fiJgo. Be wise, and get you home.
Emil. I will not.

[Iago offers to stab his 'wife.

Gra. Fie !

Your sword upon a woman?

Efnil. O thou dull Moor ! that handkerchief
thou speak 'st of

I found by fortune, and did give my husband
;

For often, with a solemn earnestness,—
More than, indeed, belong'd to such a trifle,—
He begg'd of me to steal it.

^(igo. Viilanous whoie !

E>!!il. She give it Cassio ! no, alas, 1 four d a.
And 1 did give "t my husband.

A',i,'<?. Filth, thou list !

Emil. By heaven, I do not, I do not, genile-

nien.

—

O murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool

Do with so good a wife ?

[Iago stabs Emilia, and then nm^ ont.

Oth. Are there no stones in hea\cn
But what serve for tlie thunder?— Tiecii ',;s

villai:i ! [wile.

Gra. The woman falls ; sure he hath killVl his

Emil. Ay, ay :—O, lay me by my mibtress'

side.

Gra. lie's gone, but his wife's killd.

Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you this

weapon,
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor

:

Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass,

Uut kill him rather. I '11 after that .same villain.

For 'tis a damned slave.

{Exeunt MoN. avd i',\^\.

Oth. I am not valiant neither,

But every puny whipster gets my sword :

—

But why should honour outlive honesty ?

Let it go all.

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady?
Hark, canst Ihou hear me? I will play the

swan,
And die in music :

—

Willow, iviilow, ivillcm!. —
[.SVV/vT.

Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel

Moor ;

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true

;

So speaking as I think, I die,— I die. {Dies.

Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber;
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-lirook's temper:

—

O, here it is.—Uncle, I must come forth.

Gra. [IVithin.] If thou attempt it, it will

cost thee dear

:

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.

Oth. Look in upon me, then, and speak with
me,

Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee.

Re-enter Gratian'O.

Gra. What is the matter ?

Oth. Behold, I have a weapon

;

A better never did itself sustain

Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day
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That, with this little arm and this good sword,

I have made my way through more impediments

Than twenty times your stop :—but, O vain

boast !

Who can control his fate? 'tis not so now.

—

Be not afraid lliough you do see me weapon'd

;

Here is my journey's end, here is my butt,

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.

Do you go back dismay'd ? 'lis a lost fear ;

Man but a rush against Othello's breast,

And he retires :—where should Othello go?

—

Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd

wench

!

[compt,

Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at

This look of tiiine will hurl my soul from heaven,

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my
girl!

Even like thy chastity.

—

O cursed, cursed slave !—Whip me, ye devils,

P'rom the possession of this heavenly sight

!

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur !

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire !

—

O Desdemon ! dead, Desdemon ! dead ! O !

Enter LoDOVico, ^Iontano, Cassio, carried

in a chair, and Officers, -with IAGO prisoner.

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortun-

ate man ?

0th. That 's he that was Othello;—here I am.
Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain

forth.

0th. I look down towards his feet,—but
that's a fable.

—

II ihat thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

{^IVoiinds L\GO.
I.od. Wrench his sword from him.
lago. I bleed, sir ; but not kill'd.

0th. I am not sorry neither : I 'd have thee

live

;

For, in my sense, 'lis happiness to die.

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once so good,
Fall'n in the practice of a damned slave.

What shall be said to thee ?

0th. Why, anything

:

An honourable murderer, if you will

;

For naught I did in hate, but all in honour.
Lod. This wretch hath part confess'd his

villany

:

Did you and he consent in Cassio's death ?

0th. Ay.
Gas. Dear general, I never gave you cause.

0th. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon.
Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil
W^hy he hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body ?

lago. Demand me nothing : what you know,
you know :

From this time forth I never will speak word.

Lod. What, not to pray ?

Gra. Torments will ope your lips.

0th. Well, thou dost best. [fall'n,

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath be-

Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a
letter

Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ;

And here another : the one of them imports

The death of Cassio to be undertook

By Roderigo.

0th. O villain !

Gas. Most heathenish and most gross !

Lod. Now here 's another discontented paper,

I'ound in his pocket too ; and this, it seems,

Roderigo meant to have sent this damned
villain

;

But that, belike, lago in the interim

Came in and satisfied him.

0th. O the pernicious caitiff !

—

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief

That was my wife's ?

Gas. I found it in my chamber:
And he himself confess'd but even now
That there he dropp'd it for a special purpose
Which wrought to his desire.

0th. O fool ! fool ! fool

!

Gas. There is besides in Roderigo's letter,

—

How he upbraids lago that he made him
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came
That I was cast : and even but now he spake.

After long seeming dead,—lago hurt him,

lago set him on.

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with

us:

Vour power and your command is taken off.

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave,

—

If there be any cunning cruelty

Tliat can torment him much and hold him long.

It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest

Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian state.—Come, bring away.

0th. Soft you ; a word or two before you go.

I have done the slate some service, and they

know 't ;

—

No more of that.— I pray you, in your letters,

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate.

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate.

Nor set down aught in malice : then must you
speak

Of one that lov'd not wisely, but too well
;

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought,

Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one whose hand.

Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away
Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdud

eyes.

Albeit unused to the melting mood,
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees



SCENE II. 1 OTHELLO, TIIK MOOR OF VENICE. 1209

Their medicinal gum. Set you down tliis
;

And say, besides,—that in Allepo once.

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk
Beat a Venetian and traduc'd the state,

I look by the throat the circumcised dog,

And smote him—thus. IS/abs himself.

Lod. O bloody period

!

Gra. All that 's spoke is marr'd.

0th. I kiss'd thee ere I kill'd thee:—no way
but this, \Fallingupon Desdemona.

Killing myself, to die Ufxin a kiss. \Dies.

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no
weapon :

For he was trreat of hearu

/.0(L [
7^0 L\GO.

]
O Spartan dog,

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea!

Look on the tragic loading of this bed ;

This is thy work:— the object poisons sight

;

Let it be hid. —Gratiano, keep the house,

And seize upon the fortunes of the ISIoor,

For they succeed on you.—To you, lord

governor,

Remains the censure of this hellish villain ;

The time, the place, the torture,—O, cniorce

it!

Myself will straight aboard ; and to the slate

This heavy aci with heavy heart relate.

[Ej.tllHt,



VENUS AND ADONIS,
* Vilia mireliir vulgiis, mihi flavus Apollo

Pocula Castalia plena niinistret aqua.'—OviD.

TO THE

RIGHT IIOXOURABLE HENRY WRIOTIIESLY,

earl ok southampton, and baron of titchl'itld.

Right Honourable,
I KNOW nol how I shall offend in dedicating my unpolished lines to your lordship, nor

how the world will censure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak a burthen :

only if your honour seem but pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advan-

tage of all i:ile hours till I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if the first heir of

my inveiv.i'n prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a godfather, and never after ear so

barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest. I leave it to your honourable survey,

and your honour to your heart's conlent ; which I wish may always answer your own wish, and
liic world's hopeful expectation.

Your Honour's in all duty,

William Shakesteare.

Even as the sun with purple-colour'd face

1 lad la'en his last leave of the weeping morn,
Rose-cheek'd Adonis hied him to the chase ;

limiting he lov'd, but love he laugh'd to scorn ;

Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him,

And like a bold-fac'd suitor 'gins to woo him.

'Thrice fairer than myself,' thus she began,
' The field's chief flower, sweet above compare,
S'.ain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man.
More white and red than doves or roses are ;

Nature that made thee, with herself at strife,

Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

' Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed,

And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ;

If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed
A thousand honey-secrets shalt thou know :

Here come and sit, where neverserpent hisses.

And being set I '11 smother thee with kisses;

' And yet not cloy thy lips with loath'd satiety.

But rather Aimish ihem amid their plenty,

^(aking them red and pale with fresh variety.

Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty :

A summer's day will seem an hour but short.

Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.'

With this she seizeth on his swca'.ing palm,
The precedent of pith and livelihood,

And, trembling in her passion, calls it balm,

Earth's sovereign salve to do a goddess good :

Being so enrag'd, desire doth lend her force.

Courageously to pluck him from his horse.

Over one arm the lusty courser's rein.

Under her other was the tender boy,

Who blush'd and pouted in a full disdain,

Wiih leaden appetite, unapt to toy ;

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire.

He red for shame, but frosty in desire.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough
Nimbly she fastens ; (O how quick is love !

)

The steed is stalled up, and even now
To tie the rider she begins to prove :

Backward she push'd him, as she would he

thrust,

And govern'd him in strength, though not ui

lust.

So soon was she along, as he was down.
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips :

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doih he

frown.

And 'gins to chide, but soon she stops his

lips

;

And kissing speaks, with lustful language

broken,
' If thou wiit chide, thy lips shall never open.'
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lie bums with bashful shame ; she with her tears

Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks:

Then with her windy sighs, and golden hairs,

To f.iu and blow them dry again she seeks :

lie saith she is immodest, blames her 'miss ;

Wl'.at follows more she murders with a kiss.

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast.

Tires with her beak on featliers, flesh, and bone,
Sliaking her wings, devouring all in haste,

Till either gorge be stuff'd, or prey be gone ;

Even soshekiss'd his brow, hischeek, hischin.

And where she ends she doth anew begin.

Forc'd to content, but never to obey,

Panting he lies, and breathe'.h in her face ;

She feedeth on the steam, as on a prey,

And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace.

Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of

(lowers, [showers.

So they were dew'd with such distilhng

L.Mik how a bird lies tangled in a net,

So fajitened in her aiins Adonis lies ;

I'ure shame and aw'd resistance made him fret,

Which bred more beauty in his angiy eyes;

Rain added to a river that is rank.

Perforce will force it overflow tlie bank.

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats,

!*\ : to a pretty ear she tunes her tale ;

S;ili is he sullen, still he low'rs and frets,

'Twixt crimson shame, and anger Pshy pale ;

lie ing red, she loves him best; and being white,

iler best is better'd with a more delight.

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love;

And by her fair immortal hand she swears
Prom his soft bosom never to remove,
Till lie take truce with her contending tears.

Which long have rain'd, malcing her cheeics

ail Vifet

;

[debt.

And one s"^veet kiss shall pay this countless

Upon this promise did he raise his chin.

Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave,
Who, being look'd on, ducks as quickly in ;

So offers he to give what she did crave';

But when her lips were ready for his pay,

lie winks, and turns his lips another vvay.

Never did passenger in summer's heat [turn :

More thirst for drink, than she for tliis good
J ler help she sees, but help she cannot get

;

She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn

:

' (), pity,' 'gan she cry, ' flint-hearted boy!
'Tis but a kiss I beg ; why art thou coy?

' I have been woo'd, as I entreat thee now,
Even by the stern and direful god of war,

Whose sinewy neck in battle ne'er did bow,
Who conquers where he comes, in every jar

;

Yet hath he been my captive and my slave.

And begg'd for that which thou unask'd shalt

have.

' Over my altars hath he hung his lance,

I lis batter'd sliield, his uncojitroUed crest,

And for my sake hath learn'd to sport and dance,

To toy, to wanton, dally, smile, and jest

;

Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red.

Making my arms his field, his tent my bed.

' Thus he that o\-erTurd I oversway'd,

Leading liim prisoner iu a red-rose chain :

Strong-tempcr'd steel his stronger strengi'o

obey'd,

Yet was he ser^'ile to my coy disdain.

O, be not pioud, nor brag not of thy might.

For mastering her tliat foii'd the god of light

!

'Touch but my lips with those fair lips of dime,

(Though mine be not so fair, yet are ihcy riu.)

Tlie kiss sliail be thine own as vvedl as mine:—
What seest tliou m the ground? hold up iliy

head ;

Look in mine eyeballs, there thy beauty li."-

:

Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in c)c = ?

' Art thou asham'd to kiss? then wink again,

And I will wink, so shall the day seem nigb.t:

Love keeps his revels where there are but twain
;

Lc bold to play, our sport is not in sight ;

These blue-vein'd voilets whereon we lean

Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

' The tender spring upon thy tempting lip

Shows thee unripe ; yet ma}-st thou well be

lasted ;

Make use of time, let not advantage slip ;

Beauty within itself should not be wasted :

Fairtlow^ers thatare notgather'd in their pi :me

Rot and consume tliemselves in little time.

'Were I hard-favour'd, foul, or wrinklcd-oM,

I'll-nurtur'd, crooked, churlish, harsh in vi.ic-:,

O'er-worn, despised, rheumatic, and cold,

Thick-sighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice.

Then mightst thou pause, for then I v, ere

not for thee ;

But having no defects, why dost abhor me ?

' Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my hrcw
;

Mine eyes are grey, and bright, and quick in

turning :
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My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow,
My ilesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning ;

My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand
felt.

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt.

' Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear.

Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green.

Or, like a nymph, with long dishevell'd hair.

Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen :

Love is a spirit all compact of fire,

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire.

• 'A'itness this primrose bank whereon I lie !

Tiiese forceless flowers like sturdy trees sup-

port me ;

Two strengthless doves will draw me through
the sky,

From morn to night, even where I list to sport

me :

Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee?

' Is thine own heart to thine own face affected?

Cm thy right hand seize love upon thy left ?

Tlien woo thyself, be of thyself rejected,

S'.eal thine own freedom, and complain on theft.

Narcissus so himself himself forsook.

And died to kiss his shadow in the brook.

'Torches are made to light, jewels to wear.
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use.

Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear

;

Things growing to themselves are growth's
abuse

:

Seeds spring from seeds, and beauty breedeth
beauty.

Thou wast begot,—to get it is thy duty.

' Upon the earth's increase why shouldst thou
feed,

Unless the earth with thy increase be fed ?

By law of Nature thou art bound to breed,
That thine may live, when thou thyself art dead

;

And so in spite of death thou dost survive,

In that thy likeness still is left alive.'

By this the love-sick queen began to sweat.
For, where they lay, the shadow had forsook

them.
And Titan, 'tired in the mid-day heat.

With burning eye did hotly overlook them
;

Wishing Adonis had his team to guide.
So he were like him, and by Venus' sidew

And now Adonis, with a lazy spright,

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye,

His lowering brows o'erwhelming his fair .-^ight,

Like misty vapours when they blot the sk\',

Souring his cheeks, cries, ' Fie, no more of

love !

The sun dfith burn my face ; I must remove.'

' Ah me,' quoth Venus, 'young, and so unkind 1

What bare excuses mak'st thou to begone !

I '11 sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind
Sliall cool the heat of this descending sun ;

I '11 make a shadow for thee of my hairs ;

If they burn too, I'll quench them «uh my
tears.

' The sun that shines from heaven sh]nes but
warm.

And lo, I lie between that sun and thee :

The heat I have from thence doth little harm,
Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneih me:
And were I not immortal, life were done,
Between this heavenly and earthly sun.

' Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel,

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth?

Art thou a woman's son, and canst not feel

What 'tis to love? how want of love tormenteth ?

O had thy mother borne so hard a mind,
She had not brought forth thee, but died

unkind.

'What am I, that thou shouldst contemn me this?

Or what great danger dwells upon my suit ?

\\Tiat were thy lips the worse for one pour kiss

;

Speak, f;\ir; but speak fair words, orelsebenuite:

Give me one kiss, I '11 give it thee again.

And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain.

' Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone,

Well-painted idol, image dull and dead,

Statue contenting but the eye alone.

Thing like a man, but of no woman bred ;

Thou art no wan, though of a man's com-
ple.\ion,

For men will kiss even by their own direction.*

This said, impatience chokes her pleading

tongue.

And swelling passion doth provoke a pause ;

Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong;
Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause:

And now she weeps, and now she fain would
speak.

And now her sobs do her intendments break.

Sometimes she shakes her head, and then his

hand,
Now gazeth she on him, now on the gniund;
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Kometimes her arms infold him like a band ;

She would, he will not in her arms be bound;
And when from thence hestrugglesto begone,
She locks her lily fingers one in one.

* Fondling,' she saith, ' since I have hemni'd

ihcc here,

Within the circuit of this ivory pale,

1 '11 be a park, and tliou shalt be my deer ;

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale:

Graze on my lips; and if those hills be dry.

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie.

' Within this limit is relief enough.
Sweet bottom-grass, and high delightful plain,

Round rising hillocks, brakesobscure and rough,

To shelter thee from tempest and from rain ;

Then be my deer, since I am such a park ;

No dog shall rouse thee, tho' a thousand bark.'

At this Adonis smiles as in ilisdain,

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple :

Love made those hollows, if himself were slain.

He might be buried in a tomb so simple ;

Foreknowing well if there he came to lie,

Why there Love liv'd and there he could not

die.

These lovely caves, these round enchanting
pits,

Opcn'd their mouths to swallow V^enus' liking

:

Being mad before, how doth she now for wits?

Struck dead at first, what needs a second
striking ?

Poor queen of love, in thine own hiw forlorn,

To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn !

Now which way shall she turn? what shall she

say ?

Her words are done, her woes the more increas-

Tlie tin^e is spent, her object will away.
And from her twining arms doth urge releasing :

' Pity '—she cries,
—

' some favour—some re-

morse—

'

Away he springs, and hastelh to his horse.

But lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by,

A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud,
Adonis' trampling courser doth espy.

And forth she rushes, snorts, and neighs aloud :

The strong-neck'd steed, being tied unto a

tree,

Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he.

'Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds,
And now his woven girths he breaks asunder

;

The bearing earth with his hard hoofhe wounds,
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven's

thunder

;

The iron bit he crushes 'tween his teeth,

Controlling what he was controlled wilh.

Mis ears up-prick'd ; his braided hanging mane
Upon his conipass'd crest now stand on end ;

His nostrils drink the air, and forth again.

As from a furnace, vapours doth he send :

His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire,

Shows his hot courage and his high desire.

Sometimes he trots, as if he told the steps,

Wilh gentle majesty, and modest pride
;

Anon he rears upright, curvets, and leaps,

iVs who should say, lo 1 thus my strength is

tried ;

And this I do to captivate the eye
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.

'

What recketh he his rider's angry stir,

His flattering ' holla,' or his ' Stand, I say'?
What cares he now for curb, or pricking spur ?

I'^Tr rich caparisons, or trapping gay ?

He sees his love, and nothing else he sees.

Nor nothing else with his proud sight agrees.

Look, when a painter would surpass the life,

In limning out a well-proportion'd steed,

1 [is art with nature's workmanship at strife,

As if the dead the living should exceed ;

So did this horse excel a common one.

In shape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone.

Round-hoof'd, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and
long, [wide,

Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril

High crest, short ears, straight legs, and pass-

ing strong.

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender

hide :

Look what a horse should have, he did not

lack.

Save a proud rider on so proud a back.

Sometime he scuds far off, and there he stares ;

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather ;

To bid the wind a base he now prepares,

And whe'r he run, or fly, they knew not whether ;

For thro' his mane and tail the high wind
sings,

Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather'd

wings.

He looks upon his love and neighs unto her ;

She answers him as if she knew his mind i
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Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her,

She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind ;

Spurns at his love, and scorns the heal he feels,

Beating his kind embracemcntswith her heels.

Then, like a melancholy malecontent,

He vails his tail, that, like a falling plume,

Cot)l shadow to his melting buttock lent ;

He stamps, and bites the poor flics in his hunc :

1 1 is love, perceiving how he is enrag'd.

Grew kinder, and his fury was assu;ig'd.

His testy master goeth about to take him
;

When lo, the unback'd breeder, full of fear.

Jealous of calcliing, swiftly dolh forsake liini,

vVilii her the horse, and left Adonis there :

Asthey were mail unto thewoodthey hie them,
Out-slrippingcrowslhatstrivctoover-flylhem.

All swoln with chasing, down Adonis sits.

Banning his l)oisterous and unruly beast
;

And now the happy season once more fits.

That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest;

For lovers say the heart hath treble wrong.
When it is barr'd the aidance of the tongue.

An oven that is stopp'd, or river stay'd,

Burnelh more holly, swellelh with more rage

:

So of concealed sorrow may be said ;

Free vent of words love's fire doth assuage ;

But when the heart's attorney once is iinr'

The client breaks, as desperate in his s

He sees her coming, and begins to glow,
Even as a dying coal revives with wind.
And with his bonnet hides his angr}' brow ;

Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind,
Taking no notice that she is so nigh,

For all askaunce he holds her in his eye.

O what a sight it was, wistly to view
How she came stealing to the wayward boy !

To note the fighting conflict of her hue !

How white and reel each other did destroy !

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by
It flush'd forth hie, as lightning from the sky.

Now was she just before him as he sat,

And like a lowly lover down she kneels ;

With one fair hand she heavetii up his hat.
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels:

Ilis tenderer cheek receives her soft hand's
print

As apt as new-fallen snow takes any dint.

O what a war of looks was then bc'-veen them !

ilcr eyes, petitioners, to his eyes suing :

I lis eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them;
Her eyes woo'd still, his eyes disdain'd the

wooing

:

And all thisdumh play had his acts made plain
With tears, wliich, chorus-like, her eyes did

rain.

Full gently now she takes him by the hand,
A lily prison'd in a gaol of snow,
Or ivory in an alabaster band

;

So white a friend engirts so white a foe :

This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling,

Show'd like two silver doves that sit a-billi:'.g.

Once more the engine of her thoughts began :

' O fairest mover on this mortal round,
Would thou werl as I am, and I a man.
My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound

;

For one sweet look thy help I would assure

thee.

Though nothing but my body's bane would
cure thee.'

' Give me my hand,' saith he, ' why dost thou
feel it ?

'

' Give me my heart,* saith she, 'and thou shall

have it

;

give it me lest thy hard heart do steel it.

And being steel'd, soft sighs can never grave it

;

Then love's deep groans I never shall rcg:!;(l.

Because Adonis' heart hath made mine h;ird.'

' For shame,' he cries, ' let go, and let ine go ;

My day's delight is past, my horse is gone.

And 'l is your fault I am bereft him so ;

1 pray you hence, and leave me here alone

:

For all my mind, my thought, my busy care,

Is how lo get my palfrey from the mare.'

Thus she replies :
' Thy palfrey, as he should.

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire.

Affection is a coal that must be cool'd ;

Else, sufTer'd, it will set the heart on fire :

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath

none.

Therefore no maivel though thy horse begone.

' How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree.

Servilely master'd with a leathern rein !

But when he saw his love, his youth's fair fee.

He held such petty bondage in disdain ;

Throwing the base thong from his bending

crest.

Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast.

* Who sees his true love in her naked bed,

Teaching the sheets a whiter hue liian while,
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But, when his glutlun eye so full hath fed,

I lis other :igents aim at like delight?

Who is so faint that iLira^not be so bold
To touch the fire, the weather being cold ?

* Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy ;

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee,

1\) take advantage on presented joy ; [thee.

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach

O learn to love ; the lesson is but plain,

And, once made perfect, never lost again.'

' I know nol love,' cjuoth he, ' nor will nut know
it,

Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it

:

'Tis nmch to borrow, and I will not owe it ;

RIy love to love is love but to disgrace it ;

I'or I have heard it is a life in death.

That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a

breath.

' Who wears a garment .shapelessand unfinish'd.'*

Who j)lucks the bud before one leaf put forth ?

If springing things be any jot diminish'd,

Tlu-y with.cr in their prime, prove nothing worth:
Tiie coll that's back'd and burthen'd being

young
Loseth his pride, and never waxeth strong.

' V(ju hurt my hand with wringing; let us part.

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat :

l\emove your .siege from my unyielding heart ;

To love's alarm it will not ope the gate.

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your
flattery

;

P"or where a heart is hard, they make no
battery.'

' What ! canst thou talk,' quoth she, * ha.st thou
a tongue ?

would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing !

Thy mermaid's voice hath done me double
wrong

;

1 had my load before, now prcss'd with bearing:
Melodious discord, heavenly lune harsh

sounding, [wounding.
Ear's deep-sweet music, and heart 'b deep-sore

* Had I no eyes, but ears, my ears would love
That inward beauty and invisible :

Oi, were I deaf, thy outward parts would move
Kach part in me that were but sensible :

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see,

Vet should I be in love, by touching thee.

' .Say that the sense of feeling were bereft me,
A.nd that I could not see, nor hear, iior touch.

And nothing but the very smell were K-ft me.
Vet would my love to thee be still as nnich ;

For from the still'tory of thy face excelling

Comes breath perfum'd, that breedeth love

by smelling.

' But O, what banquet wert thou to the taste,

I/cing nurse and feeder of the other four !

Would they ncjt wish the lea.st might ever last.

And bid Suspicion double-lock the tioor /

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest.

Should, L)y his stealing in, disturb the feast.'

Once more the ruby-colour'd poital opcn'd.

Which to his speech did Junuy pas.sage yield ;

Like a red morn, that ever yet beloken'd

Wreck to the seaman, tempest to (he field.

Sorrow to shc[)hcrds, woe unto the biids,

Gusts and foul flaws to hcrdnien and to hetdi

Ihis ill presage advisedly she maiketh :

I'A'en as the v/ind is hush'd before it raineth.

Or as the v/olf doth grin before it b:uketh,

Or as the berry breaks before it staineth,

Or like the deadly bullet of a gun.

His meaning struck her ere his words begun.

And at his look .she flatly falleth down,
I'or looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth:

.\ smile recures the wounding of a frown,

Hut ble.ssed bankrupt, that by love so thrivv;th !

The silly boy, believing slie is dead, (red ;

Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it

And all-amaz'd brake off his late intent,

for sharply he did think to rcjjrehend her.

Which cunning love did wittily prevent

:

fair fall the wit that can so well defend her !

For on the grass she lies as she were slain.

Till his breath brcatheth life in her again.

I le wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks,

1 le bends her fingers, holds her p\ilses hard ;

I le chafes her lips, a thousand ways he .seeks

To mend the hurt that his unkindness mair'd }

He kisses her ; and she, \>y her good will.

Will never, rise so he will kiss her still.

The night of sorrow now is turn'd to day :

Her two blue windows faintly she uphe:iveth.

Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array

He cheers the morn, and all the world relieveths

And as the bright sun glorifies the sky,

So is her face ilhimin'd with her eye

;

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd.

As if from ihauce Lbcy borruw'd ail Iheii shiue.
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Were never four such lamps t()i;elher mix'd,

11.ul not his clouded with his brows' repine ;

15ul hers, wiiich Ihro' ihc crystal tears g;ive

lighl,

Shone like the moon in water seen by nii^lit.

' O, where am I?' quoth she, 'in eaitli or

heaven,

Or in tlic ocean drench'd, or in tlu' fire?

Wliat hour is this? or morn, or weary even?
Do I delight to die, or life desire?

Uiit now I liv'd, and life was death's annoy;
But novv I died, and death was lively joy.

* O thou didst kill me ;— kill me once again :

Thy eyes' shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine,

llalh taught them scornful tricks, and such dis-

dain [mine ;

That they have rnurder'd this jioor heart o(

And these mine eyes, true leaders to their

(]ueen,

But for thy piteous lips no more had seen.

' Liing may they kiss each other, for this cure !

O never let their crimson liveries wear !

And as they last, tlieir verdure still endiite,

To drive infection from the dangerous year !

That the star-gazers, having writ on death.

May say the plague is banished by thy breaih.

' Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lip imprinted,

What bargains may I make, still to be sealing?

To sell my.self I can be well contented.

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and u.se good ileal-

ing ;

Which (iurcha.se if thou make, for fear ofsli[)s.

Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips.

' A thousand kisses buys my heart from me ;

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one.
What is ten hundred touches unto thee?
Are they not quickly told, and (]uickly gone?

Say, for non-payment that the debt should
double,

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble?'

' Fair fjucen,' quoth he, ' if any love you owe
me,

Measure my strangeness with my unripe years;

Before I know myself seek not to know me ;

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears :

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks

fast,

Or being early pluck'd is sour to taste.

' Look, the world's comforter, with weary gait,

His day's hot task hath ended in the west

:

The owl, night's herald, shrieks, -'tis very late;

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest
;

And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven's

light

Do summon us to part, and bid good night.

' Now let me say "good night," and so say you;

If you will say so, you shall liave a kiss.'

' Good night,' quoth she ; and, ere he says
' adieu,'

The honey fee of parting tendcr'd is:

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace;
Incorporatethen they seem ; faccgrowsto face.

Till, breathless, he disjoin'd, and liackward

drew
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth,
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew,
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth :

lie with her plenty press'd, she faint with

dearth,

(Their lips together glued,) fall to the earth.

Now quick Desire hath caught the yielding prey,

And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth ;

Her lips are conquerors, his lips t)bey.

Paying what ransom the insulter willeth ;

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price

so high,

That she will draw his lips' rich treasure dry.

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil,

With blindfold fury she begins to forage ;

Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth

boil,

And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage

;

Planting oblivion, beating rea.son back.

Forgetting shame's pure blush, and honour's

wrack.

Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing.

Like a wild bird being tam'd with loo much
handling,

Or as the fleet -foot roe that 's tir'd with chasing,

Or like the froward infant still'd with dandling,

1 le now obeys, and now no more rcsistelh,

While she takes all she can, not all she listeth.

What wax so frozen but dissolves with temper-

ing.

And yields at last to every light impression?

Things out of hope are conijia-ss'd oft with ven-

turing.

Chiefly in love, whose leave exceedscommission:
Affection faints not like a pale-fac'd coward,

But then wooes best when most his clioice is

froward.
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When he did frown, O, had she then gave over,
Such nectar from his lips she had not suck'd.
youl words and frowns must not repel a lover;

What thougli the rose have prickles, yet 'tis

pluck'd :

Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast.

Yet love breaks through, and picks them all

at last.

For pity now she can no more detain him ;

The poor fool prays her that he may depart :

She is resolv'd no longer to restrain him ;

iiids him farewell, and look well to her heart,

The which, by Cupid's bow she doth protest,

He carries thence incaged in his breast.

' Sweet boy,' she says, ' this night I '11 waste in

sorrow,

For mysick heart commands mine eyes to watch.
Tell me, love's master, shall we meet to-morrow.-'

Say, sliall we? shall we? wilt thou make the

match ?

'

lie tells her, no ; to-morrow he intends

To hunt the boar wiih certain of his friends.

' The boar !
' quoth she, whereat a sudden pale.

Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose.

Usurps her cheeks ; she trembles at his tale,

And on his neck her yoking arms she throws :

She sinketh down, still hanging liy his neck,

lie on her belly falls, she on her back.

Now is she in the very lists of love.

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter :

Ail is imaginary she doth prove,

lie will not manage her, although he mount her;

That worse than Tantalus' is her annoy,
To clip Elysium, and to lack her i(:>y.

Even as poor birds, deceiv'd willj painted grapes,

I >o surfeit by the eye, and pine the maw,
E\en so she languisheth in her mishaps,
As those poor birds that helpless berries saw :

The warm effects which she in him finds

missing.

She seeks to kindle with continual kissing.

But all in vain ; good queen, it will not be :

She hath assay'd as much as may be prov'd ;

Her pleading hath deserv'd a greater fee ;

She 's Love, she loves, and yet she is not lov'd.

' Fie, fie,' he says, ' you crush me ; let me go;

You have no reason to withhold me so.'

'Thou hadst been gone,' quoth she, 'sweet boy,

ere this, [boar.

Lu. aiat thou told'st me thou wouldst hunt the

be advis'd ! thou know'st not wliat it is

With javelin's point a churlish swine to gore,

Whose tushes never sheath'd he whetteth still,

Like to a mortal butcher, bent to kill.

' On his bow-back he hatli a battle set

Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes ;

His eyes like glowworms sliine when he doth
fret

:

1 lis snout digs sepulchres where'er he goes ;

Being mov'd, he strikes whate'er is in his way.
And whom he strikes his cruel tushes slay.

' His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm'd,
Are better proof than thy spear's point can

enter

;

1 1 is short thick neck cannot be easily harm'd

;

Being ireful on the lion he will venture :

The thorny brambles and embracing bushes.

As fearful of him, part ; through v.hom he
rushes,

' Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine.

To which Love's eyes pay tributary gazes
;

Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips, and crystal eyne,
Who.se full perfection all the world amazes

;

But having thee at vantage, (wondrousdread !)

Would root these beauties as he roots the

mead.

' O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still

!

Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends:

Come not within his danger by thy will :

They that thrive well take coun.sel of their friends.

When thou didst name the boar, not to dis-

seml)le, [ble.

I fear'd thy fortuire, and my joints did trem-

' Didst thou not mark my face ? Was it not
white ?

Saw'st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye ?

Grew I not faint? And fell I not downright?
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie,

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no
rest,

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my
breast.

' For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy
Doth call himself Affection's sentinel ;

Gives false alarms, suggestelh mutiny,
And in a peaceful hour doth cry, " kill, kil' ;"

Distempering gentle Love in his desiic,

As air and water do abate the fire.

' This pour informer, this bale-breeding spy,

This canker that eats up love's tender spring,,

2 Q
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Tills carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy,

I'hat sometime true news, sometime false doth
bring,

Knocks at myheart, and whispers in mine ear.

That if I love thee I ihy death should fear :

' And, more than so, presenteth to mine eye

The picture of an angry-chafing boar.

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie

All image like thyself, all stain'd with gore
;

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being

shed
Doth iiialvC them droop with grief, and hang

the head.

' What should I do, seeing thee so indeed,

That trer.ible at the imagination?
The thought of it doth uiake my faint he^.rt

bleed,

And fear doth teach it divination :

I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow,
If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow.

• But if thou needs will hunt, be rul'd by me ;

Uncouple at the timorous fljdng hare.

Or at the fox, which lives by subtilty,

Or at the roe, which no encounter dare :

Pursue these fearful creatures oer the downs,
And on thy well-brealh'd horse keep with

thy hounds.

' And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare,

Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles.

How he outruns the wind, and with what care

He cranks and crosses, with a thousand doubles:

The many musits through the which he goes
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes.

• Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep.

To make the cunning hounds mistake tlieir

smell,

And sometime where earth-delving conies keep.
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell ;

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer ;

Danger dcviselh shifts ; wit wails on fear :

' For there his smell with others being mingled.
The hot scent-snufling hounds are driven to

doubt,

Ceasing their clamorous ciy till theyhave singled
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out

;

Then do they spend their mouths : Echo
replies,

As if another chase were in the skies.

' V>y this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill,

Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear.

To hearken if his foes pursue him still

;

Anon their loud alarums he doth hear ;

And now his grief may be compared well

To one sore sick that hears the passing bell.

' Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch
Turn, and return, indenting with the way ;

Each envious briar his weary legs doth scratch.

Each shadow makeshim stop, each murmur sta} :

For misery is trodden on by many,
And being low never reliev'd by any.

' Lie quietly, and hear a little more ;

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise:

To make thee hate the hunting of the boar.

Unlike myself thou hear'st me moralize,

Applying this to that, and so to so

;

For love can comment upon every woe.

"'Where did I leave?'—'No matter where,'
j

quoth he

;

' Leave me, and then the story aptly ends :

The night is spent.'
—'Why, what of that?'

quoth she.
' I am,' quoth he, ' expected of my friends ;

And now 'tis dark, and going I shall fall.'

' In night,' quoth she, ' desire sees best of alL

' But if thou fall, O then imagine this.

The earth in love with thee thy footing trips,

And all is but to rob thee of a kiss. [lips

l-iich preys make true men thieves : so do thy

Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn.

Lest she should steal a kiss, and die forsworn.

' Now of this dark night I perceive the reason:

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine,

Till forging nature be conilemn'd of treason,

For stealing moulds from heaven that were
divine, [despite,

Wherein she fram'd thee in high heaven's

To shame the sun by day, and her by night.

' And therefore hath she brib'd the Destinie.

To cross the curious woikmanship of nature,

To mingle beauty with infirmities,

And pure perfection with impure defeature;

Making it subject to the tyranny

Of mad mischances and much misery ;

' As burning fevers, agues pale and faint,

Life-poisoning pestilence, and frenzies wood.
The marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint

Disorder breeds by heating of the blood :

Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn'd
despair,

Swca-r Nature's dealli for framing thee so fair.
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•And not the least of a!! these maladies,

But in one minute's fight brings beauty under :

Both favour, savour, hue, and qualities.

Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder,

Are on the sudden wasted, thaw'd and done,

As mountain-snow melts with the middaysun.

* Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity.

Love-lacking vestals, and self-loving nuns,

That on the earth would breed a scarcity

And barren dearth of daughters and of sons,

Be prodigal : the lamp that burns by right

Dries up his oil to lend the world his light.

* What is thy body but a swallowing grave,

Seeming to bury that posterity [have,

Which by the rights of time thou needs must
If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity?

If so, the world will hold thee in disdain,

Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.

' So in thyself thyself art made away ;

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife,

Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do
slay

Or butcher-sire, that reaves his son of life.

P'oul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets,

But gold that 's put to use more gold begets.'

'Nay, then,' quoth Adon, 'you will fall again

Into your idle over-handled theme ;

The kiss I gave you is bestow'd in vain,

And all in vain you strive against the stream ;

For by this black-fac'd night, desire's foul

nurse, [worse.

Your treatise makes me like you worse and

'If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues.

And every tongue more moving than your own,
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's songs,

Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown;
Tor know, my heart stands armed in mine ear,

And will not let a false sound enter there
;

* Lest the deceiving hannon}'- should nm
Into the quiet closure of my breast ;

And then my little heart were quite undone,
In his bedchamber to be barr'd of rest.

No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to groan.
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone.

' What have you urg'd that I cannot reprove ?

The path is smooth that leadetli on to danger
;

I hate not love, but your device in love,

That lends embracements unto every stranger.

You do it for increase j O strange excuse !

When reason is the bawd to lust's abuse.

' Call it not love, for love to heaven is fled,

Since sweating lust on earth usurp'd his name;
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed

Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame

;

Which the hot tyrant stains, andsoon bereaves.

As caterpillars do the tender leaves.

' Love comforteth like sunshine after rain.

But lust's effect is tempest after sun;
Love's gentle spring doth always fresh remain.

Lust's winter comes ere summer half be done.

Love surfeits not; lust like a glutton dies:

Love is all truth ; lust full of forged lies.

' More I could tell, but more I dare not say;

The text is old, the orator too green.

Therefore, in sadness, now I will away;
My face is full of shame, my heart of teen ;

Mine ears that to your wanton talk attended,

Do burn themselves for having so offended.'

With this he breakefh from the sweet embrace
Of those fair arms which bound him to her

breast, [apace ;

And homeward through the dark laund runs

Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress'd.

Look how a bright star shootcth from the sky.

So glides he in the night from Venus' eye

;

Which after him she darts, as one on shore

Gazing upon a late-embarked friend.

Till the wild waves will have him seen no more,
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend;

So did the merciless and [)itchy night

Fold in the object that did feed her sight.

Whereat amaz'd, as one that unaware
Math dropp'd a precious jewel in the flood,

Or 'stonish'd as night-wanderers ofien are.

Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood ;

Even so confounded in the dark she lay.

Having lost the fair discovery of her way.

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans.

That all the neighbour-caves, as seeming

troubled.

Make verbal repetition of her moans ;

Passion on passion deeply is redoubled : [woe !'

'Ah me!' she cries, and twenty times, 'woe.

And twenty echoes twenty times cry .so.

She, marking them, begins a wailing note.

And sings extemp' rally a woeful ditty; [dote;

How love makes young men thrall, and old mcu
How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty :

Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe.

And still the choir of echoes answer ^o.
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Her song was tedious, and outwore the night,

I'"or lovers' hours are long, though seeming short:

If pleas'd themselves, others, they think, delight

In such like circumstance, with such like sport

:

Their copious stories, oftentimes begun.
End without audience, and are never done.

For who hath she to spend the night withal.

But idle sounds resembling parasites.

Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every

call,

Soothing the humour of fantastic wits?

She says, ' 'tis so :
' they answer all, ' 'tis so

;'

And would say after her, if she said 'no.'

Lo ! here the gentle lark, weary of rest,

P'rom his moist cabinet mounts up on high.

And wakes the morning, from whose silver

breast

The sun ariseth in his majesty

;

Who doth the world so gloriously behold,

The cedar-tops and hills seem burnish'd gold.

\'enus salutes him with this fair good-morrow :

' O thou clear god, and patron of all light,

P'rora whom each lamp and shining star doth
borrow

The beauteous influence that makes him bright,

There lives a son, that suck'd an earthly

mother,
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other.'

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove,

Musing the morning is so much o'erworn.

And yet she hears no tidings of her love :

She hearkens for his hounds, and for his horn:
Anon she hears them chant it lustily.

And all in haste she coasteth to the cry.

And as she runs, the bushes in the way
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her

face,

Some twine about her thigh to make her stay

;

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace.
Like a milch doe, whose swellingdugsdo ache.

Hasting to feed her fawn, hid in some brake.

By this she hears the hounds are at a bay.

Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder
Wreath'd up in fatal folds, just in his way,
The fear whereof doth make him shake and

shudder

;

Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds
Appals her senses, and her spright confounds.

For now she knows it is no gentle chase ,

But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud,

Because the cry rcmaineth in one place,

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud :

Finding their enemy to be so curst, [first.

They all strain court'sy who shall cope him

This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear,

Through which it enters to surprise her heart,

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear.

With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling

part

:

[yield,

Like soldiers, when their captain once dolh
They basely fly, and dare not stay the field.

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy;

Till, cheering up her senses sore-dismay'd,

She tells them 'tis a causeless fantasy.

And childish error that they are afraid ;

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no
more ;

—

| boar ;

And with that word she spied the hunted

Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red.

Like milk and blood being mingled both together,

A second fear through all her sinews spread,

Which madly hurries her she knows not whitlier:

This way she runs, and now she will no further,

But back retires, to rate the boar for murthcr.

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand w.ays ;

She treads the path that she untreads again ;

Her more than haste is mated with delays,

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain.

Full of respect, yet nought at all respecting,

In hand with all things, nought at all efifecting.

Here kennel I'd in a brake she finds a hound.
And asks the weary caitiff for his master ;

And, there another licking of his wound,
'Gainst venom'd sores the only sovereign plaster;

And here she meets another sadly scowling.

To whom she speaks, and he replies with

howling.

When he hath ceas'd his ill -resounding noise,

Another flap-moulh'd mourner, black and grim,

Against the welkin volleys out his voice
;

Another and another answer him.

Clapping their proud tails to the ground
below, [go.

Shaking their scratch'd ears, bleeding as they

Look, how the world's poor people are amaz'd

At apparitions, signs, and prodigies,

Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gazM,

Infusing them with dreadful prophecies :

So she at these sad signs draws up her breath,

And, sighing it again, e.xclaims on Death.
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* Hard-favour'd tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean,

Hateful divorce of love,' (thus chidesshe Death,

)

' Grim-grinning ghost, earth's worm, what dost
thou mean

To stifle beauty, and to steal his breath,

Who when he liv'd, his breath and beauty set

Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet ?

' If he be dead,—O no, it cannot be.

Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst stri]<e at it

—

O yes, it may ; thou hasl no eyes to see.

But hatefully at random dost thou hit.

Thy mark is feeble age ; but thy false dart

Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant's

heart.

' Hadst thou birt bid beware, then he had spoke,
And hearing him thy power had lost his power.
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke ;

Theybidtheecropaweed, thoupluck'sta flower

:

Love's golden arrow at him should have fled.

And not Death'sebon dart, to strike him dead.

' Dost thou drink tears, that thou provok'st
such weeping?

What may a hea\'y groan advantage thee ?

Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping

Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see?
Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour,

Since her best work is ruin'd with thy rigour.'

Here overcome, as one full of despair,

She vail'd her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopp'd
The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair

In the sweet channel of her bosom dropp'd
;

But through the floodgates breaks the silver

rain.

And with his strong course opens them again.

O how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow !

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye
;

Both crystals, where they view'd each other's

sorrow.

Sorrow, that friendly sighs sought still to dry

;

But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain.

Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet
again.

Variable passions throng her constant woe,
As striving who should best become her grief;
All entertain'd, each passion labours so
That every present sorrow seemeth chief,

But none is best ; then join they all together,
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather.

By this, far off she hears some huntsmen hollo

:

A nurse's song ne'er pleas'd her babe so well

:

The dire imagination she did follow
This sound of hope doth labour to expel

;

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice,

And flatters her it is Adonis' voice.

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide,

Being prison'd in her eye, like pearls in gUiss;

Vet sometimes falls an orient drop beside,

Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should
pass,

To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground,
Who is but drunken when she seemeth

drown'd.

hard-believing love, how strange it seems
Not to believe, and yet too credulous !

Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes.
Despair and hope make thee ridiculous :

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely,

In likely thoughts the other kills'thee quickly.

Now she unweaves the web that she hath
wrought

;

Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame ;

It was not she that called him all -to naught

:

Now she adds honours to his hateful name ;

She clepes him king of graves, and grave for

kings.

Imperious supreme of all mortal things.

' No, no,' quoth she, 'sweet Death, I did but
jest ;

Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear,

When as I met the boar, that bloody beast,

Which knows no pity, but is still severe ;

Then, gentle shadow (truth I must confess),

I rail'd on thee, fearing my love's decease.

'

'Tis not my fault: the boar provok'd my
tongue

;

Be wreak'd on him, invisible commander
;

'Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee

wrong

;

1 did but act, he 's author of thy slander :

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet

Could rule them both, without ten women's
wit'

Thus, hoping that Adonis is alive.

Her rash suspect she doth extenuate
;

And that his beauty may the better thrive,

^^'ith Death she humbly doth insinuate ; [stories

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs ; and
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories.

' O Jove,' quoth she, ' how much a fool was I,

To be of such a weak and silly mind.
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To wail his dealh who lives, and must not die,

Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind !

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain,

And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again.

• Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so full of fear

As one with treasure laden, hemm'd witli

thieves.

Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear.

Thy coward heart with false bethinking r^rieves.'

Even at this word she hears a merry horn.

Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn.

As falcon to the lure away she flies ;

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light

;

And in licr haste unfortunately spies

The fold boar's conquest on her fair delight ;

Which seen, her eyes, as murder'd with the

view, [drew.

Like stars asham'd of day, themselves with-

Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit,

Shrinks backward in his shelly cave wiih pain.

And there, all smother'd up, in shade doth sit,

Long after fearing to creep forth again ;

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled

Into the deep dark cabins of her head ;

Where they resign their office and their light

To the disposing of her troubled brain ;

Who bids them still consort with ugly night.

And never wound the heart with looks again ;

Who, like a king perplexed in his throne,

By their suggestion gives a deadly groan.

Whereat each tributary subject quakes :

As when the wind, imprison'd in the ground,
Struggling for passage, earth's foundation

shakes, [found,

Which with cold terror doth men's minds con-
The mutiny each part doth so surprise,

That from their dark beds once more leap

her eyes

;

And, being open'd, threw unwilling light

Upon the wide wound that the boar had
trcnch'd

la his soft flank ; whose wonted lily white
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was

drench'd :

No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or

weed, [bleed.

But stole his blood, and seem'd with him to

This solemn s}'mpathy poor Venus noteth ;

Over one shoulder doth she hang her head
;

Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth ;

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead.
1 ler voice is stopp'd, her joints forget to bow;
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now.

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly,

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem
ihree ;

And then she reprehends her mangling eys

That makes more gashes where no breach

should be :

His face seems twain, each several limb is

doubled ;
[troubled.

For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being

' My tongue cannot express my grief for one.

And yet,' quoth she, 'behold two Adons dead !

My sighs are blown av/ay, my salt tears gone,

Mine eyes are turn'd to fire, my heart to lead ;

Heavy heart's lead melt at mine eyes' red

fire !

So shall I die by drops of hot desire.

' Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost!

What face remains alive that 's worth the view-

ing ? [boast

Whose tongue is music now ? what canst thou

Of things long since, or anything ensuing?

The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and
trim ;

But true-sweet beauty liv'd and died with him.

' Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear

!

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you

:

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear ;

The snn doth scorn j'ou, and the wind doth hiss

you

:

But when Adonis liv'd, sun and sharp air

Lurk'd like two thieves to rob him of his fair;

' And therefore would he put his bonnet on.

Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep ;

The wind would blow it off, and, being gone,

Play with his locks; then would Adonis weep:

And straight, in pity of his tender years,

They both would strive who first should dry

his tears.

' To see his face the Hon walk'd along [liim :

Behind some hedge, because he would not ferir

To recreate himself, when he hath sung,

The tiger would be tame and gently hear him :

If he had spoke the wolf would leave his prej-,

And never fright the silly Iamb that day.

' When he beheld his shadow in the brook,

The fishes spread on it their golden gills ;

Wiien he was by, the birds such pleasure took

That some would sing, some other in their bills

Would bring him mulberries, and ripe-red

cherries

;

[berries.

He fed them with his sight, they him with

' But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar..

Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave.
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Ne'er saw the beauteous livery that he wore ;

Witness the entertainment that he gave ;

If he did see his face, why then I know
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill'd him so.

' 'Tis true, 'tis true ; thus was Adonis slain
;

He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear.

Who did not whet his teeth at him again,

But by a kiss thought to persuade him there ;

And nuzzling in his flank the loving swine
Sheath'd, unaware, the tusk in his soft groin.

' Had I been tooth'd like him, I must confess,

With kissing him I should have kill'd him first

;

But he is dead, and never did he bless

My youth with his ; the more am I accurst.'

With this she falleth in the place she stood.

And stains her face with his congealed blood.

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale ;

She takes him by the hand, and that is cold

;

She whispers in his ears a heavy tale.

As if they heard the woeful words she told :

She lifts the coffer- lids that close his eyes,

Where, lo ! two lamps, burnt out, in dark-

ness lies:

Two glasses where herself herself beheld

A thousand times, and now no more reflect ;

Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell'd,

And every beauty robb'd of his effect

:

' Wonder of time,' quoth she, ' this is my spite,

That you being dead the day should yet be
light.

• Since thou art dead, lo ! here I prophesy,

Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend ;

It shall be waited on with jealousy,

Find sweet beginning but unsavoury end ;

Ne'er settled equally, but high or low ; [woe.

That all love's pleasure shall not match his

' It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud ;

Bud and be blasted in a breathing while ;

The bottom poison, and the top o'erstraw'd

With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile:

The strongest body shall it make most weak,
Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool to

speak.

• It shall be sparing, and too full of riot.

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures ;

The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet,

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with
treasures :

It shall be raging mad, and silly mild,
Make the young old, the old become a child

' It shall suspect where is no cause of fear ;

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust;

It shall be merciful, and too severe,

And most deceiving when it seems most just

;

Perverse it shall be where it shows most
toward,

Put fear to valour, courage to the coward.

' It shall be cause of war and dire events.

And set dissension 'twixt the son and sire ;

Subject and servile to all discontents,

As dry combustious matter is to fire ;

Sith in his prime death doth my love destroy.

They that love best their love shall not enjoy.'

By this, the boy that by her side lay kill'd

VVas melted like a vapour from her sight,

And in his blood that on the ground lay spillVl,

A purple flower sprung up, chequer'd with white.

Resembling well his pal e cheeks, and the blood
Which in round drops upon their whiteness

stood.

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to

smdl.
Comparing it to her Adonis' breath ;

And says, within her bosom it shall dwell,

Since he himself is reft from her by death :

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears
Green dropping sap, which she compares to

tears.

' Poor flower,' quoth she, ' this was thy father's

guise,

(Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire,)

For every little grief to wet his eyes :

To grow unto himself was his desire,

And so 'tis thine ; but know, it is as good
To wither in my breast as in his blood.

' Here was thy father's bed, here in my breast;

Thou art the next of blood, and 'tis thy right

:

Lo ! in this hollow cradle take thy rest.

My throbbing heart shall rock thee clay and
night

:

There shall not be one minute in an hour
Wherein I will not kissmy sweet love's flower.'

Thus weary of the world, away she hies.

And yokes her silver doves ; by whose swift aid

Their mistress, mounted, through the empty
skies

In her light chariot quickly is convey'd,

Holding their course to Paphos, where their

queen
Means to immure herself, and not be si^f a.
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TO THE

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TITCHFIELD.

The love I dedicate to your Lordship is without end ; whereof this pamphlet, without begin-
ning, is l)ut a superfluous moiety. The warrant I have of your honourable disposition, not the

worth of my untutored lines, makes it assured of acceptance. What I have done is yours, what
I have to do is yours ; being part in all I have, devoted yours. Were my worth greater my
duty would show greater : meantime, as it is, it is bound to your Lordship, to whom I wish
long life, still lengthened with all happiness.

Your Lordship's in all duty,

William Shakespeare.

THE ARGUMENT.
Lucius Tarquinius (for his excessive pride surnamed Superbus), after he had caused his own
father-in-law, Servius Tullius, to be cruelly murdered, and, contrary to the Roman laws and
customs, not requiring or staying for the people's suffrages, had possessed himself of the king-

dom, went, accompanied with his sons and other noblemen of Rome, to besiege Ardea. Dur-
ing which siege, the principal men of the army meeting one evening at the tent of Sextus
Tarquinius, the king's son, in their discourses after supper, every one commended the virtues of

his own wife ; among whom, Collatinus extolled the incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia.

In that pleasant humour they all posted to Rome ; and intending by their secret and sudden
arrival to make trial of that which every one had before avouched, only Collatinus finds his

wife (though it were late in the night) spinning amongst her maids : the other ladies were all

found dancing and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon the noblemen yielded Colla-

tinus the victory, and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquinius, being inflamed with

Lucrece's beauty, yet smothering his passions for the present, departed with the rest back to

the camp ; from whence he shortly after privily withdrew himself, and was (according to his

estate) royally entertained and lodged by Lucrece at Collatium. The same night he treacher-

ously stealeth into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early in the morning speedeth away.
Lucrece, in this lamental)le plight, hastily despatcheth messengers, one to Rome for her father,

another to the camp for Collatine. They came, the one accompanied with Junius Brutus, the

other with Publius Valerius ; and, finding Lucrece attired in mourning habit, demanded the

cause of her sorrow. She, first taking an oath of them for her revenge, revealed the actor and
whole manner of his dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself. Which done, with one con-

sent they all vowed to root out tlie whole hated family of the Tarquins ; and, bearing the dead
body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer and manner of the vile deed, vith

a bitter invective against the tyranny of the king ; wherewith the people were so moved, that

with one consent and a general acclamation the Tanjuins were all exiled, and the state govern-

ment changed from kings to consuls.

From the besieged Ardea all in post.

Borne by the trustless wings of false desire.

Lust - breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman
host.

And to Collatium bears the lightless fire

Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire.

And girdle with embracing flames the waist

Of Collatine's fair love, Lucrece the chaste.

Haply that name of chaste unhapp'ly set

This bateless edge on his keen appetite

;

When Collatine unwisely did not let

To praise the clear unmatched red and white

Which triumph'd in that sky of his delight,

Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's

beauties,

With pure aspects did him peculiar duties.
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For he the night before, in Tarquin's tent,

Unlock'd the treasure of his happy state,

What priceless weaUh the heavens had him lent

In the possession of his beauteous mate ;

Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud

rate,

That kings might be espoused to more fame.

But king nor peer to such a peerless dame.

O happiness enjoy'd but of a few !

And, if possess'd, as soon decay'd and done
As is the morning's silver-melting dew
Against the golden splendour of the sun !

An expir'd date, cancell'd ere well begun:
Honour and beauty, in the owner's arms.

Are weakly fortress'd from a world of harms.

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade

The eyes of men without an orator ;

What needeth then apologies be made
To set forth that which is so singular ?

Or why is Collaline the publisher

Of that rich jewel he should keep unknov>'n

From thievish ears, because it is his own ?

Perchance his boast of Lucrece' sovereignty

Suggested this proud issue of a king ;

For by our ears our hearts oft tamted be

:

Perchance that envy of so rich a thing,

Braving compare, dis(iainfully did sting

His high-pitch'd thoughts, that mea-ner men
should vaunt,

That golden hap which their superiors want.

But some untimely thought did instigate

His all-too-iimeless speed, if none of those :

His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state,

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes

To quench the coal which in his liver glows.

O rash false heat, wrapp'd in repentant cold.

Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne'er grows
old!

When at Collatium this false lord arriv'd,

Well was he welcom'd by the Roman dame,
Within whose face beauty and virtue striv'd

Which of them both should underprop her fame

:

When virtue bragg'd, beauty would blush for

shame
;

When beauty boasted blushes, in despite

Virtue would stam that or with silver white.

But beauty, in that white intituled,

From Venus' doves doth challengethatfairfield :

Then viitue claims from beauty beauty's red,

Which virtue gave the golden age, to gild

Their silver cheeks, and call'd it then their shield ;

Teaching them thus to use it in the fight,

—

Vi'hen shame assail'd, the red should fence the

white.

This heraldry in Lucrece' face was seen.

Argued by beauty's red, and virtue's white

:

Of cither's colour was the other queen,
Proving from world's minority their right

:

Vet their ambition makes them still to fight

;

The sovereignty of either being so great,

That oft they interchange each other's seat.

This si'ent war of lilies and of roses

Which Tarquin view'd in her fair face's field,

In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ;

Where, lest between them both it should be

kiird.

The coward captive vanquished doth yield

To those two armies that would let him go,

Rather than triumph in so false a foe.

Now thinkshethat her husband's shallow tongue
(The niggard prodigal that prais'd her so)

In that high task hath done her beauty wrong,
Which fl^r exceeds his barren skill to show :

Therefore that praise which Collatine doth owe,
Enchanted Tarcjuin answers with surmise.

In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes.

This earthly saint, adored by this devil,

Little suspecteth the false worshipper ;

For unstain'd thoughts do seldom dream on
evil

;

Birds never lim'd no secret bushes fear :

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer
And reverend welcome to her princely guest,

Whose inward ill nooutwaid harm express'd

:

For that he colour'd with his high estate,

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ;

That nothing in him seem'd inordinate,

Save sometime too much wonder of his eye.

Which, having all, all could not satisfy
;

But, poorly rich, so wantelh in his store

That cloy'd with much he pinelh still for more.

But she, that never cop'd with stranger eyes,

Could pick no meaning from their parling looks,

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies

Writ in the glassy margents of such books ;

She touch'd no unknown baits, nor fear'd no
hooks ;

Nor could she moralize his wanton sight,

More than his eyes were open'd to the light.

He stories to her ears her husband's fame,

Vv'on in the fields of fruitful Italy ;
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And decks with praises Collatine's high name,
Made glorious by his manly chivalry,

With bruised arms and wreaths of victory
;

Her joy with heav'd-up handshedoth express.

And, wordless, sogreets heaven forhissuccess.

Far from the purpose of his coming thither

lie makes excuses for his being there.

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather

Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear ;

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear,

Upon the world dim darkness doth display,

And in her vaulty prison stows the day.

For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed,

Intending weariness with heavy spright

;

For, after supper, long he questioned

With modest Lucrece, and wore out the night:

Now leaden slumber with life's strength doth

fight

;

And every one to rest themselves betake,

Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds,

that wake.

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving

The sundry dangers of his will's obtaining ;

Yet ever to obtain his will resolving, [staining

Though weak-built hopes persuade him to ab-

Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining
;

And when great treasure isthemeedpropos'd,

Though death be adjunct, there 's no death

suppos'd.

Those that much covet are with gain so fond

That what they have not, that which they possess

They scatter and unloose it from their bond,

And so, by hoping more, they have but less ;

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess

Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain,

That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich

gain.

The aim of all is but to nurse the life

With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age

;

And in this aim there is such thwarting strife.

That one for all, or all for one we gage

;

As life for honour in fell battles' rage ; [cost

Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealth doth
The death of all, and all together lost.

So that in vent'ring ill we leave to be
The things we are, for that which we expect

;

And this ambitious foul infirmity,

In having much, torments us with defect

Of that we have : so then we do neglect

The thing we have, and, all for want of wit,

Make something nothing, by augmenting it.

Such hazard now must doling Tarquin make.
Pawning his honour to obtain his lust

;

And for himself himself he must forsake :

Then where is truth if there be no self-trust ?

When shall he think to find a stranger just,

When he himself himself confounds, betrays

To slanderous tongues, and wretched hateful

days?

Now stole upon the time the dead of night,

When heavy sleep had clos'd up mortal eyes

;

No comfortable star did lend his light, [cries;

No noise but owls' and wolves' death-boding

Now serves the season that they may surprise

The silly lambs; pure thoughts are dead and
still,

While lust and murder wake to stain and kill.

And now this lustful lord leap'd from his bed,

Throwing his mantle rudely o'er his arm ;

Is madly toss'd betweep desire and dread
;

Th' one sweetly flatters, th' other feareih harm ;

But honest Fear, bewitch'd with lust's foul charm,
Doth too too oft betake him to retire.

Beaten away by brain-sick rude Desire.

His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth.

That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly.

Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteili,

Wliich must be lode-star to his lustful eye ;

And to the flame thus speaks advisedly:
' As from this cold flint I enforc'd this fire,

So Lucrece must I force to my desire.'

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate

The dangers of his loathsome enterprise.

And in his inward mind he doth debate

What following sorrow may on this arise ;

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise

His naked armour of still-slaughter'd lust,

And justly thus contiols his thoughts unjust:

' Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it not

To darken her whose light excelleth thine !

And die, unhallow'd thoughts, before you blot

With your uncleanness that which is divine I

Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine :

Let fair humanity abhor the deed [weed.

That spotsand stains love's modestsnow-white

' O shame to knighthood and to shining arms !

O foul dislionour to my household's grave !

O impious act, including all foul harms !

A martial man to be soft fancy's slave ;

True valour still a true respect should have ;

Then my digression is so vile, so base.

That it will live engraven in my face.

I
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' Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive,

And be an eyesore in my golden coat

;

Some loathsome dash tlie herald will contrive,

To cipher me how fondly I did dote ;

That my posterity, sham'd with the note,

Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin

To wish that I their father had not been.

' What win I if I gain the thing I seek ?

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy:
Who buys a minute's mirth to wail a week?
Or sells eternity to get a toy?
For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy?

Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown.
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken

down ?

' If Collatinus dream of my intent,

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent ?

This siege that hath engirt his marriage,
This blur to youthj this sorrow to the sage,

This dying virtue, this surviving shame.
Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame?

' O what excuse can my invention make
When thoashalt charge me with so black a deed?
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints

shake ?

Mine eyes forego their light, my false heart bleed ?

The guilt being great, the fear doih still exceed ;

And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly.

But, coward-like, with trembling terror die.

* Flad Collatinus kill'd my son or sire.

Or lain in ambush to betray my lite,

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire

IMight have excuse to work upon his v/ife ;

As in revenge or quiltal of such strife :

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend.

The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end.

* Shameful it is;—ay, if the fact Le known :

Hateful it is;—there is no hate in loving ;

I "11 beg her love ;— but she is not her own ;

The worst is but denial, and reproving

:

My will is strong, past reason's weak removing.
Who fears a sentence or an old man's saw
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.'

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation
'Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will,

And with good thoughts makes dispensation.

Urging the worser sense for vantage still ;

Which in a moment doth confound and kill

All pure effects, and doth so far proceed.
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed.

Quoth he, ' She took me kindly by the hand.
And gaz'd for tidings in my eager eyes,

Fearing some hard nev.s from the warlike band
Where her beloved Collatinus lies.

O how her fear did make lier colou* rise !

First red as roses that on lawn we lay.

Then v,'hite as lawn, the roses took away.

' And how her hand, in my hand b^ing lock'd,

Forc'd it to tremble with her loyal fear

;

Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock 'd.

Until her husband's welfare she did hes-.r ;

Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer.

That had Narcissus seen her as she stood,

Self-love had never drown'd him in the flood.

' Why hunt I then for colour or excuses.?

All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth ;

Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses
;

Love thrives not in the heart that shadows
dreadelh :

Affection is my captain, and he leadeth ;

And when his gaudy banner is di.splay'd.

The coward fights, and will not be dismay'd.

' Then, childish fear, avaunt ! debating, die !

Respect and reason wait on wrinkled age !

My heart shall never countermand mine eye

;

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage ;

My part is youth, and beats these from the stage

:

Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize ;

Then who fears sinking where such treasure

lies?'

As corn o'ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear

Is almost chok'd by unresisted lust.

Away he steals witli opening, listening ear,

Full of foul hope, and full of fond mistnist;

Both which, as servitors to the unjust,

So cross him with their opposite persuasion.

That now he vows a league, and now invasion.

Within his thought her heavenly image sits,

And in the selfsame seat sits Collatine

;

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits

;

That eye which him beholds, as more divine,

Unto a view so false will not incline ;

But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart,

Which once corrupted takes the worser part

;

And therein heartens up his servile powers.

Who, flatter'd by their leader's jocund show.

Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours ;

And as their captain, so their pride doth grow,

Paying more slavish tribute than they owe.

By reprobate desire thus madly led.

The Roman lord marcheth to Lucrece' bed.
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The locks between her chamber and his will.

Each one by him enforc'd retires his ward ;

Uut: as they open they all rate his ill,

Which drives the creepinc; thief to some regard,

The threshold gratesthe door to have him heard ;

Night-wandVing weasels shriek to see him
there ;

They friglit him, yet he still pursues his fear.

As each unwilling portal yields him way,
Through little vents and crannies of the place

The wind wars with his torch, to make him
slay.

And blows the smoke of it into his face.

Extinguishing his conduct in this case ;

But his hot heart, which fond desire doth
scorch,

Puffs forth another wind that fires tlie torch

:

And being lighted, by the light he spies

Lucretia's glove, wherein her needle sticks ;

He takes it from the rushes where it lies.

And griping it, the neeld his finger pricks :

As who should say, this glove to wanton tricks

Is not inur'd ; return again in haste
;

Thou seest our mistress' ornaments arechaste.

But all these poor forbiddings could not stay

him ;

He in the worst sense construes their denial :

The doors, the wind, the glove that did delay

him.
He takes for accidental things of trial ;

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial,

Who with a lingering stay his course doth
let,

Till every minute pays the hour his debt.

' So, so,' quoth he, ' these lets attend the time.

Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring,

1 o add a more rejoicing to the prime,
And give the sneaped birds more cause to sing.

Pain pays the income of each precious thing ;

Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates,

shelves and sands,

The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.'

Now is he come unto the chamber door
That shuts him from the heaven of his thought.
Which with a yielding latch, and with no more.
Hath barr'd him from the blessed thing he sought.
So from himself impiety hath wrought,

I'hat for his prey to pray he doth begin,
As if the heaven should countenance his sin.

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer,
Having solicited the eternal power,

That his foul thoughts might compass his faii

fair,

That they would stand auspicious to the hour.
Even there he starts :—quoth he, ' I must de-

flower ;

The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact.

How can they then assist me in the act ?

'Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide!

My will is back'd with resolution : [tried,

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be

The blackest sin is clear'd with absolution;

Against love's fire fear's frost hath dissolution.

The eye of heaven is out, and misty night

Covers the shame that follows sweet delight.'

This said, his guilty hand pluck'd up the latch,

And with his knee the door he opens wide :

The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl willcatch;
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied.

Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside ;

But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thing,

Lies at the mercy of his mortal siing.

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks,

And gazelh on her yet unstained bed.

The curtains being close, about he walks,

Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head :

By their high treason is his heart misled ;

Which gives the watchword ti, his hand full

soon.

To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon.

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun,

Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves our sight

;

Even so, the curtain drawn, his ej'es begun
To wink, being blinded with a greater light

:

Whether it is that she reflects so bright.

That dazzleth them, or else some shame
supposed

;

[closed.

But blind they are, and keep themselves en-

O, had they in that darksome prison died.

Then had they seen the period of their ill !

Then Collatine again by Lucrece' side

In his clear bed might have reposed still :

But they must ope, this blessed league to kill ;

And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight

Must sell her joy, her lite, her world's delight.

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under,

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss ;

Who therefore angry, seems to part in sunder.

Swelling on either side to want his bliss ;

Between whose hills her head entombed is :

Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies,

To be admir'd of lewd unhallow'd eyes.
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Without the bed her other fair hand was,

On the green coverlet ; whose perl'ecl white

Show'd like an April daisy on the grass,

With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night.

Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheath'd their

li-lit,

And canopied in darkness sweetly lay,

Till they might open to ado-'n the day.

Her hair, like golden threads, play'd with her

breath
;

O modest wantons ! wanton modesty !

Showing life's triumph in the map of death,

And death's dim look in life's mortality :

Each in her sleep themselves so beautify.

As if between them twain there were no strife.

But that life liv'd in death, and death in Hi;-

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue,

A pair of maiden worlds unconquered,
•Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew.
And him by oath they truly honoured.
These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred :

Who lilce a foul usurper went about
From this fair throne to heave the owner

out.

What Could he see but mightily he noted ?

What did he note but strongly he desir'd ?

What he beheld on that he firmly doted.

And in his will his wilful eye he tir'd.

With more than admiration he admir'd
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin,

Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled chin.

As the grim lion fawneth o'er his prey,

Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied.

So o'er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay,

His rage of lust by gazing qualified ;

Slack'd, not suppress'd ; for standing by her

side.

His eye, which late this mutiny restrains,

Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins :

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage

fighting.

Obdurate vassals, fell exploits effecting,

In bloody death and ravishment delighting.

Nor children's tears, nor mother's groans re-

specting.

Swell in their piide, the onset still expecting :

Anon his beating heart, alarum striking.

Gives the hot charge, and bids them do their

liking.

* His drumming heart cheers up his burning eye,

His eye connnends the leading to his hand ;

His hand, as proud of .such a dignity, [stand

Smoking with pride, march'd on to make his

On her bare breast, the heart of all her land ;

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did

scale.

Left their round turrets destitute and pale.

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet

Where their dear governess and lady lies,

Do tell her she is dreadfully beset.

And fright her with confusion of their cries :

She, much amaz'd, breaks ope her lock'd-up

eyes.

Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold,

Are by his llaming torch dimm'd and con-

IroU'd.

Imagine her as one in dead of night

From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking.
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly sprit r.

Whose grim aspect sets every joint a shaking ;

What terror 'tis ! but she, in worser taking,

From sleep disturbed, heedfuHy doth view

The sight which makes supposed terror true.

Wrapp'd and confounded in a thousand fears.

Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies ;

She dares not look ; yet, winking, there appears

Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes :

Such shadows are the weak brain's forgeries :

Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights.

In darkness daunts them with more dreadful

sights.

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast,

(Ivude ram, to batter such an ivory wall !)

May feel her heart, poor citizen, distress'd.

Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall.

Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal,

This moves in him more rage, and lesser pity,

To make the breach, and enter this sweet city.

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin

To sound a parley to his heartless foe.

Who o'er the white sheet peers her whiter chin,

The reason of this rash alarm to know.
Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to show ;

But she with vehement prayers urgeth still

Under what coloitr he commits this ill.

Thus he replies ; ' The colour in thy face

(That even for anger makes the lily pale.

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace)

Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tale :

Under that colour am I come to scale

Thy never-conquer'd fort : the fault is thine,

For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine.
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' Thus 1 foreslall thee, if thou nieaa to chide :

Thy beauty hath ensnar'd thee to this night.

Where thou with p-aiience must my will abide.

My will that marks thee for my earth's delight,

Which I to conquer sought with all my might ;

But as reproof and reason beat it dead,

By thy bright beauty was it newly bred.

* I see what crosses my attempt will bring ;

I know what thorns the growing rose defends ;

I think the honey guarded with a sting :

All this, beforehand, counsel comprehends :

But will is deaf, and hears no heedful friends ;

Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty,

And dotes on vvhat he looks, 'gainst law or

duty.

' I have debated, even in my soul.

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall

breed

;

Bat nothing can Affection's course control.

Or stop the headlong fury of his speed.

I know repentant tears ensue the deed.
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity ;

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.'

This said, he shakes aloft his R.oman blade,

Which, like a falcon towering in the skies,

Coucheth the fowl below with his wing's shade,
Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he

dies :

So under his insulting falchion lies

1 larmless Lucretia, marking what he tells

With trembling fear, as lowl hear falcon's

bells.

* Lucrece,' quoth he, ' this night I must enjoy
thee :

If thou deny, then force must work my way,
For in thy bed 1 purpose to destroy thee ;

That done, some worthless slave of thine I '11

slay.

To kill thine honour with thy life's decay ;

And in thy dead arms do I mean to place

him.
Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace him.

* So thy surviving husband shall remain
The scornful mark of every open eye ;

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain,
Thy issue blurr'd with nameless bastardy

:

And thou, the author of their obloquy,
Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rhymes.
And sung by children in succeeding times.

* But if thou yield I rest thy secret friend :

The fault unknown is as a thought unacted ;

A little harm, done to a great good end,
For lawful policy remains enacted.

The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted
In a pure compound ; being so applied,

His venom in effect is purified.

' Then, for thy husband and thy children's sake,

Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot

The shame that from them no device can take.

The blemish that will never be forgot

;

Worse than a slavish wipe, or birth-hour's blot

:

For marks descried in men's nativity

Aie nature's faults, not their own infamy.'

Here with a cockatrice' dead-killing eye
lie rouseth up himself, and makes a pause

;

While she, the picture of pure piety.

Like a white hind under the grypc's sharp claws.

Pleads in a wilderness, where are no laws.

To the rough beast that knows no gentle

right,

Xor aught obeys but his foul appetite :

But when a black-fac'd cloud the world doth
threat,

In his dim mist the aspiring mountains hiding.

From earth's dark womb some gentle gust doth
get.

Which blows these pitchy vapours from their

biding,

Hindering their present fall by tliis dividing ;

So his unhailow'd haste her words delays.

And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays.

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally,

While in his holdfast foot the weak mouse
panteth ;

Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly,

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteih :

His ear her prayers admits, but his bcail

granteth

No penetrable entrance to her plaining :

Tears harden lust, tliough marble wear with
raining.

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix'd

In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ;

I Icr modest eloquence with sighs is mi.x'd.

Which to her oratory adds more grace.

She puts the period often fiom his place.

And 'midst the sentence so her accent brealcs.

That twice she doth begin ere once slic

speaks.

She conjures him by high ahin'ghty Jove,
By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship's

oath,
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I'y her untimely tears, her husband's love,

By holy human law, and common troth.

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both,
That to his borrow'd bed he nialce retire.

And stoop to honour, not to foul desire.

Quoth she, ' Reward not hospitality [tended ;

Wiih such black payment as thou hast pre-

Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee ;

Mar not the tiling that cannot be amended ;

l*'nd thy ill aim, before thy shoot be ended :

1 !e is no woodman that doth bend his bow
To strike a poor unseasonable doe.

• My husband is thy friend, for his sake spare

me ;

Thyself art mighty, for thine own sake leave me;
Myself a weakling, do not then ensnare me ;

Thou look'st not like deceit ; do not deceive me;
My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to

heave thee.

If ever man were mov'd with woman's moans,
1 Ic moved with my tears, my sighs, my groans

:

' All which together, like a troubled ocean,
Beat at thy rocky and wreck -threatening heart :,

To soften it with their continual motion ;

F' 'r stones dissolv'd to water do convert.

U, if no harder than a stone thou art,

Melt at my tears, and be compassionate !

Soft pity enters at an iron gate.

' In Tarquin's likeness I did entertain thee

;

Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame ?

To all the host of heaven I complain me.
Thou wrong'st his honour, wound'st his princely

name.
Thou art not what thou seem'st ; and if the same.
Thou seem'bt not what thou art, a god, a king

;

For kings like gods should govern everything.

' How will thy shame be seeded in thine age,
\\'hen thus thy vices bud before thy spring \

II in thy hope thou dar'st do such outrage,
What dar'st thou not when once thou art a kmgl
O be remember'd, no outrageous thing
From vassal actors can be wip'd away ;

Then kings' misdeeds cannot be hid in clay.

' This deed will make thee only lov'd for fear,

P'.it happy monarchs still are fear'd for love :

^Vith foul offenders thou perforce must bear,
\".'hen they in ihee the like offences prove

:

I; !.'Ut for fear of this thy wiil remove

;

For princes are the glass, the school, the
book, [look.

Wlicre subjects' eyes do learn, do read, do

' And wilt thou be the school where LusL shall

learn ?

Must he in thee read lectures of such shame :

Wilt thou be glass, wherein it shall discern

Authority for sin, warrant for blame.
To privilege dishonour in thy name?
Thou back'st reproach against long-lived laud,

And mak'st fair reputation but a bawd.

' Hast thou command? by him that gave it thee.

From a pure heart command thy rebel will

;

Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity,

f'or it was lent thee all that brood to kill.

Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil.

When, pattern'd by thy fliult, foul Sin may
say, [way?

He learn'd to sin, and thou didst teach the

' Think but how vile a spectacle it were
To viev/ thy present trespass in another.

Men's faults do seldom to themselves appear ;

Their own transgressions partially they smother:

This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy
brother,

O how are they wrapp'd in with infamies.

That from their own misdeeds askaunce their

eyes !

' To thee, to thee, my heav'd-up hands appeal.

Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier

;

I sue for exibd majesty's repeal

;

Let him return and flattering thoughts retire :

His true respect will 'prison false desire.

And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne,

That thou shalt see thy st.ite, and pity mine.'

' Have done,' quoth he ;
' my uncontrolled tide

Turns not, but swells the higher by this let.

Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires

abide.

And with the wind in greater fury fret

:

The petty streams thra pay a daily debt

To their salt sovereign, \sith their fresh falls'

haste.

Add to his flov,', but alter not his taste.'

' Thou art,' quoth she, ' a sea, a sovereign king;

And lo, there falls into thy boundless flood

Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning,

Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood.

If all these petty ills shall change thy good.

Thy sea within a puddle's womb is hears'd,

And not the puddle in thy sea dispers'd.

'So shall these slaves be king, and thou iheu

slave ;

Thou nobly baie, they baiely dignified ;
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Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave;
Thou loathed in their slianie, they in thy pride :

The lesser thing should not the greater hide ;

The cedar stoops not to the base shrub's foot,

But low shrubs wither at the cedar's root.

' So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state '

—

' No more,' quoth he ; 'by heaven, I will not

hear thee

:

Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate,

Instead of love's coy touch, shall rudely tear

thee ;

That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee

Unto the base bed of some rascal groom.
To be thy partner in this shameful doom.'

This said, he sets the foot upon the light,

For light and lust are deadly enemies ;

Shame folded up in blind concealing night.

When m(ist unseen, then most doth tyrannize.

The wolf hath seiz'd his prey, the poor lamb
cries

Till with her own while fleece her voice con-

troll'd

Entomljs her outcry in her lips' sweet fold :

For with the nightly linen that she wears
He pens her piteous clamours in her head ;

Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears

That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed.

O, that prone lust should stain so pure a bed !

The spots whereof could weeping purify.

Her tears should drop on them perpetually.

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life,

And he hath won what he would lose again.

This forced league doth force a further strife,

This momentary joy breeds months of pain,

This hot desire converts to cold disdain :

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store.

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before.

Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk.
Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight,

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk
The prey wherein by nature they delight

;

So surfeit-taking Tarcjuin fares this night :

His taste delicious, in digestion souring.

Devours his will that liv'd by foul devouring.

O deeper sin than bottomless conceit

Can comprehend in still imagination !

Drunken desire must vomit his receipt,

Ere he can see his own abomination.
While lust is in his pride no exclamation
Can curb his heat, or rein his rash desire.

Till, like a jade, self-will himself doth tire.

And then with lank and lean discolour'd cheek,
With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthlcss

pace.

Feeble desire, all recreant, poor, and meek,
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case :

The flesh being proud, desire doth fight with
grace.

For there it revels ; and when that decays,
The guilty rebel for remission prays.

So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome,
Who this accomplishment so hotly ciias'd ;

For now against himself he sounds this doom,
That through the length of times he stands

disgrac'd :

Resides, his soul's fair temple is defac'd ;

To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares,

To ask the spotted princess how she fares.

She says, her subjects with foul insurrection

Have batter'd down her consecrated wall.

And by their mortal fault brought in subjection

Her immortality, and make her thrall

To living death, and pain perpetual ;

Which in her prescience she controlled still,

But her foresight could not forestall their will.

Even in this thought through the dark night he

stealeth,

A captive victor that hath lost in gain ;

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth,

The scar that will, despite of cure, remain.

Leaving his spoil perplex'd in greater pain.

She bears the load of lust he left behind.

And he the burthen of a guilty mind.

He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence ;

She like a wearied lamb lies panting there ;

He scowls, and hates himself for his offence ;

She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear;

He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear ;

She stays, exclaiming on the direful night ;

He runs, and chides his vanislid, loath'd

delight.

He thence departs a heavy convertite ;

Slie there remains a hopeless castaway :

He in his speed looks for the morning light

;

She prays she never may behold the day ;

' For day,' quoth she, ' night's scapes doth open
lay

;

And my true eyes have never practis'd how
To cloak offences with a cunning brow.

' They think not but that every eye can see

The same disgrace which they themselves

behold ;
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And therefore would they still in darkness be,

To have their unseen sin remain untold ;

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold.

And grave, like water, that doth eat in steel,

Upon my cheeks what helpless shame I feel.'

Here she exclaims against repose and rest,

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind.

She wakes her heart by beating on her breast,

And bids it leap from thence, where it may find

Some purer chest, to close so pure a mind.
Frantic with grief thus breathes she forth her

spile

Against the unseen secrecy of night :

' O comfort-killing night, image of hell !

Dim register and notary of shame !

Black stage for tragedies and murders fell !

Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame !

Blind muflled bawd ! dark harbour for defame !

Grim cave of death, whispering conspirator.

With close-tongued treason and the ravisher !

' O hateful, vaporous, and foggy night,

Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime.

Muster thy mists to m.eet the eastern light,

Make war against proportion'd course of time

!

Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed,
Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head.

* With rotten damps ravish the morning air ;

Let their exhal'd unwholesome breaths make sick

The life of purity, the supreme fair,

Ere he arrive his weary noontide prick
;

And let thy misty vapours march so thick,

That in their smoky ranks his smother'd light,

May set at noon, and make perpetual night.

* Were Tarquin night (as he is but night's child).

The silver-sliining queen he would distain ;

Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defil'd.

Through night's black bosom should not peep
again ;

So should I have copartners in my pain :

And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage.
As palmers' chat makesshort their pilgrimage.

* Where now I have no one to blush with me,
To cross their arms, and hang their heads with

mine,
To mask their brows, and hide their infamy

;

But I alone alone must sit and pine.
Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine,

Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with
groans,

Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans.

' O night, thou furnace of foul -reeking smoke,
Let not the jealous day behold that face

Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak
Immodestly lies martyr'd with disgrace !

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place.

That all the faults which in thy reign are made,
May likewise be sepulchred in thy shade !

' Make me not object to the tell-tale day !

The light will show, character'd in my brow.
The story of sweet chastity's decay,

The impious breach of holy wedlock vow :

Vea, the illiterate, that know not how
To 'cipher what is writ in learned books,
Will quote my loathsome trespass in my looks.

' The nurse, to still her child, will tel! my story.

And fright her ciying babe with Tarquin's name ;

The orator, to deck his oraioiy,

V/ill couple my reproach to Tarquin's shame

:

Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame,
Will tie the hearers to attend each line,

How Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine.

' Let my good name, that senseless reputation,

For Collatine's dear love be kept unspotted

:

If that be made a theme for disputation.

The branches of another root are rotted,

And undeserv'd reproach to him allotted.

That is as clear from this attaint of mine,
As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine.

' O unseen shame ! invisible disgrace !

O unfelt sore ! crest-wounding, private scar !

Reproach is stamp'd in Collatinus' face.

And Tarquin's eye may read the mot afar.

How he in peace is wounded, not in war.

Alas, how many bear such shameful blows.

Which not themselves but he that gives them
knows

!

' If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me,
From me by strong assault it is bereft.

My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee.

Have no perfection of my summer left.

But rol)b'd and ransack'd by injurious theft

:

In thy v/eak hive a wandering wasp hath

crept, [kept.

And suck'd the honey which thy chaste bee

' Vet am I guilty of thy honour's wrack,

—

Vet for thy honour did I entertain him ;

Coming from thee, I could not put him back,

For it had been dishonour to disdain him :

Besides of weariness he did complain him.

And talk'd of virtue :—O, unlook'd for evil.

When virtue is profan'd in such a devil

!
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• Why should the worm intrude the maiden bud?

Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows' nests ?

Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud ?

Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts?

Or kings be breakers of their own behests?

But no perfection is so absolute,

That some impurity doth not pollute.

' The aged man that coffers up his gold [fits,

Is plagued with cramps, and gouts, and painful

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold,

Hut like still-pining Tantalus he sits,

And useless barns the harvest of his wits ;

Having no other pleasure of his gain

But tonnent that it cannot cure his pain.

' So then he hath it, when he cannot use it.

And leaves it to be mastePd by his young
;

Who in their pride do presently abuse it :

Their father was too weak, and they too strong,

To hold their cursed-blessed fortune long,

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours.

Even in the moment that we call them ours.

* Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring ;

Unwholesome weeds take root with precious

flowers
;

The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing

;

What virtue breeds iniquity devours :

We have no good that we can say is ours,

But ill-annexed Opportunity
Or kills his life, or else his quality.

' O Opportunity ! thy guilt is great

:

'Tis thou that execut'st the traitor's treason ;

Thou sett'st the wolf where he the lamb may get;

Whoever plots the sin, thou 'point'st the season;

'Tis thou that spurn'st at right, at law, at reason;

And in thy shady cell, where none may spy
him,

Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him.

' Thou mak'st the vestal violate her oath ;

Thou blow'st the firewhen temperance is thaw'd;
Thou smothcr'st honest)'-, thou murther'st troth;

Thou foul abettor ! ihou notorious bawd !

Thou plantest scandal, and displacest laud :

Thou lavisher, thou traitor, thou false thief,

Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief!

' Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame,
Thy private feasting to a puljlic fast

;

Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name ;

Thy sugar'd tongue to bitter wormwood taste

:

Thy violent vanities can never last.

How comes it then, vile Opportunit)',

Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee?

'When wilt thou be the humble suppliant's friend,

And bring him where his suit may be obtain 'd?

When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to end?
Or Ircc that soul which wretchedness haih

chain'd ?

Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain'd ?

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out

for thee

;

But they ne'er meet with Opportunity.

' The patient dies while the physician sleeps ;

The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds ;

Justice is le.asiing while the widow weeps ;

Advice is sporting while infection breeds ;

Thou grant's! no time for charitable deeds :

Wrath, env)', treason, rape, and murder's
rages.

Thy heinous hours wait on them as their pages.

' Wlien truth and virtue have to do with thee,

A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid ;

They buy thy help : but Sin ne'er gives a fee.

He gratis comes ; and thou art well appay'd

As well to hear as grant what he hath said.

My Collatine would else have come to me
When Tarquin did, but he was stay'd b}- thee.

' Guilty thou art of murder and of theft

;

(kiilty of perjury and subornation ;

Guilty of treason, forger^', and shift

;

Guilty of incest, that abomination :

An accessary by thine inclination

To all sins past, and all that are to come,
P'rom the creation to the general doom.

' Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly night.

Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care.

Eater of youth, false slave to false delight,

Base watch of woes, sin's packhorse, virtue's

snare

;

Thou nursest all, and murtherest all that are.

O hear me then, injurious, shifting Time !

Be guilty of my death, since of my crime.

' Wliy hath thy servant, Opportunity,

Betray'd the hours thou gav'st me to repose ?

Canceird my fortunes and enchained me
To endless date of never-ending woes?
Time's oflice is to fine tlic hate of foes ;

To cat up errors by opinion bred,

Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed.

' Time's glory is to calm contending kings.

To unmask falsehood, and bring tnith to light,

To stamp the seal of time in aged things,

To wake the morn, and sentinel the ntglit,

To wrong the wronger till he render right

;
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To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours,
And smear wiih dust their glittering golden

toweis

:

' To fill TA-ith worm-holes stately monuments,
To feed oblivion with decay of things,

To blot old books, and alter their contents,

To pluclc the quills from ancient ravens' wings,
To dry the old oak's sap, and cherish springs ;

To spoil antiquities of hammer'd steel.

And turn the giddy round of Fortune's wheel

;

' To show the beldame daughtersofher daughter.
To make the child a man, the man a child,

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter,

To tame the unicorn and lion wild,

To mock the subtle, in themselves beguil'd ;

To cheer the ploughman with increaseful crops,

And waste huge stoneswith little water-drops.

' Why work'st thou mischief in thy pilgrimage,

Unless thou couldst return to make amends ?

One poor retiring minute in an age
Would purchase thee a thousand thousand

friends,

Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends :

O, this dread night, wouldsl thou one hour
come back,

I could prevent thisstorm, and shun thy wrack !

'Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity,

With some mischance cross Tarquin in hisfhght

:

Devise extremes beyond extremity,

To make him curse this cursed crimcful night :

Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright.

And the dire thought of his committed evil

Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devil.

• Disturb his hours of rest with restle.>-s trances,

Aitiict him in his bed with bedrid groans

;

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances,
To make him moan, but pity not his moans :

Stone him with harden'd hearts, harder than
stones ;

Andletmild women tohimlosetheirmildness,
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness.

' Let him have time to tear his curled hair.

Let him have time against himseU to rave,

Let him have time of Time's help to dcs[iair,

Let him have time to live a loathed slave,

Let him have time a beggar's orts to crave
;

And time to see one that by alms doth live

Disdain to him disdained scraps to give.

' Let him have time to see his friends his foes,

And meiry fools to nK>ck at him rciurt

;

Let him have time to mark how slow time goes
In time of sorrow, and how swift and shoit
Llis time of folly and his lime of sport

:

And ever let hi.s unrecalling crime
Have time to wail the abusing of his time.

' O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad,
Teach me to curse him that thou taught'st this

ill!

At his own shadow let the thief run mad !

Himself himself seek every hour to kill

!

Such wretched hands such wretched blood
should spill :

For who so base would such an office have
As slanderous death's-man to so base a slave?

' The baser is he, coming from a king,
To shame his hope with deeds degenerate.
The mightier man, the mightier is the thing
That makes him honour'd, or begets him hale;
For greatest scandal waits on greatest state.

The moon being clouded presently is miss'd.

But little stars may hide them when they list.

' The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in
mire,

And unperceiv'd fly witli the filth away,
But if the like the snow-white swan desire.

The stain upon his silver down will stay.

Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glf)rioi,3

day.

Gnats are unnoted wheresoe'er they fly.

But e;igles gaz'd upon with every eye.

' Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools I

Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators!

Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools.

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters;

To trembling clients be you mediators:

For me, I force not argument a straw,

Since that my case is past the help of law.

' In vain I rail at Opportunity,

At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful night

;

In vain I cavil with my infamy.

In vain I spurn at my confirm'd despite :

This helpless smoke of words doth me no right.

The remedy indeed to do me good,

Is to let forth my foul, defiled blood.

' Poor hand, why quiver'st thou at this decree?

Honour thyself to rid me of this shame ;

For if I die my honour lives in thee,

But if I live thou liv'st in my defame

:

Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame.
And was afear'd to scratch her wicked foe,

Kill botli thyself and her for yielding so.'
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ThissaifJ, from herbetumbled couch.she starteth,

To find some desperate instrument of death :

But this no-slaugliler -house no tool imparteth,

To make more vent for passage of her breath,

Which thronging through her lips so vanisheth

As smoke from /Etna, that in air consumes,

Or that which from discharged cannon fumes.

' In vain,' (juolh she, ' I live, and seek in vain

Some happy mean to end a hapless life.

I fear'd by Tarquin's fidchion to be slain,

Yet for the self-s.ime [)urpose seek a knife :

But when I fear'd [ was a loyal wife ;

So am I now :—O no, that cannot be ;

Of that true type hatli Tarquin rifled me.

*0 ! that is gone for which I sought to live,

And therefore now I need not fear to die.

To clear this spot by death, at least I give

A badge of fame to slander's livery
;

A dying life to living infamy ;

Poor helpless help, the treasure stolen away,
To burn the guiltless casket where it lay !

' Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not know
The stained taste of violated troth

;

I will not wrong thy true affection so

To flatter thee with an infringed oath ;

This bastard graff shall never come to growth :

He shall not boast who did thy stock pollute

That thou art doting father of his fruit.

*Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought,

Nor laugh with his companions at thy state ;

But thou .shalt know thy interest was not bought
Basely with gold, but stolen from forth thy gate.

For me, I am the mistress of my fate.

And with my trespass never will dispense,

Till life to death acquit my forc'd offence.

' I will not poison thee with my attaint,

Nor fold my fliull in clcanly-coin'd excuses ;

My sable ground of sin I will not paint,

To hide the truth of this false night's abuses :

My tongue shall utter all ; mine eyes like .sluices,

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale,

Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure
tale.'

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended
The well-tun'd warble of her nightly sorrow.
And solemn night with slow-sad gait descended
To ugly hell ; when lo, the blushing morrow
Lends light to all fair eyes that light w'l' borrow :

Bat cloudy Lucrcce shames herselt to see,

And therefore still in ni^rht would cloister'd

be.

Revealing day through every cranny spies,

And seems to point her out where she sits

weeping,

To whom she sobbing speaks : ' O eye of eyes,

Why pryest thou through my window? leave

thy peeping ;

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are

sleeping :

Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light.

For day hath nought to do what 's done by
night.'

Thus cavils she with everything she sees :

True grief is fond and testy as a child.

Who wayward once, his mood with nought
agrees.

Old woes, not infant soirows, bear them mild ;

Continuance tames the one ; the other wild,

Like an unpractis'd swimmer plunging still

With too much labour drowns for want of

skill.

So she, deep-dreiiched in a sea of care,

I folds disputation with each thing she views,

And to herself all sorrow doth compare ;

No object but her passion's strength renews ;

And as one shifts, another straight ensues :

Sometime her grief is dumb and hath no words;
Sometime 'lis mad, and too much talk affords.

The little birds that tune their morning's joy

Make her moans mad with their sweet melody.
I'or mirth doth search the bottom of annoy ;

Sad souls are slain in merry company :

Cuief best is pleas'd with griefs society :

True sorrow then is feelingly suflic'd

When with like semblance it is .sympathiz'd.

'Tis double death to drown in ken of shore ;

He ten times pines that pines beholding food ;

To see the salve doth make the wound ache

more ;

Oreatgriefgrievcs most at that would do itgood
;

Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood.

Who, being stopp'd, the boundingbankso'cr-
flows :

(ifief dallied with nor law nor limit knows.

'Von mocking birds,' quoth she, 'your tunes

entomb
Within your hollow-swelling feather'd breasts,

.And in my hearing be you mute and dumb !

(My restless discord loves no stops nor rests ;

A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests :)

Relish your nimble notes to pleasing cars :

Distress like dumps when time is kept with

tears.
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'Come, Philomel, that sing'st of ravishment,

Make thy sad grove in my dishevell'd hair.

As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment.

So I at each sad strain will strain a tear,

And with deep groans the diapason bear

:

For burthen-wise I '11 hum on Tarquin still,

While thou on Tereus descant'st better skill.

' And whilesagainst a thornthou bear'st thy part,

To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I,

To imitate thee well, against my heart

Will fix a sharp knife, to affright mine eye ;

Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die.

These means, as frets upon an instrument.

Shall tune our heartstrings to true languish-

ment,

' And for, poor bird, thou sing'st not in the day,

As shaming any eye should thee behold,

Sitme dark deep desert, seated from the way,
That knows nor parching heat nor freezing cold,

We will find out ; and there we will unfold

To creatures stern sad tunes, to change their

kinds : [mi^<l-^.

'

Since men prove beasts, let beasts beargeinic

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze,

Wildly determining which way to IT)',

Or one encompass'd with a winding maze,

That cannot tread the way out readily ;

So with herself is she in mutiny,

To live or die which of the twain were better.

When life is shauTd, and Death reproach's

debtor.

' Tokill myself,' quoth she, 'alack! whatwereit,

But with my body my poor soul's pollution ?

They that lose half with greater patience bear it

Than they whose vvholeis swallow'd in confusion.

That mother tries a merciless conclusion

Who, having two sweet babes, when death
takes one.

Will slay the other, and be nurse to none.

' My body or my soul, which was the dearer?
When the one pure, the other made divine.

\\'hose love of either to myself was nearer ?

W'lien both were kept for heaven and Collatine.

Ah, me ! the bark peel'd from the lofty pine.

His leaves will wither, and his sap decay ;

So must my soul, her bark being peel'd away.

'Her house is sack'd, her quiet interrupted.

Her mansion batter'd by the enemy ;

Her sacred temple spotted, spoil'd, corrupted.
Grossly engirt with daring infamy:
Then let it not be call'd impiety

If in this blemish'd fort I make some h<-ic

Through which I may convey this trouLied
soul.

' Yet die I will not till my Collatine
Have heard the cause of my untimely death

;

That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine,
Revenge on him that made me stop my breath.

My stained blood to Tarquin I'll bequeath.
Which by him tainted shall for him be spent.

And as his due writ in my testament.

' My honour I '11 bequeath unto the knife

That wounds my body so dishonourecJ.

'Tis honour to deprive dishonour'd life
;

The one will live, the other being dead :

So of shame's ashes shall my fame be bred
;

F'or in my death I m.urtlier shameful scorn :

My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born.

' Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost,

What legacy shali I bequeath to thee ?

My resolution. Love, shall be thy boast.

By whose example thou reveng'd mayst be.

How Tarquin must be used, read it in me :

Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe

;

And, for my sake, serve thou false Tarquin so.

' This brief abridgment of my will I make :

My soul and body to the skies and ground

;

My resolution, husband, do thou take ;

Mine honour be the knife's that makes loy

wound ;

My shame be his that did my fame confound ;

And all my fame that lives disbursed be

To those that live, and think no shame of me.

' Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will ;

How was I overseen that thou shalt see it !

My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill

;

My life's foul deed my life's fair end shall free it.

Faint not, faint heart, but stoullysay, "so beit."

Yield to myhand ; my hand shall conquer thee ;

Thou dead, both die, and bothshall victors be.'

This plot of death when sadly she had laid.

And wip'd the brinish pearl from her bright eyes,

With unt un'd tongue she hoarsely call'd her maid,
Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies ;

For fleet-wing'd duty with thought's feathers

flies.

Poor Lucrece' cheeks unto her maid seem so

As winter meads when sun doth melt their

Her mistress she doth give demure good -morrow,
With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty,
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And sorts a sad look to her lad/s sorrow,

(For why? her face wore sorrow's hver)',)

EiU durst not ask of her audaciously

Why her two suns were cloud-ecUpsed so,

j\or why her fair cheeks over-wash'd with woe.

But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set,

Each fiower moisten'd like a melting eye ;

Even so the maid wiih swelling drops 'gan wet
Her circled eyne, enforc'd by sympathy
Of those f;iir suns, set in her mistress' sky,

Who in a salt-wav'd ocean nuench their light.

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy
night.

A pretty while these pretty creatures stand.

Like ivory conduits coral cisterns filling

:

One justly weeps ; the other lakes in hand
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling :

Their gentle sex to weep are often willing ;

Grieving themselves to guess at others' smarts,

And then they drown then: eyes, or break
their hearts.

For men have marble, women waxen minds,
And therefore are they form'J as marble will ;

The weak oppress'd, the impression of strange

kinds
Is form'd in them by force, by fraud, or skill

:

Then call them not the authors of their ill,

No more than wax shall be accounted evil.

Wherein is stamp'd the semblance of a devil.

Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign
plain.

Lays open all the little worms that creep ;

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep :

Through crystal walls each little mote will peep

:

Though men can cover crimes with bold
Stern looks,

Poor women's faces are llieir own faults'

books.

No man inveigh against the wither'd flower.

But chide rough winter that the flower hath
kill'd !

Nut that devour'd, but that which doth devour
Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild
Poor women's faults that they are so fulfill'd

With men's abuses ! those proud lords, to
blame,

Make weak-made women tenants to their
shame.

The precedent whereof in Lucrece view,
Assaii'd by night with circumstances strong

Of present death, and shame that might ensue

By that her death, to do her husband wrong :

Such danger to resistance did belong,

Tlial dying fear through all her body spread ;

And who cannot abuse a body dead ?

By this, mild Patience bid fair Lucrece speak

To the poor counterfeit of her complaining :

' My girl,' quoth she, *on what occasion break

Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks

are raining?

If thou dost weep for grief of my sustaining.

Know, gentle wench, it small avails my
mood :

If tears could help, mine own would do me
good.

'But tell me, girl, when went'—(and there she

stay'd

Till after a deep groan) 'Tarquin from hence?'
' Madam, ere I was up,' replied the maid,
' The more to blame my sluggard negligence:

Vet with the fault I thus far can dispense ;

Myself was stirring ere the break of day.

And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone a«ay.

' But, lady, if your maid may be so bold.

She would request to know your heaviness.'
' O peace ! ' quoth Lucrece ; ' if it should be

told.

The repetition cannot make it less ;

For more it is than I can well express :

And that deep torture may be call'd a hell,

When more is felt than one hath power to tell.

' Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen

—

Yet save that labour, for I have them here.

What should I say?—One of my husband's men
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear

A letter to my lord, my love, my dear ;

Bid him with speed prepare to carrj- it

:

The cause craves haste, and it will soon be

writ.'

Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write,

First hovering o'er the paper with her quiil

:

Conceit and grief an eager combat fight

;

What wit sets down is blotted straight mth will;

This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill

:

Much like a pi ess of people at a door,

Throng her inventions, which shall be before.

At last she thus begins :—' Thou worthy lord

Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee,

Health to thy person I next vouchsafe to aftord

(If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see)

Some present speed to come and visit aic :
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So I commend me from our house in grief;

My woes are tedious, though my words are
brief.'

Here folds she up the tenor of her woe.
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly.

By this short schedule Collatine may know
Her grief, but not her griefs true quality ;

She dares not thereof make discovery.

Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse,

Ere she with blood had stain'd her stain'd

excuse.

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion

She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her

;

When sighs, and groans, and tears may grace

the fashion

Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her

From that suspicion which the world might
bear her.

To shun this blot, she would not blot the

letter [better.

With words, till action might become them

To see sad sights moves more than hear them
told;

For then the eye interprets to the ear

The heavy motion that it doth beliold,

When every part a part of woe doth bear.

'Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear :

Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow

fords, [words.

And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of

Her letter now is seal'd, and on it writ,
' At Ardea to my lord with more than haste ;

'

The post attends, and she delivers it.

Charging the sour-fac'd groom to hie as fast

As lagging fowls before the northern blast.

Speed more than speed but dull and slow
she deems :

Extremity still urgeth such extremes.

The homely villain court'sies to her low ;

And blushing on her, with a steadfast eye
Receives the scroll, without or yea or no.
And forth with bashful innocence doth hie.

But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie

Imagine every eye beholds their blame ;

For Lucrece thought he blush'd to see her

shame

;

When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defect

Of spirit, life, and bold audacity.

Such harmless creatures have a true respect

To talk in deeds, while others saucily

Promise more speed, but do it leisurely :

Even so, this pattern of the worn-out age
Pawn'd honest looks, but laid no words to gage.

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust.

That two red fires in both their faces blaz'd ;

She thought he blush'd as knowing Tarquin's
lust,

And, blushing with him, wistly on him gaz'd
;

Her earnest eye did make him more amaz'd :

The more she saw the blood his cheeks
replenish, [blemish.

The more she thought he spied in her some

But long she thinl<s till he return again.

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone.
The weary time she cannot entertain.

For now 'tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan :

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan,
That she her plaints a little while doth stay,

Pausing for means to mourn some newer way.

At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece

Of skilful painting, made for Priam's Troy ;

Before the which is drawn the {Xiwer of Greece,

For Helen's rape the city to destroy,

Threat'ning cloud-kissing Ilion with annoy ;

Which the conceited painter drew so proud,

As heaven (itseem'd) to kiss theturrets bow'd.

A thousand lamentable objects there.

In scorn of Nature, Art gave lifeless life :

Many a dry drop seem'd a weeping tear.

Shed for the slaughter'd husband by the wife ;

The red blood reek'd to show the painter's strife;

And dying eyesgleam'd forth their ashy lights.

Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights.

There might you see the labouring pioneer

Begrim'd with sweat, and smeared all with dust;

And firom the towers of Troythere would appear
The very eyes of men through loopholes thrust,

Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust

:

Such sweet observance in this work was had.

That one might see those far-off eyes look sad.

In great commanders grace and majesty

You might behold, triumphing in their faces;

In youth, quick bearing and dexterity ;

And here and there the painter interlaces

Pale cowards, marching on with trembling

paces

;

Which heartless peasants did so well reseniMe,

That one would swear he saw them ijuake

and tremble.

In Ajax and Ulysses, O whnt art

Of physiognomy might one behold I
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The face of either 'cipher'd cither's heart

;

Their face their manners most expressly told :

In Ajax' eyes blunt rage and rigour roll'd ;

But the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent

Show'd deep regard and smiling government.

There pleading might you see grave Ncslor

stand,

As 't were encouraging the Greeks to fight

;

Making such sober action with his hand
That it begull'd attention, charm'd the sight

:

In speech, it seem'd, his beard all silver white

Wagg'd up and down, and from his lips did

^y
. ,, ,

Thin winding breath, which purl d up to the

sky.

About him were a press of gaping faces,

Which seem'd to swallow up his sound advice ;

All jointly listening, but with several graces,

As if some mermaid did their ears entice ;

Some high, some low, the painter was so nice:

The scalps of many, almost hid behind.

To jump up higher seem'd to mock the mind.

Here one man's hand lean'd on another's head,

His nose being shadow'd by his neighbour's

ear

;

Here one being throng'd bears back, all boll'n

and red

;

Another smother'd seems to pelt and swear
;

And in their rage such signs of rage they bear,

As, but for loss of Nestor's golden words.
It seem'd they would debate with angry

swords.

For much imaginary work was there ;

Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind,

That for Achilles' image stood his spear,

Grip'd in an armed hand ; himself, behind.

Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind :

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head.

Stood for the whole to be imagined.

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy
When their brave hope, bold Hector, march'd

to field.

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy
To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield;

And to their hope they such odd action yield.

That through their light joy seemed toajjpear

(Like bright things stain'd) a kind of heavy
fear.

And, from the strond of Dardan where they

fought.

To Simois' reedy banks, the red blood ran,

Whose waves to imitate the battle sought
With swelling ridges ; and their ranks began
To break upon the galled shore, and than

Retire again, till meeting greater ranks
They join, and shoot their foam at Simois'

banks.

To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come,
To find a face where all distress is stell'd.

Many she sees where cares have carved some,
But none where all distress and dolour dwell'd,

Till she despairing Hecuba beheld,

Staring on Priam's wounds with her old eyes,

Which bleeding under Pyrrhus' proud foot

lies.

In her the painter had anatomiz'd

Time's ruin, beauty's wrack, and grim care's

reign ;

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were dis-

guis'd ;

Of what she was no semblance did remain :

Her blue blood, chang'd to black in every vein.

Wanting the spring that those shrunk pii)cs

had fed,

Show'd life imprison'd in a body dead.

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes.

And shapes her sorrow to the beldame's woes,

Who nothing wants to answer her but cries.

And bitter words to ban her cruel foes :

The painter was no god to lend her those ;

And therefore Lucrece swears he did her

wrong.
To give her so much grief, and not a tongue.

' Poor instrument,' quoth she, ' without a sound,

I '11 tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue :

And drop sweet balm in Priam's painted wound,
And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong,
And with my tears quench Troy that burns so

long ;

And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes

Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies.

'Show me the strumpet that began this stir.

That with my nails her beauty I may tear.

Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur

This load of wrath that burning Troy doth

bear;

Thy eye kindled the fire that burnelh here :

And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye.

The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter,

die.

' Why should the private pleasure of some one

Become the public plague of many mo ?
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Let sin, alone committed, light alone
Upon his head that halh transgressed so.

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe :

For one's offence why should so many fall,

To plague a private sin in general ?

' Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies,

Here manly Hector faints, here Troilus

swounds

;

Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies,

And friend to friend gives unadvised wounds.
And one man's lust these many lives confounds

:

Had doting Priam check'd his son's desire,

Troy had been bright with fame, and not

with fire.

Here feelingly she weeps Troy's painted woes

:

For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell.

Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes

;

Then little strength rings out the doleful knell:

So Lucrece set a-work sad tales doth tell

To pencill'd pensiveness and colcjur'd sorrow

;

She lends them words, and she their looks

doth borrow.

She throws her eyes about the painting round.

And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament

:

At last she sees a wretched image bound.
That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent

;

His face, though full of cares, yet show'd content

:

Onward to Troy with the blunt swains hegoes,
So mild that Patience seem'd to scorn his woes.

In him the painter labour'd with his skill

To hide deceit, and give the harmless show
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still,

A brow unbent, that seem'd to welcome woe
;

Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so

That blushing red no guilty instance gave.

Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have.

But, like a constant and confirmed devil,

He entertain'd a show so seeming just,

And therein so ensconc'd his secret evil,

That jealousy itself could not mistrust

False-creeping craft and perjury should thrust

Into so bright a day such black-fac'd storms,

Or blot with hell -born sin such saint-like forms.

The well-skill'd workman this mild image drew
For perjur'd Sinon, whose enchanting story

The credulous old Priam after slew ; [glory

Whose words, like wildfire, burnt the shining

Of rich-built Ilion, that the skies were sorry.

And little stars shot from their fixed places.

When their glass fell wherein they view'd

their faces.

This picture she advisedly perus'd,

And chid the painter for his wondrous skill

;

Saying, some shape in Sinon's was abus'd,

So fair a form lodg'd not a mind so ill

;

And still on him she gaz'd, and gazing still.

Such signs of truth in his plain face she spied,

That she concludes the picture was belied.

'It cannot be,' quoth she, 'thatso much guile'

—

(She would have said) ' can lurk in such a look ;'

But Tarquin's shape came in her mind the

while,

And from her tongue ' can lurk ' from ' cannot

'

took ;

' It cannot be ' she in that sense forsook.

And turn'd it thus : ' It cannot be, I fiud,

But such a face should bear a wicked mind :

' For even as subtle Sinon here is painted,

So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild,

(As if with grief or travail he had fainted,)

To me came Tarquin armed ; so beguil'd

With outward honesty, but yet defil'd

With inward vice : as Priam him did cherish.

So did I Tarquin ; so my Troy did perish.

' Look, look, how listening Priam wets his eyes,

To see those borrow'd tears that Sinon sheds.

Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wise ?

For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds ;

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds ;

Those round clear pearls of his that move thy

pity

Are balls of quenchless fire to burn thy city.

' Such devils steal effects from lightless hell

;

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold.

And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell

;

These contraries such unity do hold

Only to flatter fools, and make them bold ;

So Priam's trust false Sinon's tears doth

flatter,

That he finds means to burn his Troy with

water.'

Here, all enrag'd, such passion her assails.

That patience is quite beaten from her breast.

She tears the senseless Sinon with her nails.

Comparing him to that unhappy guest

Whose deed halh made herself herself detest ;

At last she smilingly with this gives o'er ;

' Fool ! fool !
' quoth she, ' his wounds will

not be sore.'

Thus ebbs and flows the current of l.cr sorrow,

And time doth weary time with her complaia-

ing.
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She looks for night, and then she longs for

morrow,
And both she thinks too long with her remain-

ing :

Short time seems long in sorrow's sharp sustain-

ing.

Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps ;

And they that watch see time how slow it

creeps.

Wliich all this time hathoverslipp'd her thought.

That she with painted images hath spent

;

Being from the feeling of her own grief brought
By deep surmise of others' detriment

;

Losing her woes in shows of discontent.

It easelh some, though none it ever cur'd.

To think their dolour others have endur'd.

B-it now the mindful messenger, come back.
Brings home his lord and other company

;

Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black

;

And round about her tear-distained eye
Blue circles stream'd, like rainbows in the sky.

These water-galls in her dim element
Foretell new storms to those already spent.

WTiich when her sad-beholding husband saw,
Amazedly in her sad face he stares :

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look'd red and
raw,

Her lively colour kill'd with deadly cares.

He hath no power to ask her how she fares,

But stood like old acquaintance in a trance,

Met far from home, wondering each other's

chance.

At last he takes her by the bloodless hand,
And thus begins : 'What uncouth ill event
Hath thee befallen, that thou dost trembling

stand ?

Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair colour
spent?

Why art thou thus attir'd in discontent ?

Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaviness,
And tell thy grief, that we may give redress.'

Ihree times with sighs she gives her sorrow
fire.

Ere once she can discharge one word of woe :

At length address'd to answer his desire.
She modestly prepares to let them know
Her honour is ta'en prisoner by the foe ;

While Collatine and his consorted lords
With sad attention long to hear her words.

And now this pale swan in her watery nest
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending

:

' Few words,' quoth she, ' shall fit the trespass

best,

Where no excuse can give the fault amending :

In me more woes than words are now depend-
ing ; [long,

And my laments would be drawn out too

To tell them all with one poor tired tongue.

' Then be this all the task it hath to say :

—

Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed

A stranger came, and on that pillow lay

Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head;

And what wrong else may be imagined
By foul enforcement might be done to me.
From that, alas ! thy Lucrece is not free.

' For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight,

With shining falchion in my chamber came
A creeping creature, with a flaming light.

And softly cried. Awake, thou Roman dame.
And entertain my love ; else lasting shame
On thee and thine this night I will inflict,

If thou my love's desire do contradict.

'Forsomehard-favour'dgroomofthine,quoth he,

Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will,

I '11 murder straight,and then I '11 slaughter thee,

And swear I found you where you did fulfil

The loathsome act of lust, and so did kill

The lechers in their deed : this act will be

My fame, and thy perpetual infamy.

' With this I did begin to start and cry.

And then against my heart he set his sword,
Swearing, unless I took all patiently,

I should not live to speak another word :

So should my shame still rest upon record.

And never be forgot in mighty Rome
The adulterate death of Lucrece and lier

groom.

' Mine enemy was stroncf, my poor self weak,
And far the weaker with so strong a fear :

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak ;

No rightful plea might plead for justice there :

His scarlet lust came evidence to swear
That my poor l^eauty had purloin'd his eyes.

And when thejudge is robb'd,the prisoner dies.

' O teach me how to make mine own excuse !

Or, at the least, this refuge let me find ;

Though my gross blood be stain'd with this

abuse,

Immaculate and spotless is my mind ;

That was not forc'd ; that never was inclin'd

To accessary yieldings, but still pure

Doth in her poison'd closet yet endure.'
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Lo here, the hopeless merchant of this loss.

With head dedm'd, and voice damm'd up with
woe,

With sad-set eyes, and wretched arms across,

I'rom lips new-waxen pale begins to blow
The grief away that stops his answer so :

But wretched as he is he strives in vain ;

What he breathes out his breath drinks up
again.

As through an arch the violent roaring tide

Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste ;

\'et in the eddy boundeth in his pride

liack to the strait that forc'd him on so fast
;

In rage sent out, recall'd in rage, being past

:

Even so he sighs, his sorrow s make a saw,
To push grief on, and back the same grief

draw.

Which speechless woe ofliis poor she attendeth,
And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh :

' Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth
Another power ; no flood by raining slaketh.

My woe too sensible thy passion maketh
More feeling-painful : let it then suffice

To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes.

' And for my sake, when I might charm thee so,

For she that was thy Lucrece,—nowattend me;
Be suddenly revenged on my foe, [fend me
Thine, mine, his own ; suppose thou dost de-
From what is past : the help that thou shalt

lend me
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ;

For sparing justice feeds iniquity.

•But ere I name him, you, fair lords,' quoth
she,

(Speaking to those that came with CoUatine)
'Shall plight your honourable faiths to me,
With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of mine ;

For 'tis a meritorious fair design
To chase injustice with revengeful arms :

Knights, by their oaths, should right poor
ladies' harms.'

At this request, with noble disposition

Each present lord began to promise aid.

As bound in knighthood to her imposition,
Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray'd.
But she, that yet her sad task hath not said.

The protestation stops. ' O speak,' quoth
she, [me ?

' How may this forced stain be wip'd from

' WTiat is the quality of mine offence,

Being constrain'd with dreadful circumstance ?

May my pure mind with the foul act dispense,
My low-dechned honour to advance ?

May any terms acquit me from this chance ?

The poison'd fountain clears itself again ;

And why not I from this compelled stain.?*

With this, they all at once began to say,

Her body's stain her mind untainted clears ;

While with a joyless snii!e she turns away
The face, that map which deep impression bears
Of hard misfortune, carv"d in it with tears.

' No, no,' quoth she, ' no dame, hereafter

living.

By my excuse shall claim excuse's giving.'

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break.

She throws forth Tarquin's name : ' He, he,'

she says, [speak ;

But more than ' he ' her poor tongue could not

Till after many accents and delays,

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays.

She utters this : ' He, he, fair lords, 'tis he,

That guides this hand to give this wound to

me.'

Even here she sheathed in her harmless brcnst

A harmful knife, lliat thence her soul un-

sheath'd

:

That blow did bail it from the deep unrest

Of that polluted prison where it breath'd :

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeath'd

Her winged sprite, and through her wounds
doth fly

Life's lasting date from cancell'd destiny.

Stone-still, astonish'd with this deadly deed,

Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew ;

Till Lucrece' father that beholds her bleed,

Flimself on her self-slaughter'd body threw ;

And from the purple fountain Brutus drew
The murderous knife, and as it left the place,

Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chase
;

And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide

In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood

Circles her body in on every side.

Who like a late-sack'd island vastly stood

Bare and unpeopled, in this fearful flood.

Some of her blood still pure and red rcmaiu'd,

And some look'd black, and that false Tar-

quin stain'd.

About the mourning and congealed face

Of that black blood a watery rigol goes.

Which seems to weep upon the tainted pbcc :

And ever since, as pitying Lucrece' woes,

Corrupted blood some watery token shows ;
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And blood untainted still doth red abide,

Blushing at that which is so putrefied.

' Daughter, dear daughter,' old Lucretius cries,

• That life was mine which thou hast here de-

priv'd.

If in the child the father's image lies,

Wiiere shall I live now Lucrece is unliv'd ?

Thou wast not to this end from me deriv'd.

If children predecease progenitors.

We are their offspring, and they none of ours.

*Poor broken glass, I often did behold

In thy sweet semblance my old age new born ;

But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old,

Shows me a barebon'd death by time outworn;

O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn !

And shiver'd all the beauty of my glass.

That I no more can see what once I was.

*0 time, cease thou thy course, and last no
longer,

I^ they surcease to be that should survive.

Siiall rotten death make conquest of the stronger,

And leave the faltering feeble souls alive?

The old bees die, the young possess their hive :

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again, and see

Thy father die, and not thy father thee !

'

By this starts Collatine as from a dream,
And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place

;

And then in key-cold Lucrece' bleeding stream
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face,

And counterfeits to die with her a space ;

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath.

And live, to be revenged on her death.

The deep vexation of his inward soul

I lath serv'd a dumb arrest upon his tongue ;

Who, mad that sorrow should his use control.

Or keep him from heart-easing words so long,

Begins to talk ; but through his lips do throng
Weak w-ords, so thick come, in his poor

heart's aid.

That no man could distinguish what he said.

Yet sometime Tarquin was pronounced plain,

But through his teeth, as if the name he tore.

This windy tempest, till it blow up rain,

Held back his sorrow's tide, to make it more

;

At last it rains, and busy winds give o'er :

Then son and father weep with equal strife.

Who should weep most for daughter or for

wife.

The one doth call her his, the other his.

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay,

The father says, 'She's mine,' ' O, mine she

is,'

Replies her husband : ' do not take away
My sorrow's interest ; let no mourner say

He weeps for her, for she was only mine,
And only must be wail'd by Collatine.'

' O,' quoth Lucretius, ' I did give that life

Which she too early and too late hath spilTd.'

' Woe, woe,' quoth Collatine, ' she was my
wife,

I ow'd her, and 'tis mine that she hath kilTd.'
' My daughter !

' and ' My wife !
' with clamours

fiU'd

The dispers'd air, who, holding Lucrece' life,

Answer'd their cries, ' My daughter !
' and

' My wife !

'

Brutus, who pluck'd the knife from Lucrece'

side.

Seeing such emulation in their woe,
Began to clothe his wit in state and pride.

Burying in Lucrece' wound his folly's show.

He with the Romans was esteemed so

As silly jeering idiots are with kings,

For sportive words, and uttering foolish

things.

But now he throws that shallow habit by,

Wherein deep policy did him disguise ;

And arm'd his long-hid wits advisedly,

To check the tears in Collatinus' eyes.

'Thou wronged lord of Rome,' quoth he,
' arise ;

Let my unsounded self, suppos'd a fool,

N^5w set thy long-experienc'd wit to school.

' Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe ?

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous

deeds ?

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow,

For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds?

Such childish humour from weak minds pro-

ceeds :

Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so,

To slay herself, that should have slain her

foe.

' Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart

In such relenting dew of lamentations.

But kneel with me, and help to bear thy part,

To rouse our Roman gods with invocations,

That they will suffer these abominations,

(Since Rome herself in them doth stand dis-

grac'd,)

By our strong arms from forth her fair streets

chas'd.
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' Now by the Capitol that we adore,

And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain'd,

By heaven's fair sun that breeds the fat earth's

store,

By all our country rights in Rome maintain'd,

And by chaste Lucrece'soul that late complain'd
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife,

We will revenge the death of this true wife.'

This said, he struck his hand upon his breast,

And kiss'd the fatal knife to end his vow ;

And to his protestation urg'd the rest,

\Mio, wondering at him, did his words allow ;

Then jointly to the ground their knees they bow

;

And that deepvow which Brutus made before,

He doth again repeat, and that they swore.

When they had sworn to this advised doom.
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence

;

To show her bleeding body thorough Rome,
And so to publish Tarquin's foul offence :

Which being done with speedy diligence,

The Romans plausibly did give consent

To Tarquin's eveidasting bauishmen'
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From fairest creatures we desire incrcnse,

Tliiil thereby beauty's rose might never die,

Iv.ii as the riper should by time decrease,

His tender heir might bear his memory :

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,

P'eed'st I hy light's flame with self-substantial fuel.

Making a famine where abundance lies,

Thyseil thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.

Tiimi that art now the world's fresh ornament.
And only herald to the gaudy spring,

Within tiiine own bud buriest thy content,
And, tender churl, mak'st waste in niggarding.
Pity the world, or else this glutton be,

To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee.

Wiien forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field,

Tliy youth's proud livery, so gaz'd on now,
Will be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held :

Then being ask'd where all thy beauty lies,

Wiicre all the treasure of thy lusty days ;

To say, within thine own deep sunken eyes.
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserv'd thy beauty's use,
If thou couldst answer— ' This fair child ofmine
Siiall sum my count, and make my old ex-

cuse
—

'

Proving his beauty by succession thine !

This were to be new-made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it

cold.

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest.

Now is the time that face should form another

;

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewcst,

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some
mother.

For where is she so fair whose unear'd womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry.?

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb
Of his self-love, to stop posterity?

Thou art thy mother's glass, and she in thee

Calls back the lovely April of her prime :

So thou through windows of thine age shalt

see,

Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remember'd not to be.

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thyself thy beauty's legacy ?

Nature's bequest gives nothing, but doth lend,

And, being frank, she lends to those are free.

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse

The bounteous largess given thee to give ?

Profitless usurer, why dost thou use

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live ?

P'or having traffic with thyself alone.

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.

Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone.

What acceptable audit canst thou leave ?

The unus'd beauty must be tomb'd with thee,

Which, used, lives th' executor to be.
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Those liour5 that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,

Will play the tyrants to the very same.
And that unfair which fairly doth excel

;

For never-resting time leads summer on
To hideous winter, and confounds him there ;

Sap check'd with frost, and lusty leaves quite

gone.
Beauty o'ersnow'a, and bareness everywhere :

Then, were not summer's distillation left,

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty's eftect with beauty were bereft,

Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was.
But flowers distiii'd, though diey with winter

meet, [sweet.

Leese but their show ; their substance still lives

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill'd :

Make sweet some phial ; treasure thou sou:e

place

With beauty's treasure, ere it be self-kill'd.

That use is not forbidden usury.

Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That 's for thyself to breed another thee.

Or ten times happier, be it ten for one ;

Ten times thyself were happier than thou art,

If ten of thine ten times refigur'd thee :

Then what could Death do if thou shouldst

dejDart,

Leaving thee living in posterity ?

Be not self-will'd, for thou art much too fair

To be Death's conquest and make woiuis ihine

heir.

Lo, in the orient when the gracious light

Lifts up his burning head, each under eye
Dolh homage to his new-appearing sight,

Serving with looks his sacred majesty ;

And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly hill,

Resembling strong youth in his middle age,

Vet mortal looks adore his beauty still,

Attending on his golden pilgrimage ;

But when from high-most pitch, with weary car,

Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,
The eyes, 'fore duteous, now converted are

P'rom his low tract, and look another wa} :

So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon,
Unlook'd on diest, unless tiiou get a soii.

Music to hear, whv hear'st thou music saaly?

Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy,

Why lov'st thou that which thou receiv'si not
gladly?

Or else receiv'st with pleasure thine annoy?
If the true concord of well-tuned sounds
By unions married, do offend thine ear.

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.

Mark how one string, sweet husband to another.

Strikes each in each by mutual ordering
;

Resembling sire and child and happy mother,
\M:o, all in one, one pleasing note do sing

:

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming
one,

Sings this to thee, ' thou single wilt prove none.*

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye
That thou consum'st thyself in single life?

Ah ! if thou issueless shalt hap to die.

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife:

The world will be thy widow, and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,

When every private widow well may keep,

By children's eyes, her husband's shape in mird.

Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spt id
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys u;
But beauty's waste hath in the world an end.

And kept unus'd, the user 50 destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits.

That on himself such murderous shame com-
mits.

For sharrve ! deny that thou hear'st love to any.
Who for thyself art so unprovident.
Grant if thou wilt thou art belov'd of many.
But that thou none lov'st is most evident ;

For thou art so possess'd with murderous hate.

That 'gainst thyself thou stick'st not to conspire.

Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate.

Which to repair should be thy chief desire.

O change thy thought, that I may change my
mind !

Shall hate be fairer lodg**! than gentle love ?

Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind.

Or to thyself, at least, kind-hearted prove ;

Mal-:e thee another self, for love of me.
That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou grow",t

In one of thine, from that which thou departest ;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou

bestow'st, [convertest.

Thou mayst call thine, when thou from youth

Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase :

Without this folly, age, and cold decay.
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If all were minded so the times should cease,

And threescore years would make the world
away.

Lei those whom Nature hath not made for store,

] larsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perish :

Look whom she best endow'd, she gave the

more ; [cherisli ;

Wliich bounteous gift thou shouldsi in bounty
She carv'd thee for her seal, and meant thereby

Thou shouldst print more, nor lei that copy
die.

When I do count the clock that tells the time.

And see the brave day sunk in hideous nighi ;

When I behold the violet past prime,

Aiid sable curls, all silver'd o'er with white ;

AVhcn lofty trees I see barren of leaves.

Which erst from heat did canopy the herd.

And summer's green all girded up in sheaves,

Lome on the bier with white and bristly beard ;

Then of thy beauty do I question make,
That thou among the wastes of time must go.

Since sweets and beauties do themselvesforsake.
And die as fast as they see others grow ;

And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe can make
defence [hence.

Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee

O that you were yourself: but, love, you are
No longer yours than you yourself here live :

Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some other give.

So should that beauty which you hold in lease

Find no determination : then you were
\'()urself again, after yourselfs decease,
When your sweet issue your sweet form should

bear.

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Wliich husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter's day.
And barren rage of death's eternal cold?
O! none but unthrifts:—Dear my love, you

know
You had a father ; let your son say so.

Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck ;

And yet metliinks I have astronomy,
But not to tell of good or evil luck.
Of plagues, of dearths, or season's quality

:

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,

Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind,
Or say with princes if ii shall go well,

Ly ofi predict that 1 in heaven find :

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive.

And (constant stars) in them I read such ;i.t,

As truth and beauty shall together thrive,

If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert

:

Or else of thee this I prognosticate.

Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and dale.

^^^^en I consider every thing that grows
Holds in perfection but a little moment.
That thishuge state presenteth nought but shows
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment

;

When I perceive that men as plants increase.

Cheered and check'd even by the self-same sky

;

V^aunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,

And wear their brave state out of memory ;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,

Where wasteful time debatelh with decay.

To change your day of youth to sullied night

;

And, all in war with Time, for love of you.

As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time?
And fortify yourself in your decay

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?
Now stand you on the top of happy hours ;

And many maiden gardens, yet unset,

With virtuous wish would bear your living

flowers.

Much liker than your painted counterfeit

:

So should the lines of hfe that life repair.

Which this. Time's pencil, or my pupil pen.

Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair,

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.

To give away yourself keeps yourself still ;

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet

skill.

Who will believe my verse in time to come,
If it were fdl'd with your most high deserts?

Though yet. Heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Whicli hides your life, and shows not half your

parts.

If I could write the beauty of your eyes.

And in fresh numbers number all your graces,

The age to come would say, this poet lies,

Such heavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly

faces.

So should my papers, yellow'd with their age.

Be scorn'd, like old men of less trutli thaa

tongue

;

And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage,

And stretched metre of an antique song

:
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But were some child of yours alive that time,

You should live twice ;—in it, and in my
rhyme.

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day ?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate :

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date :

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimnvd
;

And every fair from fair sometime declines.

By chance, or nature's changing course, un-
trimm'd ;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his

shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou growest

;

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see.

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion's paws.
And make the earth devour her own sweet

brood ;

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger's jaws,
And burn the long-liv'd phoenix in her blood

;

Make glad and sorry seasons, as thou fleets.

And do whate'er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To the wide world, and all her fading sweets ;

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime :

O carve not with thy hours my love's fair brow,
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique per:

;

Him in thy course untainted do allow,
For beauty's pattern to succeeding men.
Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy wrong,
My love shall in my verse ever live young.

A woman's face, with nature's own hand painted,
Ilast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change, as is false woman's

fashion
; [rolling,

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth
;

A man in hue, all hues in his controlling,
Which steals men's eyes, and women's souls

amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created ;

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated.
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she prick'd thee out for women's

pleasure, [treasure.
J.I.nj be thy love, and thy love's use their

So is it not with me as with that muse,
Slirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse ;

Who heaven itself for ornament doth use,
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse

;

Making a couplement of proud compare,
With sun and moon, wiih earth and sea's rich

gems, [rare
With April's first-born flowers, and all things
That heaven's air in this huge rondure hems.
O let me, true in love, but truly write,

And then believe me, my love is as fair

As any mother's child, though not so bright
As those gold candles fix'd in heaven's air :

Let them say more that like of hearsay well

;

I will not praise, that purpose not to sell.

My glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date ;

But when in thee time's furrows I behold,
Then look I death my days should expiate.

For all that beauty that doth cover thee
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me

;

How can I then be elder than thou art?
O therefore, love, be of thyself so wary,
As I not for myself but for thee will

;

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain ;

Thou gav'st me thine, not to give back again.

As an unperfect actor on the stage.

Who with his fear is put besides his part.

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,

Whose strength's abundance weakens his own
heart

;

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

The perfect ceremony of love's rile,

And in mine own love's strength seem to decay,
O'ercharg'd with burthen of mine own love's

might.

O let my books be, then, the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast

;

Who plead for love, and look for recompense
More than that tongue that more hath more

express'd.

O learn to read what silent love hath writ

:

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.

Mine eye hath play'd the painter, and hath

stell'd

Thy beauty's form in table of my heart ;

Z R
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My body is the frame wherein 'lis held,

And perspective it is best painter's art.

Kor through the painter must you see his skill,

To find where your true image pictur'd lies,

Which in my bosom's shop is hanging stiil,

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have

done :

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for

me [sun

Are windows to my breast, where-through the

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee ;

Vet eyes this cunning want to grace their art.

They diaw but what they see, know not the

heart.

Let those who are in favour with their stars.

Of public honour and proud titles boast,

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

Unlook'd for joy in that I honour most.

(Ireat princes' favourites their fair leaves spread

But as the marigold at the sun's eye ;

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foil'd.

Is from the book of honour razed quite.

And all the rest forgot for which he toii'd :

Then happy I, that love and am belov'd

Where 1 may not remove, nor be remov'd.

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage

Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,

To thee I send this written embassage,
To witness duty, not to show my wit.

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine
May make seem bare, in wanting words to

show it ;

But that I hope some good conceit of thine

In thy soul's thought, all naked, will bestow it:

Till whatsoever star that guides by moving.
Points on me graciously with fair aspect.

And puts apparel on my tatter'd loving,

To show me worthy of thy sweet respect

:

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee.

Till then, not show my head where thou mayst
prove me.

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,
The dear repose for limbs with travel tir'd

;

But then begins a journey in my head.
To work my mind, when body's work 's expir'd :

For tiien my thoughts (from far where I abide)
Ijiiend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids op>en wide.
Looking on darkness which the blind do see :

Save that my soul's imaginary sight

Presents thy shadow lo my sightless view.

Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,

Makes black night beauteous, and her old face

new.
Lo, thus, by day my limbs, by night my mina
For thee, and for myself, no quiet find.

How can I then return in happy plight.

That am debarr'd the benefit of rest ?

When day's oppression is not eas'd by night.

But day by night and night by day oppress'd ?

And each, though enemies to either's reign.

Do in consent shake hands to torture me.
The one by toil, the other to complain
Mow far I toil, still farther off from thee.

I tell the day, to please him, thou art bright.

And dost him grace when clouds do blot the

heaven :

So flatter I the swart-complexion 'd night ;

When sparkling stars twire not, thou gild'st

the even.

But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer.

And night doth nightly make griefs strength

seem stronger.

When in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state, [eric;.

And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless

And look upon myself, and curse my fate.

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,

Featur'd like him, like him with friends pcs-

sess'd,

Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope.

With what I most enjoy contented least ;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,

Haply I think on thee,—and then my state

( Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate;

For thy sweet love remcmber'd such wealth

brings.

That then I scorn to change my slate with

kings.

WHien to the sessions ot sweet silent thought

I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,

And with old woes new wail my dear times'

waste

:

Then can I drown an eye, unus'd to flow,

For precious friends hid in death's dateless

night,
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And vveepafresh love's long-since cancell'd woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanish'd

sight.

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,

And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er

The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,

All losses are restor'd, and sorrows end.

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

Which I by lacking have supposed dead ;

And there reigns love and all love's loving parts,

And all those friends which I thought buried.

How many a holy and obsequious tear

Ilath dear religious love stolen from mine eye,

As interest of thi; dead, which now appear
But things remov'd, that hidden in thee lie !

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone.

Who all their parts of me to thee did give
;

That due of many now is thine alone :

Their images I lov'd I view in thee.

And thou (all they) hast all the all of me.

If thou survive my well-contented day,

When that churl Death my bones with dust

shall cover.

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey

These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,

Compare them with the bettering of the time;

And though they be outstripp'd by everj' pen,

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
O then vouchsafe me but this loving thought !

* Had my friends muse grown with this grow-
•ing age,

A dearer birth than this his love had brought,

To march in ranks of better equipage :

But since he died, and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I '11 read, his for his love.'

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green.

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchymy ;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace :

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all triumphant splendour on my brow ;

B:it out ! alack ! he was but one hour mine,
I'he region cloud hath mask'd him from me now.

Yet him for this my love no whit disdainelh
;

Suns of the world may stain, when heaven's
sun staineth.

^Vhy didst thou promise such a beauteous day,
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?
'Tis not enough that through the cloud thou

break,

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,

For no man well of such a salve can speak.
That heals the wound, and cures not the dis-

grace :

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief;

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss

:

The offender's sorrow lends but weak relief

To him that bears the strong offence's cross,

Ah ! but those tears are pearl which thy love
sheds.

And they are rich, and ransom all ill deeds.

No more be griev'd at that which thou hast

done

:

Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud ;

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.
All men make faults, and even I in this,

Authorising thy trespass with compare.
Myself corrupliug, salving thy amiss.

Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are :

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense,

(Thy adverse party is thy advocate,)

And 'gainst myself a lawful plea commence :

Such civil war is in my love and hate,

That I an accessary needs must be
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from

me.

Let me confess that we two must be twain.

Although our undivided loves are one :

So shall those blots that do with me remain,

Without thy help, by me be borne alone.

In our two loves there is but one respect.

Though in our lives a separable spite,

Which though it alter not love's sole effect,

Yet doth it steal sweet liours from love's

delight.

I may not evermore acknowledge thee.

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame

;

Nor thou with public kindness honour me.

Unless thou take that honour from thy name

:

But do not so ; I love thee in such sort.

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.
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As a decrepit falher takes delight

To see his active child do deeds of youth,

So I, made lame by fortune's dearest spite,

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth
;

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,

Or any of these all, or all, or more,
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit,

I make my love engrafted to this store :

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despis'd,

Whilst that this shadow dost such substance give,

That I in thy abundance am suffic'd.

And by a part of all thy glory live.

Look what is best, that best I wish in thee ;

This wish I have ; then ten times happy me !

XXXVIII.

Mow can my muse want subject to invent,

While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my
verse

Thine own sweet argument, too excellent

For every vulgar paper to rehearse ?

O, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight

;

For who's so dumb that cannot write to thee,

When thou thyself dost give invention light?

Be thou the tenth muse, ten times more in

worth
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate

;

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth

Eternal numbers to outlive long date. [days,
If my slight muse do please these curious
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the

praise.

O, how thy worth with manners may I sing.

When thou art all the better part of me ?

What can mine own praise to mine own self

bring ?

And what is 't but mine own, when I praise thee?
Even for this let us divided live.

And our dear love lose name of single one,
That by this separation I may give
That due to thee, which thou deserv'st alone.
O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave
To entertain the time with thoughts of love,

(Which time and thoughts so sweetly dolh
deceive,)

And that thou teachest how to make one twain,
By praising him here, who doth hence remain !

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all
;

What hast thou then more than thou hadst
before ?

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call;

All mine was thine, before thou hadst this more.
Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest ;

But yet be blam'd, if thou thyself deceivest
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief.

Although thou steal thee all my poverty
;

And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief

To bear love's wrong, than hate's known in-

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows.
Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes.

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits
When I am sometime absent from thy heart,

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits,

For still temptation follows where thou art.

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won.
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assail'd

;

And when a woman wooes, what woman's son
Will sourly leave her till she have prevail'd ?

Ah me ! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear,

And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth.
Who lead thee in their riot even there

Where thou art forc'd to break a tv.'ofold truth;

Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,

Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief.

And yet it may be said I lov'd her dearly ;

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.

Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye :

—

Thou dost love her, because thou knew'st I

love her

;

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.

If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain,

And, losing her, my friend hath found that loss

Both find each other, and I lose both twain,

And both for my sake lay on me this cross :

But here 's the joy ; my friend and I are one;
Sweet flattery ! then she loves but me alone.

When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see,

For all the day they view things unrespecled ;

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee.

And, darkly bright, are bright in dark directed;

Then thou whose shadow shadows doth make
bright.

How would thy shadow's form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light,

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so 1
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How would (I say) mine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in the living day,

When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade

Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth

stay?

All days are nights to see, till I see thee,

And nights, bright days, when dreams do
show thee me.

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,

Injurious distance should not stop my way ;

For then, despite of space, I would be brought

From limits far remote, where thou dost stay.

No matter then, although my foot did stand

Upon the farthest earth remov'd from thee.

For nimble thought can jump both seaand land.

As soon as think the place where he would be.

But ah ! thought kills me, that I am not thought.

To leap large lengths of miles when thou art

gone,

But that, so much of earth and water wrought,

I must attend time's leisure with my moan ;

Receiving nought by elements so slow

But heavy tears, badges of either's woe :

The other two, slight air and purging fire.

Are both with thee, wherever I abide
;

The first my thought, the other my desire.

These present-absent with swift motion slide.

For when these quicker elements are gone
In tender embassy cf love to thee,

My life, being made of four, with two alone

Sinks down to death, oppress'd with melan-
choly

;

Until life's composition be recur'd

By those swift messengers return'd from thee.

Who even but now come back again, assur'd

Of thy fair health, recounting it to nie :

This told, I joy ; but then no longer glad,

I send them back again, and straight grow sad.

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war,
How to divide the conquest of thy sight

;

Mine eye my heart thy picture's sight would
bar.

My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie,

(A closet never pierc'd with crystal eyes,)

But the defendant doth that plea deny.
And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To 'cide this title is impannelled
« A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart ;

And by their verdict is determined [part :

The clear eye's moiety, and the dear heart's

As thus ; mine eye's due is thine outward part,

Andmy heart's right thine inward love of heart.

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took.

And each doth good turns now unto the other:

When that mine eye is faraish'd for a look,

Or heart in love with sighs himself dolh smother,

With my love's picture then my eye dolh feast,

And to the painted banquet bids my heart
;

Another time mine eye is my heart's guest,

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part

:

So, either by thy picture or my love.

Thyself away art present still with me ;

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst

move.
And I am still with them, and they with tl.ee ;

Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight

Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight.

How careful was I when I took my way,
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust.

That, to my use, it might unused stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust!

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are.

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief.

Thou, best of dearest, and mine only care.

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not lock'd up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast,

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and
part

;

And even thence thou wilt be stolen I fear,

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

Against that time, it ever that time come.

When I shall see thee frown on my defects,

Whenas thy love hath cast his utmost sinn,

Call'd to that audit by advis'd respects ;

Against that time, wheii thou shalt strangely

pass.

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye,

When love, converted from the thing it was,

Shall reasons find of settled gravity
;

Against that time do I ensconce me here

Within the knowledge of mine own desert,

And this my hand against myself uprear.

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part

:

To leave poormelhou hast the strengthof laws,

Since, why to love, I can allege no cause.

How heavy do I journey on the way,

When what I seek—my weary travel's end

—
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Doth leach that ease and that repose to say,

•Thus far the miles are measur'd from thy

friend !

'

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me,
As if by some instinct the wretch did know
His rider lov'd not speed, being made from

thee

:

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide,

Which heavily he answers with a groan.

More sharp to me than spurring to his side ;

For that same groan doth put ihis in mv mind,
]\Iy grief lies onward, and my joy bolimd.

Thus can my love excuse the slow ofTence

Of my dull bearer, when from thee I speed :

From where thou art why should I haste me
thence ?

Till I return, of posling is no need.

O what excuse will my poor beast then find,

Wlien swift extremity can seem b\it s]mw?
Then should I spur, though mounted on the

wind ;

In wingeri speed no motion shall I know

:

Then can no horse wilh my desire keep pace ;

Tlierefore desire, of perfect'st love being made,
Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery race ;

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade ;

Since from thee going he went wilful slow,

Towards thee I '11 run, and give him leave to

go.

So am I as the rich, whose blessed Icey

Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure,

The which he will not every hour survey,
For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,

Since seldom coming, in the long year set.

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,

Or captain jewels in the carcanet.

So is the time tliat keeps you, as my chest,

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,
To make some special instant special -blest,

ISy new unfolding his imprison'd pride.

r.lessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope,

Being had, to triumph, being lack'd, to hope.

What is your substance, whereof are you made,
That millions of strange shadows on you tend?
Since every one hath, every one, one's shade.
And you, but one, can every shadow lend.

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit

Is poorly imitated after you ;

On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set,

And you in Grecian tires are painted new

:

Speak of the spring, and foison of the year ;

The one doth shadow of your beauty snow.
The other as your bounty doth appear,
And you in every blessed shape we know.
In all external grace you have some part,

P.-.it you like none, none you, for constant

heart.

O how much more doth beauty beauteons seem,
By iliat sweet ornament wiiich truth doth give!

The rose looks fair, but fairer v/e it deem
For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye
As the perfumed tincture of the roses,

Mang on such thorns, and play as wantonly
When summer's breath their masked buds dis-

closes :

But, for their virtue only is their show.
They live unwoo'd, and unrespected fade ;

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so ;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:
.A.nd so of you, beauteous and lovely j'ouih.

When that shall fade, by verse distils your
truth.

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents

Than unswept stone, besmeard with sluttish

lime.

When wasteful war shall statues overturn.

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor i\Iars his sword nor war's quick lire shall

burn
The living record of your memory.
"Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth ; your praise shall still find

room.
Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.
So, till the judgment that yourself arise.

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.

Sweet love, renew thy force ; be it not said,

Thy edge should blunter be than appetite.

Which but to-day by feeding is allay'd.

To-morrow sharpen'd in his former might :

So, love, be thou ; although to-day thou fill

Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink wilh

fulness.

To-morrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love wiiii a perpetual duiness.
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Let this sad interim like the ocean be
Which partslhe shore, wliere two contracted-new
Come daily to tlie banks, that, when they see
Kelurn of love, more blest may be the view

;

Or call it winter^ which, being full of care,
Makes summer's welcome thrice more wish'd,

more rare.

Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upon the hours and times of your desire ?

I liave no precious time at ail to spend,
?x'r services to do, till you require.

^ .r dare I chide the world-without-end hour,
'rv'liilst I, my sovereign, w^atch the clock for you.
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour,

^^'l'.en you have bid your servant once adieu ;

Nnr dare I question with my jealous thouglu
^\ here you may be, or your afi'aiis sui)pose,
b.,l, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought,
.Sa\e, where you are how happy you make

those :

So true a fool is love, tliat in your will

(Though you do anything) he thinks no ill.

That God forbid, that made me first your slave,
I should in thought control your times of

pleasure.

Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure !

O, let me suffer {being at your beck)
The imprison'd absence of your liberty.

And patience, tame tosufTerance, bide each check
\\'ithout accusing you of injury.

Be where you list ; your charter is so strong,
That you yourself may privilege your time :

Do what you will, to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.
I am to wait, though wniting so be hell ;

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.

If there be nothing new, but that which is

Halh been before, how are our brains begiuTd,
Which labouring for invention bear amiss
The second burthen of a former child !

O, that record could with a backward look'.

Even of five hundred courses of the sun.
Show me your image in some antique book.
Since mind at first in character was done !

That I might see what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame ;

\\heiher we are mended, or whe'r l)etter they,
Or whether revolution be the same.
O ! sure I am, the wits of former days
To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled
shore,

So do our minutes hasten to tlieir end ;

Each changing place with that which goes before,
In sequent toil all f(.)rwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crow 11 'd.

Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight,

.•VndTime, that gave, doth now his gill confoui id.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth.
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow ;

Feeds on the rarities ot nature's truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow.
And yet, to times in hope, my verse shall stand.
Braising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heav7 eyelids to the weary night ?

Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows, like to thee, do mock my sight ?

Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee
So far from home, into my deeds tc) riry

;

To find out shames and idle hours in me,
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy ?

O no I thy love, though much, is not so great
;

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake
;

Mine own true love that doth my rest deft Lit,

To play the watchman ever for thy sake :

For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake else-

where.
From me far off, with others all-too-near.

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine e}e.

And all my soul, and all my every pan ;

And for this sin there is no remedy.
It is so grounded inward in my heart.

Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account,
And for myself mine own worth to define.

As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shows me ni}'sclf indeed,
Beated and chopp'd with tann'd antitjuity.

Mine own self-love quite contrary I read,

Self so self-loving were iniquity.

'Tis thee (myself) that for myself I praise.

Tainting my age with Ijeauly of thy days.

Against my love shall be, as I am now,
With Time's injurioushandcrush'd and o'erworn;

When hours have drain'd his blood, and fill'd his

brow
Willi linesand wrinkles; when his youthful morn
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Ilalh travell'd on to age's sleepy night

;

And all those beauties, whereof now he 's king,

Are vanisliing or vanish'd out of sight,

Stealing away tlie treasure of his spring ;

For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age's cruel knife,

That he shall never cut from memory
My sweet love's beauty, though my lover's life.

I lis beauty shall in these black lines be seen.

And they shall live, and he in them, still green.

When I have seen by Time's fell hand defac'd

The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age ;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-ras'd,

And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage

;

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the wat'ry main,
Increasing store with loss, and loss with store ;

When I have seen such interchange of state.

Or state itself confounded to decay ;

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate

—

That Time will come and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that which it fears to lose.

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless

sea,

But sad mortality o'ersways their power,
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,

Whose action is no stronger than a flower ?

O, how shall summer's honey breath hold out

Against the wreckful siege of battering days,

When rocks impregnable are not so stout,

Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays ?

O fearful meditation ! where, alack !

Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hid ?

Or what strong handcan hold hisswift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid ?

O none, unless this miracle have might.

That in black ink my love may still shine bright.

Tir'd with all these, for restful death I cry, -
As, to behold desert a beggar born,
And needy nothing trimm'd in jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honour shamefully misplac'd,

An<l maiden virtue rudely strumpetcd.
And right perfection wrongfully disgrac'd,

And strength by limping sway disabled,

And art made tongue tied by authority.

And folly (doctor-like) controlling skill,

And simple truth misrall'd simplicity.

And captive good attending captain ill

:

Tir'd with all these, from these would I by
gone.

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

Ah ! wherefore with infection should he live,

.\i)d with his presence grace impiety.

That sin by him advantage should achieve,

And lace itself with his society ?

Why should false painting imitate his cheek.
And steal dead seeing of his living hue?
V\'hy should poor beauty indirectly seek
Roses of shadow, since his rose is true ?

Why should he live now Nature bankrupt is,

ISeggar'd of blood to blush through lively veins?

I'or she hath no exchequer now but his.

And, proud of many, lives upon his gains.

O, him she stores, to show what wealth she
had

In days long since, before these last so bad.

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn.
When beauty liv'd and died as flowers do now.
Before these bastard signs of fair were born,

Or durst inhabit on a living brow ;

Before the golden tresses of the dead.
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away.
To live a second life on second head,

Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay

:

In him those holy antique hours are seen,

Without all ornament, itself, and true.

Making no summer of another's green.

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new;
And him as for a map doth Nature store,

To show false Art what beauty was of yore.

LXIX.

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth view

Want nothing that the thought of hearts can

mend :

All tongues (the voice of souls) give thee that due.

Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend.
Thine outward thus with outward praise is

crown'd ;

Hut those same tongues that give thee so thine

own.
In other accents do diis praise confound,

I>y seeing farther than the eye hath shown.

They look into 'he beauty of thy mind,

.\nd that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds;

Then (churls) their thoughts, although theireyes

were kind.

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds

:

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show,

Thesolveisthis,— that thou dost common grow.
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That thou art blam'd shall not be thy defect.

For slander's mark was ever yet the fair ;

The ornament of beauty is suspect,

A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.

So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time ;

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love.

And thou present'st a pure unstained prime.
Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of young days.
Either not assail'd, or victor being charg'd

;

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise.

To tie up envy, evermore enlarg'd :

If some suspect of ill mask'd not thy show,
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldst

No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, wiih vilest worms to

_
dwell :

Nay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that writ it ; for I love you so,

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,

If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O, if (I say) you look upon this verse.

When I perhaps compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse ;

But let your love even with my life decay :

Lestthewise world shouldlook into yourmoan,
And mock you with me after I am gone.

O, lest the world should task you to recite

What merit liv'd in me, that you should love

After my death,—dear love, forget me quite,

For you in me can nothing worthy prove ;

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie.

To do more for me than mine own desert.

And hang more praise upon deceased I

Than niggard truth would willingly impart :

O, lest your true love may seem false in this.

That you for love speak well of me untrue,
My name be buried where my body is.

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.
For I am sham'd by that which I bring forth,

And so should you, to love things nothing
worth.

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughswhich shakeagainst thecold.
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds

saiij^.

In me thou seest the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west.

Which by and by black night doth take away.
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such nre,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

.\s the death-bed v^hereon it must expire,

Consum'd with that which it was nourish'd ')y.

This thou perceiv'st which makes thy love

more strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere

long:

But be contented : when that fell arrest

Without all bail shall carry me away,
My life hath in this line some interest,

Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.

When thou reviewest this, thou dost review

The very part was consecrate to thee.

The earth can have but earth, which is his due ;

My spirit is thine, the better part of nie :

So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life,

The prey of worms, my body being dead ;

The coward conquest of a wretch's knife,

Too base of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that, is that which it contains.

And that is this, and this with thee remains.

So are you to my thoughts, as food to life.

Or as sweet-season'd showers are to the ground,

And for the peace of you I hold such strife

As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found :

Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure

;

Now counting best to be with you alone,

Then better'd that the world may see my
pleasure :

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight,

And by and by clean starved for a look
;

Possessing or pursuing no delight,

Save what is had or must from you be took.

Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day.

Or gluttoning on all, or all away.

Why is my verse so barren of new pride ?

So far from variation or quick change ?

Why, with the time, do I not glance aside

To new-found methods and to compounds
strange ?

Why write I still all one, ever the same.

And keep invention in a noted weed.
That every word doth almost tell my name,
Showing their birth, and where they did pro-

ceed?
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O know, sweet love, I always write of you,

And you and love are still my argument ;

So all my best is dressing old words new.
Spending again what is already spent

;

For as the sun is daily new and old,

So is my love still telling what is told.

Thy glass wili show thee how thy beauties wear,

Tliy dial how thy precious minutes waste ;

The vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear,

And of this book this learning mayst thou taste.

The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show.
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory ;

Thou by thy dial's shady stealth mayst know
Time's thievish progress to eternity.

Look what thy memory cannot contain.

Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find

Those children nurs'd, deliver'd from thy brain,

To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look.

Shall profit thee, and much enrich thy book.

So oft have I invok'd thee for my muse.
And found such fair assistance in my verse.

As every alien pen hath got my use.

And under thee their poesy disperse.

Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to

sing,_

And heavy ignorance aloft to fly.

Have added feathers to the learned's wing,
And given grace a double majesty.

Yet be most proud of that which I compile,

Whose influence is thine, and born of thee ;

In others' w'orks thou dost but mend the style.

And arts with thy sweet graces graced be
;

But thou art all my art, and dost advance
As high as learning iny rude ignorance.

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace ;

But now my gracious numbers are decay'd.

And my sick muse doth give another place.

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen ;

Yet what of thee thy p;>et doth invent,

lie robs thee of, and pays it thee again.

He lends thee virtue, and he stele that word
From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give,

And found it in thy cheek ; he can afford

No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.

Then thank hi:n not for that which he doth say,

Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost

pay.

O, how I faint when I of you do write.

Knowing a better spirit doih use your name,
And in the praise thereof spends all his might,

To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame

!

But since your worth (wide as the ocean is)

The humble as the proudest sail doth bc:ir,

My saucy bark, inferior far to his.

On your broad main dnili wilfully appear.

Your shallowest help viii hold me upalloat,

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride;

Or, being wreck'd, I am a worthless boat.

He of tall building, and of goodly pride

Then if he thrive, and I be cast away.

The worst was this ;—my love was my decay.

Or I sb.all live your epitaph to make,
Or you surrive when I in earth am rotten ;

From hence your memorj' death cannot take,

Although in me each part will be forgotten.

Your name from hence immortal life shall have.

Though !" once gone, to all the world must die

;

The earth can yield me but a common grave.

When you entombed in men's eyes shall lie.

Your monument shall be m.y gentle verse.

Which eyes not yet created shall o'er-read ;

And tongues to be, your being shall rehearse.

When all the breathers of this world are dead

;

You still shall live (such virtue hath my pen)

Where breath most breathes,—even in the

mouths of men.

I grant thou wert not married to my muse,
And therefore mayst without attaint o'erlook

The dedicated words which writers use

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue.

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise ;

And thL-refore art enforc'd to seek anew
-Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days.

And do so, love; yet when they have devis d
What strained touches rhetoric can lend,

Thou truly fair wert tnily sympathiz'd
In true plain words, by thy true-telling friend;

And their gross painting might be better us'd

Where cheeks need blood ; in thee it is abus'd.

I never saw that you did painting need,

And therefore to your fair no painting set.

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed
The baiTen tender of a poet's debt

:

And therefore have I slept in your report

That you yourself, being extant, well might show
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I Tow far a modem quill doth come too short,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth gi-ow.

1 liis silence for my sin you did impute,

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb ;

••ir I impair not beauty beh:g mute,

When others would give life, and bring a toinb.

There lives more life in one of your fair eyes

Than both yonr poets can in praise devise.

VJho is it that says most ? which can say mere
Than tliis rich praise,—that you alone are you?

in whose confine immured is the store

Which should example where your esjual grew?

I.'':in penury within that pen doth d^^e!l,

'J'luLt to his subject lends not some small glory ;

l-.->.l he that writes of you, if he can tell

Tiiat you are you, so dignifies his stor}'.

Let him but copy what in you is writ,

Kot making worse what nature made so clear,

Aiid such a counterpart shr.ll fame his wit,

Jtlaking his style admired evciywhere.

You to your beauteous blessings add a curse.

Being fond on praise, which makes your

praises worse.

LXXXV.

P Ty tongue-tied muse in manners holds her still

,

'•\ liile comments of your praise, richly compil'd.

Reserve their character with golden quill,

i\tA precious phrase by all the muses fil'd.

i tiiink good thoughts, while others write good

words,

And, like unlettered clerk, still cry 'Amen'
lo every hymn that able spirit affords.

In polish'd form of well-refined pen.

!I<^aring you prais'd, I say, "Tis so, 'tis true,'

Ami totht most of praise add something more ;

I'.it that is in my thought, whose lov^ to you,

Tiiough words come hindmost, holds his rank

before.

Then others for the breath of words respect,

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,

Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you.

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain in-

hearse, [jirew ?

>f-king their tomb the womb wherein they
',

-. it his spirit, by spirits ta-ujht to write

' A-e a mortal pitch, that struck me dead ?

No, neither he, nor his compeers by niglu

Giving him aid, my verse asionished.

He, nor that affable famil-ar ghost

Which nightly gulls him v«it!i iiUeliigcn.';e,

As victors, of my silence cannot boast

;

I vvas not sick of any fear from thence.

Rut when your countenance fil'd up his line,

Then lack'd I matter ; that enfeebled iiune.

LXXXVII.

Farev.'ell I thou art too dear for my possessing.

And lilce enough thou know'st thy estimate :

Tlie chailer of thy worth gives tiice releasing

;

J.Iy bonds in thee are all determinate.

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting ?

And for that riches where is my deserving ?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And so my patent back again is swerving.

Thyself thou gav'st, thy ovv'n worth then not

knowing,

Or me, to w horn thou gav'st it, else mistaking;

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing.

Comes home again, on better judgment m.aking.

Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter.

In sleep a king, but, waking, no such mailer.

Lxxxvin,

VvHren thou shalt be dispos'd to set me ligh-t.

And place my merit in the eye of scorn,

Upon thy side against myself I '11 fight,

And prove thee virtuous, though thou art for-

sv.orn

:

With mine own weakness being best acquainted,

Upon thy part I can set down a story

Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted ;

That lh(ju, in losing me, shall win much glory:

And I by this will be a gainer too

;

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,

The injuries that to myself I do.

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me.
Such is my love, to thee I so belong,

IhaL for thy right myself '.vili bear all wrong.

LXXXIX.

Say that thoti didst forsake me for some fault,

And I v.'iil comment upon that offence

:

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will hah

;

Against thy reasons making no defence.

Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill,

To set a form upon desired change.

As I '11 myself disgrace : knowing thy will,

I v.iil acquaintance strangle, and look stiange;

Ee absent from thy walks ; and in my tong^je

Thy sweet-beloved name no more shall dwell ;

Lest I (too much profane) should do it wrong,

And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For ihee, against myself I 'II vov/ debate.

For Imustn'j'er love him v.lioin thou dost hate.

Then h..ate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now ;

Now "khile the world is Lent njy d. cds lo cross.
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Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow,
And do not drop in for an after-loss :

Ah ! do not, when my heart hath scap'd this

sorrow,

Come in the rearwaid of a conquer'd woe

;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,
To Hnger out a purpos'd overthrow.

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,

When other petty griefs have done their spite.

But in the onset come ; so shall I taste

At first the very worst of fortune's might

;

And other strains of woe, which now seem
woe,

Compar'd with loss of thee will not seem so.

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in their wealth, some in their body's
force ;

Some in their garments, though new-fangled
ill ; [horse ;

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure,

Wherein it finds a joy above the rest

;

But these particulars are not my measure,
All these I better in one general best.

Thy love is better than high birth to me,
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments'

cost,

Of more delight than hawks and horses be ;

And, having thee, of all men's pride I boast.

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this av/ay, and me most wretched make.

But do thy worst to steal thyselt away,
J'or term of life thou art assured mine ;

And life no longer than thy love will stay.

For it depends upon that love of thine.

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,
Wiien in the least of them my life hath end.

I see a better state to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend:
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind.
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.

O what a happy title do I find,

Happy to have thy love, happy to die !

But what 's so blessed-fair that fears no blot?

—

Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not

:

So shall I live, supposing thou art true,

Like a deceived husband ; so love's face

May still seem love to me, though altcr'd new

;

Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place :

For there can live no hatred in thine eye.

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change.

In many's looks the false heart's history

Is writ, in moods and frowns and wrinkles
strange ;

But heaven in thy creation did decree

That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell
;

Whate'er thy thoughts or thy heart's workings
be, [teil.

Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness
How like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow,
If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show ?

They that have power to hurt and will do none,
That do not do the thing they most do show,
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone.

Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow
;

They rightly do inherit Heaven's graces,

And husband nature's riches from expense

;

They are the lords and owners of their faces,

Others but stewards of their excellence.

The summer's flower is to the summer sweet

Though to itself it only live and die ;

But if that flower with base infection meet.
The basest weed outbraves his dignity :

For sweetest things turn sourest by their

deeds

:

Lilies that fester smeil far worse than weeds.

How sweet and iovelydost thou make theshame,
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,

Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name !

O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose !

That tongue that tells the story of thy days,

Making lascivious comments on thy sport,

Ca mot dispraise but in a kind of praise :

Naming thy name blesses an ill report,

O, what a mansion have those vic<>s got

Which for their habitation chose out thee !

Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot.

And all things turn to fair, that eyes can see !

Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege

;

The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge.

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness

;

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle s[iori ;

Both grace and faults are lov'd of more and
less:

Thou mak'st faults graces that to thee resort.

As on the finger of a throned queen
The basest jewel will be well esteem'd ;

So are those errors that in thee are seen

To truths translated, and for true things deem'd.

How many lambs might the stern wolf betv.'.Vi

If like a lamb he could his looks translate '
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How many gazers mightst thou lead away,

If ihou wouldst use the strength of all thy state !

But do not so ; I love thee in such sort,

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

How like a winter hath my absence been
j

From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year !

What freezings have I felt, what dark days

seen !

What old December's bareness everywhere !

And yet this time remov'd was summer's time,

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,

Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,

Like widow'd wombs after their lords' decease;

Yet this abundant issue seem'd to me
But hope of orphans, and unfather'd fruit ;

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee.

And, thou away, the very birds are mute ;

Or, if they sing, 'tis with so dull a cheer.

That leaves look pale, dreading the v.'inter 's

near.

From you have I been absent in the spring,
_

When proud-pied April, dress'd in all his trim,

I lath put a spirit of youth in everything.

That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smeli

Of different flowers in odour and in hue,

Could make me any summer's story tell,
I

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they
|

grew: I

Nor did I wonder at the lilies white,

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ;
.

They were but sweet, but figures of delight,
|

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seem'd it winter still, and you, away.

As with your shadow I with these did play

;

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forgett'st so

long

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?
Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthless song,

Darkening thy power, to lend base subjects

light?

Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem

In gentle numbers time so idly spent ;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem,

And gives thy pen both skill and argument.

Rise, resty Muse, my love's sweet face survey.

If Time have any wrinkle graven there ;

If any, be a satire to decay,

And make Time's spoils despised everywhere.

Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life

;

So thou prevent'st his scytheand crooked knife.

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dy'd?

Both truth and beauty on my love depends
;

So dost thou too, and therein dignified.

Make answer. Muse : wilt thou not haply say,

' Truth needs no colour with his colour fix'd.

Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay ;

But best is best, if never intermix'd ?
'

—

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb?
Excuse not silence so ; for it lies in thee

To make him much outlive a gilded tomb.

And to be prais'd of ages yet to be.

Then do thy office. Muse; I teach thee how
To make him seem long hence as he shows

now.

The forward violet thus did I chide ;

—

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet

that smells.

If not from my love's breath ? The purple pride

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells.

In my love's veins thou hast too grossly dy'd.

The lily I condemned for thy hand.

And buds of marjoram had stolen thy hair :

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,

One blushing shame, another white despair ;

A third, nor red nor white, had stolen of both.

And to his robbery had annex'd thy breath ;

But for his theft, in pride of all his growth

A vengeful canker eat him up to death.

More flowers I noted, yet I none could see,

But sweet or colour it had stolen from thee.

My love is strengthen'd, though more weak in

seeming ;

I love not less, though less the show appear ;

That love is merchandiz'd whose rich esteeming

The owner's tongue doth publish everywhere.

Our love was new, and then but in the spring,

When I was won't to greet it with my lays

;

As Philomel in summer's front doth sing.

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days

:

Not that the summer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the

night.

But that wild music burthens every bough,

And sweets grown common lose their dear

delight.

Therefore, likeher, I sometime hold my tongue,

Because I would not dull you with my song.

cm.
Alack ! what poverty my Muse brings forth,

That having such a scope to show her pride,
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The argument, all bare, is of more worth,

Than when it hath my added praise beside.

O blame ine not if I no more can write !

Look in your glass, and there appears a fr.ce

That over-goes my blunt invention quite.

Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrare.

Were it not si;iful, then, striving to mend,
To mar the subject that before was well ?

For to no other pass my verses tend,

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell ;

And more, much more, than in my verse can sit,

Vour own glass shows you, when you look in it.

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were when first your eye I eyed,

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters'

cold [pride

:

Have from tlie forests shook three summers'
Three beauteous springs toyellowautumnturn'd
In process of the seasons have I seen

;

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes bnrn'd.

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.

Ah ! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand,

Steal from his figin-e, and no pace percciv'd
;

So your sweet liue, which met'ninks still doili

stand,

i^Iath motion, and mine eye may be deceiv'd.

For fear of which, hear this, thou age "unbred.

Ere you were born, was beauty's summer dead.

Let not my love be call'd idolatry.

Nor my beloved as an idol show.

Since all alike my songs and praises be,

To one, of one, still such, and ever so.

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind.

Still constant in a wondrous excellence ;

There.'bre my verse, to constancy confin'd.

One thing expressing, leaves out difference.

Fair, kind, and true, is all my argmnent.
Fair, kind, and true, var)'ing to other words ;

And in this change is uiy invention spent,

Tliree themes in one, which wondrous scope
affords.

Fair, kind, and true, have often liv'd alone.

Which three, till now, never kept seat in one.

When in the chronicle of wasted lime

I see descriptioTis of the fairest wights.

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme.

In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights.

Then in the blazon of sweet beauty's best.

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,

I see their antique pen would have express'd

Even such a beauty as you master now.

So all their praises are but prophecies

Of this our lime, all you prefiguring
;

And, for they look'd but wi Ji divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your worth to sing :

For we, which now behold these present days,

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to

praise.

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,
Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Suppos'd as forfeit to a confin'd doom.
The mortal moon hath her eclipse endur'd.

And the sad augers mock their own presage

;

Incertainties now crown themselves assur'd,

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy lime

My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes.

Since spite of him I '11 live in this poor rhyme.
While he insults o'er dull and speechless tribes.

And thou in this shalt find thy monument.
When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are

spent.

W'hat 's in the brain ih.U ink may character.

Which hath not ligur'd to thee my true sphil ?

What's new to speak, what new to register.

That may express my love, or thy dear merit .'

Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayersdiviuc,

I nmst each day say o'er the very same ;

Counting no old thing old. thou mine, I tiiii-.e,

Even as when first I hallow'd thy fair name.
So that etemal love in love's fresh case

Weighs not the dust and injury of age,

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place.

But makes antiquity for aye his page ;

I'inding the first conceit of love there bred,

\Vhe'<; time and outward form would show it

dead.

O, never say tiiat I was false of heart.

Though absence seem'd my flame to qualify !

As easy might I from myself depart,

As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie:

That is my home of love : if I have rang'd.

Like him that travels, I return again ;

Just to the time, not with the time exchang'd,

—

So that myself bring water for my stain.

Never believe, though in my nature reign'-d

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood.

That it could so preposterously be stain'd,

To leave for nothing all thy sura of good ;

For nothing this wide universe I call.

Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art my all.
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Alas, lis true, I have gone here and there,

/\iid made myself a motley to the view,

Cior'd mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is

most dear,

T.Tade old ofFences of atrections new.
l^losl true it is, that I have look'd on truth

Askance and strangely ; but, by all above,

Tliese blenches gave my heart another youth,

,\:,d worst essays prov'd thee my best of love.

K.jw all is done, have what shall have no end

:

Mine appetite I never more will grind
( )n newer proof, to try an older friend,

A (iod in love, to whom I am confin'd.

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the

best,

lAen to thy pure and most most loving breast.

O, for my sal<e do you with Fortune chide,

'llie guilty goddess of my harmful deeds.

That did not better for my life provide,

Tli.m public means, which public manners
breeds.

Thence comes it that my name receives a brand,

And almost thence my nature is subdued
T) what it works in, like the dyer's hand :

I'ity me then, and wish I were renew'd ;

Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink

I'oiions of eysell, 'gainst my strong infection ;

No bitterness that I will bitter think.

Nor double penance, to correct correction.

Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye,

Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

^'our love and pity doth the impression fill

U'hich vulgar scandal stamp'd upon my brow ;

1' ir what care I who calls me well or ill,

S ) you o'ergreen my bad, my good adow ?

\' )U are my all-lhe-world, and I must strive

To know my shames and praises from your

tongue ;

None else to me, nor I to none alive.

That my steel'd sense or changes, right or v.-rong.

In so profound abysm I throw all care

Of other's voices, that my adder's sense

To critic and to flatterer stopped are.

Mark how with my neglect I do dispense ;

—

You are so strongly in my purpose bred.

That all the world besides methinksare dead.

Snice I left you, mine eye is in my mind ;

And that which governs me to go about
1 ' I'di part his function, and is partly blind,

Seems seeing, but eft'eclually is out ;

For it no form delivers to the heart

Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch ;

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part,

Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch ;

For if it see the rud'st or gentlest sight,

The most sweet favour, or deformed'st creature.

The mountain or the sea, the day or niglit,

The crow, or dove, it shapes them to your

feature.

Incapable of more, replete witli you.

My most true mind thus maketh mine untrue.

Or whether doth my mind being crown'd wiih

you,

Drink up the monarch's plague, this flatter)'.

Or whether shall I say mine eye suiih true,

And that your love taught it this aichymy,
To make of monsters and things iniiigesl

Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,
Creating every bad a perfect best.

As fast as objects to his beams assemble ?

O, 'tis the first ; 'tis flattery in my seeing,

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up

:

Mine eye well knows what with his gust is

'greeing.

And to his palate doth prepare the cup :

If it be poison'd, 'lis the lesser sin

That mine eye loves it, and doth first begin.

Those lines that I before have writ, do lie ;

Even those that said I could not love you dearer;

Vet then my judgment knew no reason wh)-

My most full flame should afterwards burn
clearer.

But reckoning time, whose million'd accidents

Creep in 'twi.xt vows, and change decrees of

kings,

Tan sacred beautv, blunt the sharp'st intents,

Di\-ert strong minds to the coiase of altering

things ;

Alas ! why, fearing of Time's tyranny.

Might I not then say, ' Now I love you best,'

When I was certain o'er incertainty,

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest .'

Love is a babe ; then nn'ght I not say so,

To give full growth to that svhich still doth

grow ?

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Ix)ve i.^ not love

Which alters when it alteration finds.

Or bends with the remover to remove :

O no ; it is an ever fixed mark.

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ;
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It is the star to every wandering bark,

Wiiose wurlh 's unknown, although his heiglit

be taken.

Love 's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and
cheeks

Within his bending sickle's compass come ;

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error, and upon me prov'd,

I never writ, nor no man ever lov'd.

Accuse me thus ; that I have scanted all

Wherein I should your great deserts repay ;

Forgot upon your dearest love to call.

Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day

;

That I have frequent been with unknown minds,
And given to time your own dear-purchas'd

right

;

That I have hoisted sail to all the winds
Which should transport me farthest from your

sight.

Book both my wilfulness and errors down,
And on just proof surmise accumulate,
Bring me within the level of your frown,
But shoot not at me in your waken'd hate :

Since my appeal says, I did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.

Like as, lo make our appetites more keen,
With eager compounds we our palate urge ;

As, to prevent our maladies unseen,
We sicken to shun sickness, when we purge ;

Even so, being full of your ne'er-cloying sv*eet-

ness.

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding.

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness
'lo be discas'd, ere that there was true need-

Thus policy in love, to anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured,

And brought to medicine a healthful state,

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured.

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true.

Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.

WHiat potions have I drunk of Siren tears,

Distill'd from limbecs foul as hell within,
Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fears,

Still losing when I saw myself to win !

What wretched errors hath my heart committed,
Wliilst it hath thought itself so blessed never !

How have mine eyes out of their spheres been
fitted.

In the distraction of this maddint' ^'ver I

O benefit of ill ! now I find true

That better is by evil still made better

;

And ruin'd love, when it is built anew,
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far

greater.

So I return rebuk'd to my content,

And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.

That you were once unkind, befriends me now.
And for that sorrow, which I then did feel,

Needs must I under my transgression bow,
Unless my nerves were brass or hammer'd steel.

For if you were by my unkindness shaken,

As I by yours, you have pass'd a hell of time ,

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken
To weigh how once I suffer'd in your crime.

O that our night of woe might have remembci'd
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,

And soon to you, as you to me, then tender'd

The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits!

But that your trespass now becomes a fee ;

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransomme.

'Tis better to be vile than vile esteem'd,

When not to be receives reproach of being.

And the just pleasure lost, which is so deem'd
Not by our feeling, but by others' seeing.

For why should others' false adulterate eyec-

Give salutation to my sportive blood ?

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies.

Which in their wills count bad what I thin!

good ?

No.— I am that I am ; and they that level

At my abuses, reckon up their own : [bevel

;

I may be straight, though they themselves bo

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be

shown
;

Unless this general evil they maintain,

—

All men are bad, and in their badness reign

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

Full character'd with lasting memory
Which shall above that idle rank remain,

Beyond all date, even to eternity :

Or at the least so long as brain and heart

Have faculty by nature to subsist ;

Till each to raz'd oblivion yield his part

Of thee, thy record never can be miss'd.

That poor retention could not so nuich hold.

Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score :

Therefore to give them from me was I bold,

To trust those tables that receive thee more

;

To keep an adjunct to remember thee.

Were to import forgetfulness in ine.
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No ! Time, thou shalt not boast that I do
change

:

Thy pyramids built up with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange ;

They are but dressings of a former sight.

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old ;

And rather make them born to our desire,

Than think that we before have heard them
told.

Thy registers and thee I both defy,

Not wondering at the present nor the past ;

For thy records and what we see do lie.

Made more or less by thy continual haste :

This I do vow, and this shall ever be,

I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee :

If my dear love were but the child of state,

It might for Fortune's bastard be unfather'd.

As subject to Time's love, or to Time's hate.

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers

gather'd.

No, it was builded far from accident
;

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent,

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls :

It fears not policy, that heretic,

Which works on leases of short-number'd hours,

But all alone stands hugely politic, [showers.

That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with

To this I witness call the fools of time,

^hich die for goodness, who have liv'd for

crime.

Were it aught to me I bore the canopy,

With my extern the outward honou\ing.

Or laid great bases for eternity.

Which prove more short than waste or ruining?

Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour

Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent,

For compound sweet foregoing simple savour,

Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent ?

No ;—let me be obsequious in thy heart.

And take thou my oblation, poor but free.

Which is not mi.x'd with seconds, knows no art.

But mutual render, only me for thee.

Hence, thou suborn'd informer ! a true soul,

When most impeach'd, stands least in thy

control.

O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time's fickle glass, his sickle, hour

;

Who hast by waning grown, and therein show's.

Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self grow'st!

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,

As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee

back.

She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill

May time disgrace, and wretched minutes kill.

Vet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure ;

She may detain, but not still keep her treasure :

Mer audit, though delay'd, answered must be,

And her quietus is to render thee.

In the old age black was not counted fair.

Or if it were, it bore not beauty's name ;

But now is black beauty's successive heir.

And beauty slander'd with a bastard shame

:

For since each hand hath put on nature's pov.er.

Fairing the foul with art's false borrow'd face,

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy hour.

But is profan'd, if not lives in disgrace.

Therefore my mistress' eyes are raven black.

Her eyes so suited ; and they mourners seem
At such, who, not born fair, no beauty lack,

Slandering creation with a false esteem :

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe,

That every tongue says, beauty should look

CXXVIII.

How oft, when thou, my music, music play'st,

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds

With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently

svvay'st

The wiry concord that mine ear confounds,

Do I envy those jacks, that nimble leap

To kiss the tender inward of thy hand.

Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest

reap.

At the wood's boldness by thee b'ushing stand!

To be so tickled, they would change their state

And situation with those dancing chips.

O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,

Making dead wood more bless'd than living lips.

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this,

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss.

CXXIX.

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame

Is lust in action : and till action, lust

Is perjur'd, murderous, bloody, full of blame,

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust

;

Enjoy'd no sooner, but despised straight

;

Past reason hunted ; and no sooner had,

Past reason hated, as a swallow d bait,

On purpose laid to make the takci mad s
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Mad in pursuit, and in possession so

;

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme ;

A bliss in proof,—and prov'd, a very woe

;

Before, a joy propos'd ; behind, a dream :

All this the world well knows ; yet none knows
well

To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

My mistress' eyes are nothfcg like the sun ;

Coral is far more red than her li'j

If snow be while, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks

;

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Tiian in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak,—yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound ;

I grant I never saw a goddess go,

—

My mistress when she walks, treads on the

ground ;

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare.

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,

As those whose beauties proudly make them
cruel

;

For well thou know'st to my dear doting heart

Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel,

Vet, in good faith, some say that ihce behold.
Thy face hath not the power to make love

groan :

To say they err, I dare not be so bold,

Although I swear it to myself alone.

And, to be sure that is not false I swear,
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face,

One on another's neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fiiirest in my judgment's place.

In nothing art thou black, save in thy deeds,
And thence this slander, as I think, proceed,-,.

CXXXII.

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me.
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain.

Have put on black, and loving mourners be,

Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.

And truly not the morning sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east,

Nor that full star that ushers in the even
Doth half that glory to the sober west.
As those two mourning e)es become thy face :

O, let it then as well beseem thy heart
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee

grace,

An'' suit thy piiy like in every part.

Then will I swear l)eauty herself is black,

And all they foul that thy complexion lack

Reshrew that heart that makes my heart to

groan [mc !

For that deep wound it gives my friend and
Is't not enough to torture me alone.

But slave to slavery my sweet'st friend must be?

Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken,

And my next self thou harder hast engross'd ;

Of him, myself, and thee, 1 am forsaken
;

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be cross'd.

Prison my heart in thy steel bt)Som's ward,

IJut then my friend's heart let my poor heart

bail

;

\Mio e'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard;

Thou canst not then use rigour in my gaol :

And yet thou wilt ; for I, being pent in ttiee

Perforce am thir.e, and all that is in me.

So now I have confess'd that he is thine,

And I myself am mortgag'd to thy will ;

Myself I '11 forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still :

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free,

For thou art covetous, and he is kind ;

He learn'd but, surety-like, to write for me.
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind»

The statute of ihy beauty thou wilt take.

Thou usurer, that putt'st forth all to use.

And sue a friend, came debtor for my sake ;

So him I lose through my unkind abuse.

Him have I lost ; thou hast both him and me;
lie pays the whole, and yet am I not Iree.

Whoever hath her wLsh, thou hast thy will,

And will to boot, and will in over-plus

;

More than enough am I that vex thee still.

To thy sweet will making addition thus.

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious.

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine ?

Shall will in others seem right gracious.

And in my will no fair acceptance shine?

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still,

And in abundance addeth to his store ;

So thou, being rich in will, add to thy will

One will of mine, to make thy large will mora
Fet no unkind, no fair beseechers kill

;

Think all but one, and me in that one PVili.

If thy soul check thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that i was thy ll til,
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And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there ;

Thus far for love, my love-suit,_ sweet, fulfd.

I'ViU will fulfd the treasure of ihy love,

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one,

In things of great receipt with ease we prove ;

Among a number one is reckoned none.

Then in the number let me pass untold,

Though in thy stores' account I one must be ;

For nothing hold me, so it please ihee hold

That nothing me, a something sweet to thee ;

Make Ijut my name thy love, and love that

still, [fF?7/.

And then ihou lov'st me,—for my name is

CXXXVII.

Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine
eyes.

That they behold, and see not what they see ?

They know what beauty is, see where it lies,

Yet what the best is, take the worst to be.

If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks,

Be anchor'd in the bay where all men ride.

Why of eyes' falsehood hast thou forged hooks.

Whereto the judgment of my heart is tied?

Why should my heart think that a several plot,

Which my heart knows the wide world's com-
mon place ?

Or mine eyes, seeing this, say this is not,

To put fair truth upon so foul a face ?

In things right true my heart and eyes have
err'd, [ferr'd.

And to this false plague are they now trans-

When my love swears that she is made of truth,

I do believe her, though I know she lies ;

That she might think me some untutor'd youdi,

Unlearned in the world's false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,

Although she knows my days are past the best,

Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue ;

On both sides thus is simple truth supprest,

But wherefore says she not she is unjust?

And wherefore say not I that I am old ?

O, love's best habit is in seeming trust.

And age in love loves not to have years told :

Therefore I lie wrih her, and sh.e with me.
And in our faults by lies we tlatter'd be.

O, call not me to justify the wrong
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart

;

Wound me not with thine eye, but with thy

tongue ;

Use power with power, and slay me not by art.

Tell me thou lov'st elsewhere ; but in my sight.

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside.

What need'st thou wound with cunning, when
thy might

Is more than my o'erpress'd defence can 'bide?

Let me excuse thee : ah ! my love well knows
Iler pretty looks have been mine enemies ;

And therefore from my face she turns my foes,

That they elsewliere miglu dart their injuries:

Yet do not so : but since I am near slain,

Kill me outright with looks, and rid my pain.

Be wise as then art cruel ; do not press

My tongue-tied patience with too much disdnir ;

Lest sorrow lend me words, and words expre.->3

The manner of my pity-wanting pain.

If I might teach thee wit, better it were,

Tliough not to love, yet, love, to tell me so

;

(i\s testy sick men, when their deaths be near,

No new^s but health from their physicians knov, ;)

For, if I should despair, I should grow mad.
And in my madness might speak ill of thee :

Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad,

M;id slanderers by mad ears believed be.

That I may not be so, nor thou belied,

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud

heart go wide.

In failh I do not love thee with mine eye«.

I'or they in thee a thousand errors note ;

But 'tis my heart that loves what they despise,

Who in despite of view is pleased to dole.

Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune

delighted ;

Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone,

Nor taste nor smell, desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with tliee alone :

But my five wits, nor my five senses can

i:)issuade one foolish heart from serving thee.

Who leaves unsway'd the likeness of a man,

Thy proud heart's slave and vassal wretch to

be:

Only my plague thus far I count my gam,

That she that makes me sin, awards me pain.

CXLII.

Love is my sin, and thy dear virtue hate,

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving

:

O, but with mine compare thou thine own stale.

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ;

Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine,

That have profan'd their scarlet ornaments.

And seal'd false bonds of love as oft as mine',

Rof)b'd others' beds' revenues of their rents.

Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov'st those

V\ hour thine eyes woo as mine mnoiiuue thee:
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Root pity in thy heart, that, when it grows,

Thy pity may deserve to pilied be.

If ihou dost seek to have what thou dost hide,

By self-example mayst thou be denied !

Lo, as a careful housewife runs to catch

One of her feather'd creatures broke away,

Sets down her babe, and makes all swift

despatch
In pursuit of tlie thing she would have slay

;

Whilst her neglected child holds her in cliace,

Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent

To follow that which flies before her face.

Not prizing her poor infant's discontent

;

So runn'st thou after that which flies from ihee,

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind ;

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me.
And play the mother's part, kiss me, be kind :

So will I pray that thou mayst have thy ll'iH,

If thou turn back, and my loud crying still.

Two loves I have of comfort and despair.

Which like two spirits do suggest me still

;

The better angel is a man right fair.

The worser spirit a woman, colour'd ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my side,

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil.

Wooing his purity with her foul pride.

And whether that my angel be turn'd fiend,

Suspect I may, yet not directly tell ;

But, being both from me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another's hell.

Vet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt.
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

Those lips that Love's own hand did make
Breath'd forth the sound that said, ' I hate,'

To me that languish'd for her sake

:

But when she saw my woeful state,

Straight in her heart did mercy come.
Chiding that tongue, that ever sweet
Was used in giving gentle doom

;

And taught it thus anew to greet

:

' I hate ' she alter'd with an "end,

That follow'd it as gentle day
Doth follow night, who like a fiend
From heaven to hell is flown away.

' I hate ' from hate away she threw,
And sav'd my life, saying— ' not you.'

C.XLVI.

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,
Fool'd by these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within, and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay ?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess.

Eat up thy charge ? Is this thy body's end ?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store
;

Iluy terms divine in selling hours of dross ;

Within be fed, without be rich no more :

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on
men, [then.

Anil, Death once dead, there's no more dying

My love is as a fever, longing still

For that which longer nurseth the disease ;

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,

The uncertain sickly appetite to please.

My reason, the physician to my love,

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept.

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve
Desire is death, which physic did except.

Past cure I am, now reason is past care,

.\nd frantic mad with evermore unrest ;

My thoughts and my discourse as mad men's
are.

At random from the truth vainly express'd
;

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee

bright.

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

O me ! what eyes hath love put in my head,

Which have no correspondence with true sight

!

Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled.

That censures falsely what they see aright ?

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote.

What means the world to say it is not so ?

.If it be not, then love doth well denote
Love's eye is not so true as all men's : no.

Mow can it? O how can Love's eye be true,

Tliat is so vex'd with watching and with tears?

No marvel then though I mistake my view
;

The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

O cunning Love ! with tears thou keep'st me
Wind,

Lest eyes well-seeingthy foul faultsshould find.

Canst thou, O cruel ! say I love thee not.

When I, against myself, with thee partake?

Do I not tliink on thee, when I forgot

.\m of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake?

Who hateth thee that I do call my friend ?

On whom frown'st thou that I do fawn upon ?
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Nay if thou low'rst on me, do I not spend

Revenge upon myself with present moan ?

What merit do I in myself respect,

That is so proud thy service to despise,

When all my best doth worship thy defect,

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?

But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind
;

Those that can see thou lov'st, and I am blind.

O, from what power hast thou this powerful

might,
With insufficiency my heart to sway ?

To make me give the lie to my true sight,

And swear that brightness doth not grace the

day?
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,

That in the very refuse of thy deeds

There is such strength and warrantise of skill.

That in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds?

Who taught thee how to make me love thee

more.
The more I hear and see just cause of hate ?

O, though I love what others do abhor.

With others thou shouldst not abhor my stnte;

If thy unworthiness rais'd love in me,
More worthy I to be belov'd of thee.

I.ove is too young to know w^hat conscience is:

\'et who knows not, conscience is born of love?

Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,

Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove.

For thou betraying me, I do betray

My nobler part to my gross body's treason ;

My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love ; flesh stays no farther reason ;

But, rising at thy name, doth point cut thee

As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,

He is contented thy poor drudge to be,

To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side,

No want of conscience hold it that I call

Her^love, for whose dear love I rise and fall.

CLII.

In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn.

But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swear-

ing;

In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith

torn,

In vowing new hate after new love bearing.

But why of two oaths' breach do I accuse thee,

When I break twenty? I am perjiu'd most

;

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee,

And all my honest faith in thee is lost

:

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kind
ncss.

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy ;

And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness,

Or made them swear against the thing they

see ;

For I have sworn thee fair : more perjur'd I,

To swear, agamsi the truth, so foul a lie !

Cupid lay by his brand, and fell asleep :

A maid of Dian's this advantage found.

And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep

In a cold valley-fountain of that ground ;

Which borrow'd from this holy fire of love

A dateless lively heat, still to endure,

And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove

Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.

But at my mistress' eye Love's brand new-fir'd,

The boy for trial needs would touch my breast

;

I, sick withal, the help of bath desir'd.

And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest,

But found no cure; the bath for my help lies

Where Cupid got new fire,—my mistress' eyes.

The little love-god, lying once asleep

Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand.

Whilst many nymphs that vow'd chaste life to

keep
Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand

The fairest votary took up that fire

Which many legions of true hearts h.ad warm'd

;

And so the general of hot desire

Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarni'd.

This brand she quenched in a cool well by.

Which from Love's fire took heat perpetual,

Growing a bath and healthful remedy

For men diseas'd ; but I, my mistress' thrall,

Came there for cure, and this by that I prove.

Love's fire heats water, water cools not love.
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From off a hill whose concave womb re-worded

A plaintful slory from a sisiering vale,

My spirits lo attend this double voice accorded,

And down I laid to list the sad-tun'd tale
;

Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale,

Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain.

Storming her world with sorrow'swind and rain.

Upon her head a platted hive of straw.

Which fortified her visage from the sun.

Whereon the thought might think sometime it

saw
The aircase of a beauty spent and done.
Time had not scythed all that youth begun,
Nor youth all quit ; but, spite of Heaven's fell

rage, [age.

Some beauty peep'd through lattice of sear'd

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne,
"Which on it had conceited characters,

Laund'ring the silken figures in the brine

That seasoned woe had pelleted in tears,

And often reading what contents it bears

;

As often shrieking undistiiiguish'd woe.
In clamours of all size, both high and low.

Sometimes her levell'deyes their carriage ride ;

As they did battery to the spheres intend ;

Som.etimes diverted their poor balls are tied

To th' orbed earth : sometimes they do extend
Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend

To every place at once, and nowhere tix'd,

The mind and sight distractedly commix'd.

Her hair, nor loose, nor tied in formal plat,

Proclaim'd in her a careless hand of pride ;

For some, untuck'd, descended her sheav'd hat,

ll,ui;jing her pale and pined cheek beside ;

Some in her Ihrcaden fillet still did bide.

And, true to bondage, would not break from
thence.

Though slackly braided in loose negligence.

A thousand favours from a maund she drew
Of amber, crystal, and of bedded jet,

Which one by one she in a river threw,
Upon whose weeping margent she was set ;

Like usury, applying wet lo wet,
Or nionarcti's hands, that let not bounty fall

\\ .^ -le want cries ' some,' but where excess begs
all

Of folded schedules had she many a one.

Which she perus'd, sigh'd, lure, and gave the

flood;

Crack'd many a ring of posied gold and bone,
liidding them find their sepulchres in mud ;

Found yet mo letters sadly penn'd in blood.

With sleided silk feat and afiecledly

Enswathd, and seal'd to curious secresy.

These often bath'd she in her fluxive eyes,

And often kiss'd, and often gave to tear ;

Cried, ' O false blood, thou register of lies,

What unapproved witness dost thou bear !

Ink would have seem'd more black and damned
here !

'

This said, in top of rage the lines she rents.

Big discontent so breaking their contents.

A reverend man that graz'd his cattle nigh.

Sometime a blusterer, that the mllle knew
Of court, of city, and had let go by
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew.

Towards this afflicted fancy fastly drew :

And, privileg'd by age, desires to know
In brief, the grounds a::d motive~ of hei

woe.

So slides he down upon bis grained bat,

And comely-distant sits he by her side;

When he again desires her, Ijcing sat,

Her grievance with his hearing to divide :

If that from liim there may be aught applied

Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage,

'Tis promis'd in the charity of age.

' Father,' she says, ' though in me you behold
The injury of many a blasting hour.

Let it not tell your judgment I am old ;

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power :

I might as yet have been a spreading flower.

Fresh lo myself, if I had self-applied

Love to myself, and to no love beside.

' But woe is me ! too early I attended
A youthful suit (it was to gain my grace)

Of one by nature's outwards so commended,
That maiden's eyes stuck over all his face :

Love lack'd a dwelling, and made him her

place

;

And when in his fair parts she did abide,

She was npw Indo-'d and n^^wiv dc'ficd.
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• His browny locks did hang in crooked cuiis ;

And every liglu occasion of llie wind
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls.

What's sweet to do, to do will a[3tly fnid

:

Rach eye that saw him did enciiaiit the mind ;

For on his visage was in little drawn,
What largeness thinks in paradise was sawn.

' Small show of man was yet upon his chin ;

lli-s phoenix down began but to appear,

1/ike unshorn velvet, on that termless skin,

Whose bare out-bragg"d the web ii seem'd to

wear ;

Yet show'd his visage by tliat cost more dear ;

And nice affections wavering stood in d(.)ubt

If best 'tVv'cre as it was, or best wiihuul.

' His qualities were beauteous as his form.

For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free ;

Yet, if men mov'd him, was he such a storm

As oft 'twixt May and April ii. to see, [be.

When winds breathe sweet, unruly though they

His rudeness so with his auihoriid youth

Did livery falseness in a pride of truth.

' Well could he ride, and often men would say

That horse his mettle from his rider lakes

:

Proud of subjection, noble by the sway.

What rounds, what bounds, whal course, what
stop he makes !

And controversy hence a question takes,

Whether the horse by him became his deed.

Or he his manage by the well-douig steed.

' But quickly on this side the verdict went

;

Plis real habitude gave life and grace

To appertainings and to ornament,
Accomplish'd in himself, not in his case :

All aids, themselves made fairer by their place,

Can for additions ; yet their pur|)os'd trim

Piec'd not his grace, but were all grac'd by him.

' So on the tip of his subduing tongue
Ail kind of arguments and question deep.

All replication prompt, and reason strong.

For his advantage still did wake and sleep ;

To make the weeper laugh, the laiigher weep,
lie had the dialect and different skill,

Catching all passions in his craft of will ;

* That he did in the general bosom reign

Of young, of old ; and sexes both enchanted.

To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain

In personal duty, following where he haunted

:

Consents bewitch'd, ere hedesire, have granted ;

And dialogued for him what he would say,

Ask'd their own wills, and made their wills obey.

' Many there were that did his picture get.

To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind ;

Like fools that in the imagination set

Tl'.e goodly objects which abroad they find

Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought as-

sign'd ;

And labouring in mo pleasures to tx^stow thc^M,

Than the true gouty landlord which doth uxjc

them :

' So many have, that never touch'd his hand.

Sweetly suppos'd them mistress of his heart.

My woeful self, that did in freedom stand,

And was my own fee-simple, (not in part,)

What with his heart in youth, and youth in ^rf.

Threw my affections in his charmed power,

Reserv'd the stalk, and gave him all my flower.

' Yet did I not, as some my equals did.

Demand of him, nor being desired yielded ;

Finding myself in honour so forbid,

With safest distance I mine honour shielded :

Experience for me many bulwarks buikled

Of proofs new-bleeding, which remair"d the foil

Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil.

' But ah ! who ever shunn'd by precedent

The deslin'd ill she must herself assay?

Or forc'd examples, 'gainst her own content.

To put the b\'-pass'd perils in her way?
Counsel may stop a while what will not stay;

For when we rage, advice is often seen

By blunting us to make our wits more keen.

' Nor gives il satisfaction to our blood,

That we must curb it upon others' proof.

To be forbid the sweets that seem so good.

For fear of harms that preach in our bLhoof.

O appetite, from judgment stand aloof

!

The one a pakite hath that needs will taste,

Though reason weep, and cry It is thy last.

' For further I could say, This man 's untn.ie.

And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling;

;

Heard where his plants in others' orchards giew.

Saw how deceits w-ere gilded in his smiling ;

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling ;

Thought characters and words, merely but art,

And bastards of his foul adulterate heart.

' And long upon these terms I held my ciiy.

Till thus he 'gan besiege me : Gentle maid,

Have of my suffering youth somefeeling pity,

I

And be not of my holy vows afraid :

I That 's to you sworn, to none was ever snid ;

I For feasts of love I have been call'd unto,

1 Till now did ne'er invite, nor never vow.
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' All my offences that abroad you see

Are errors of the blood, none of the mind ;

Love made them not ; with acture they mav

Where neither party is nor true nor kind :

They sought their shame that so their shame did

find ;

And so much less of shame in me remains,

By how much of me their reproach contains.

' Among the many that mine eyes have seen,

Not one whose flame my heart so much as

warm'd.
On my affeclion put to the smallest teen,

Or any of my leisures ever charm'd :

Harm have I done to them, but ne'er was
harm'd

;

Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free,

And reign'd, commanding in his monarchy.

' Look here what tributes wounded fancies sent

me.
Of paled pearls, and rubies red as blood ;

Figuring that they their passions likewise lent

me
Of grief and blushes, aptly understood
In bloodless white and the encrimson'd mood ;

Effects of terror and dear modesty,
Encamp'd in hearts, but fighting outwardly.

* And lo ! behold the talents of their hair,

With twisted metal amorously impleach'd,

I have receiv'd from many a several fair,

(Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech'd,)

With the annexions of fair gems enrich'd.

And deep-brain'd sonnets that did amjslify

Each stone's dear nature, worth, and quality.

' The diamond, why 'twas beautiful and hard,
Whereto his invis'd properties did tend

;

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh regard
Weak sights liieir sickly radiance do amend ;

The heaven-hued sapphire and the opal blend
With objects manifold ; each several stone.

With wit well blazon'd, smil'd or made some
moan.

' Lo ! all these trophies of affections hot,
Of pensiv'd and subdued desires the tender,
Nature hath charg'd me that I hoard them not.

But yield them up where I myself must render.
That is, to you, my origin and ender :

For these, of force, must your oblations be,
Since I their altar, you enpatron me.

' O then advance of yours that phraseless hand,
Whose white bearsdown the airy scale of oraise

;

Take all these similes to your own command,
Hallow'd with sighs that burning lungs did r;use

;

What me your minister, for you obeys.

Works under yoi' ; and to your audit comes
Their distract parcels in combined sums.

' Lo ! this device was sent me from a nun.
Or sister sanctified of holiest note ;

Which late her noble suit in court did shun,

Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote

;

For she was sought by spirits of richest coat,

But kept cold distance, and did thence re-

move,
To spend her living in eternal love.

' But O, my sweet, what labour is 't to leave

The thing we have not, mastering what not

strives ?

Paling the place which did no form receive,

ria)-ing patient sports in unconstrained gyves c

She that her fame so to herself contrives.

The scars of battle 'scapeth by the flight.

And makes her absence valiant, not her might.

' O pardon me, in that my boast is true ;

The accident which brought me to her eye,

Upon the moment did her force subdue,

And now she would the caged cloister fly:

Religious love put out religion's eye :

Not to be tempted, would she be immurd.
And now, to tempt all, liberty ptocur'd.

' How mighty then you are, O hear me tell

!

The broken bosoms that to me belong
Have emptied all their fountains in my well,

And mine I pour your ocean all among :

I strong o'er them, and you o'er me being

strong.

Must for your victory us all congest.

As compound love to physic your cold breast.

' My parts had power to charm a sacred sun,

Who, disciplin'd and dieted in grace,

Believ'd her eyes when they to assail begun,

.Ml vows and consecrations giving place.

O most potential love ! vow, bond, nor space,

In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine.

For thou art all, and all things else are thine.

' When thou impressest, what are precepts worth

Of stale example ? When thou wilt inflame.

How coldly those impediments stand forth.

Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame !

Love's arms are peace, 'gainst rule, 'gainst sense,

'gainst shame,
.-^nd sweetens, in the suffering pangs it bears,

The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears.



A LOVER'S COMTLAINT.

' Now all these heans that do on mine depend,

Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they

pine,

And supplicant their sighs to you extend,

To leave the battery that you make 'gainst

mine,

Lending soft audience to my sweet design.

And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath,

That shall prefer and undertake my troth.

' This said, his watery eyes he did dismount,

Whose sights till then were levell'd on my face;

Each cheek a river running from a fount

With brinish current downward flow'd apace :

O how the channel to the stream gave grace !

Who, glaz'd with crystal, gate the glowing roses

That tiame through water which their hue

encloses.

' O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies

in the small orb of one particular tear !

But with the inundation of the eyes

W hat rocky heart to water will not wear ?

What breast so cold that is not warmed here ?

(,) cleft effect ! cold modesty, hot wrath,

liijtli fire from hence and chiil extinctme hath!

' I'\>r lo ! his passion, but an art of craft.

Even there resolv'd my reason into tears ;

I'here my white stole of chastity I daft''d.

Shook off my sober guards, and civil fears ;

Appear to him, as he to me appears, [bore.

All melting ; though our drops this difference

His poison'd me, and mine did him restore.

' In him a plenitude of subtle matter,

Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives,

Of burning blushes or of weeping water,

Or swooning paleness ; and he takes and leaves.

In cither's aptness, as it best deceives,

To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes.

Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows

;

' That not a heart which in his level came
Could scape the hail of his all-hurting aim,

Showing fair nature is both kind and tame ;

And, veil'd in them, did v/in whom he would
maim :

Against the thing he sought he would exclaim;

When he most burn'd in heart-wish'd luxtiry,

He preach'd pure maid, and prais'd cold chas-

tity.

' Thus merely with the garment of a Grace
The naked and concealed fiend he cover'd.

That the unexperienc'd gave the tempter place,

Which, like a cherubin, above them hover'd.

Who, young and simple, would not be so

lover'd ?

Ah me ! I fell ; and yet do question make
What I should do again for such a sake.

' O, that infected moisture of his eye,

O, that false fire which in his cheek so giow'd,

O, that forc'd thunder from his heart did fl)

,

O, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestow '<:,

O, all that borrow'd motion, seeming ow'd,

Would yet again betray the fore-bet ray'd,

And new pervert a reconciled maid I'
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Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye,

'Gainst whom the world could not hold argu
ment.

Persuade my heart to this false perjury?

Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment.

A woman I f(jrswore ; but I will prove,

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee :

j\Iy vow WIS earthly, thou a heavenly love ;

Thy grace ! .'ing gain'd cures all disgrace in me.
My vow was breath, and breath a vapour is ;

Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth doih

shin^',

I2xhale this vapour vow ; in thee it is:

If broken, then it is no fault of mine.
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise

To lose an oath, to win a paradise ?

S'veet Cytherea, sitting by a brook
With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and green,

Did court the lad with many a lovely look,

Saoh looks as none could look but beauty's

queen.

She told him stories to delight his ear
;

Siie show'd him favours to allure his eye ;

To win his heart, she touch'd him here and
there

:

Touches so soft still conquer chastity.

Bat whether unripe years did want conceit.

Or he refus'd to take her figur'd proffer,

The tender nibbler would not touch the bait.

But sinile and jest at every gentle offer :

Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and
toward ;

He rose and ran away ; ah, fool too froward !

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear
to love ?

O never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow'd:
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I '11 con-

stant prove

;

[osiers bow'd.
Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine

eyes.

Where all those pleasures live that art can com-
prehend.

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall

suftice
; [commend ;

Well learned is that tongue that well can ihee

All ignorant that soul that sees thee without

wonder ; [admire

:

Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts

Thine eye Jove's lightning seems, thy voice his

dreadful thunder, [fire.

Which (not to anger bent) is music and sweet

Celestial as thou art, O do not love that wrong,

To sing the heavens' praise with such an
earthly tongue.

IV.

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy morn.

And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for

shade.

When Cytherea, all in love forlorn,

A longing tarriance for Adonis made,
,

Under an osier growing by a brook, i

A brook where Adon used to cool his spleen. ^
Hot was the day ; she hotter that did look

For his approach, that often there had bee
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by,

j

And stood stark naked on the brook's gieen

brim ;

The sun look'd on the world with glorious eye,

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him :

He, spying her, bounc'd in, whereas he stood ;

O Jove, quoth she, why was not I a flood ?

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle ;

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty ;

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle;

Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty :

A lily pale, with damask die to grace her,

None fairer, nor none falser to deface her.

Her lips to mine how often hath she join'd.

Between each kiss her oaths of true love swear-

ing !

How many tales to please me haih she coin'd,

Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing!

Vet in the midst of all her pure protestings,

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were

jestings.

She burn'd with love, as straw witli fire flameth.

She burn'd out love, as soon as straw out

burneth ;
[framing,

She fram'd the love, and yet she foil'd the

She bade love last, and yet she fell a turning.

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether ?

Bad in the best, though excellent in neither.
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If music and sweet poetry agree,

As they must needs, the sistLT and tVe brother,

'I'hen must the love be great 'twixt lliee and
me,

Hecause thou lov'st the one, and I the other.

i Rowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch

Ipon the lute doth ravish human sense ;

Spencer to me, whose deep conceit is such,

As, passing all conceit, needs no defence.

Thou lov'st to hear the sweet melodious sound

That Pho-bus' lule, the queen of musiCs makes;
.\nd I in deep delight am chielly drown'd.
\viienas himself to singing he betalces.

One god Ls god of botli, as poets feign

;

Cnie knight loves boih, and both in ihee

remain.

Fair was the morn, when the fair queen of love,

!\iier for sorrow than her milk-white dove,

for Adon's sake, a youngster proud and wild ;

Her stand she lakes upon a steep-up hill :

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds ;

Slie, silly queen, with more llian love'sgoodwill,

forbade the boy he should not pass those

grounds

;

< 'nee, quoth she, did I sec a fair sweet youlh

Here in these brakes deep-\NOunded with a

boar.

Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth !

bee in my thigh, quoth she, here was the

sore :

She showed hers ; he saw more wounds than

one.

And blushing fled, and left lier all alone.

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck'd, soon

vaded,

Pluck'd in the bud, and vaded in the spring !

Bright orient peail, alack ! too timely shaded !

Fair creature, kill'd too soon by death's sharp

sting !

Like a green plum that Jiangs upon a tree.

And falls, through wind, before the fall should

be.

I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have ;

For why? thou left'st me nothing in thy will.

And yet thou left'st me more than I did crave;

For why ? I craved nothing of thee still

:

O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee ;

Thy discontent thou didst bequeatli to me.

V'^enus, with Adonis silting by her.

Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him :

She told the youngling how god Mars did try

her.

And as he fell to her, she fell to him.

Even thus, quotli she, the warlike god embrac'd
me ;

And then she clipp'd Adonis in her arms

:

Even thus, quoth she, tiie wailike god unlac'd

me ;

As if the boy should use like loving charms.
Even thus, quolh she, he seized on my lips,

And with her lips on his did act the seizure

;

Ansl as she fetched breath, away he skips,

And would not take her meaning nor her

pleasure.

Ah ! that I hud my lady at lliis bay.

To kiss and clip me till I run away !

Crabbed age and youth

Cannot live together ;

Youlh is full of pleasance.

Age is full of care :

Youth like summer morn,

Age like winter weather ;

\'outh like summer brave,

Age like winter bare.

Youlh is full of sport.

Age's breath is short.

Youth is nimble, age is lame

:

Youth is hot and boki.

Age is weak and cold ;

Youth is wild, and age is tame.

Age, I do abhor thee.

Youth, I do adore thee ;

O, my love, my love is young !

Age, I do defy thee ;

O sweet shepherd, hie thee,

For methinks thou stay'st too lon^

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good,

A shining gloss, that vadeih suddenly ;

A flower that dies, when first it 'gins tu bud

A briltle glass, that's broken presently :

A dou lit fill good, a gloss, a glass, a lfo\vcr.

Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an liuur.

And as goods lost are seld or never found,

As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh,

As flowers dead lie wilher'd on the ground.

As broken glass no cement can redress,

So beauty, blemisb.'d once, for ever's lost.

In spite of physic, painting, pain, and cobi.
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Good night, good rest Ah ! neither be my
share :

She bade good night, that kept my rest away
;

And daff'd me to a cabin hang'd with care,

To descant on the doubts of my decay.
Farewell, quoth she, and come again to-

morrow ;

Fare well I could not, for I supp'd with sorrow.

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile,

In scorn or friendship, nill I construe whether

:

'T may be, she joy'd to jest at my exile,

'T may be, again to make me wander thither :

PVaitdcr, a word for shadows like myself,

As take the pain, but cannot pktck the pelf.

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east !

My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning
rise

Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest.

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes.

While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mar!:,

And wish her lays were tuned like the lark ;

For she doth welcome daylight with her ditty,

And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night:

The night so pack'd, I post unto my pretty ;

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished
sight

;

[sorrow ;

Sorrow chang'd to solace, solace mix'd with

For why? .she sigh'd, and bade me come to-

morrow.

Were I with her, the night would post too soon;

But now are minutes added to the hours ;

To spite me now, each minute seems a moon

;

Vet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers !

Pack night, peep day ; good day, of night now
borrow ;

"^^morrow.

Short, night, to-night, and iengtn thysell lo-
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It was a lording's daughter, the fairest one of

three, [be.

That hked of her master as weil as well might
Till looking on an Englishman, the fairest that

eye could see.

Her fancy fell a turning.

Long was the combat doubtful, that love with

love did fight, [knight
;

To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant

To put in practice either, alas it was a spite

Unto the silly damsel. [pain.

But one must be refused, more mickle was the

That nolhing could be used, to turn them both
to gain, [with disdain :

For of the two the trusty knight was wounded
Alas, she could not help it ! [the day,

Thus art, with arms contending, was victor of

Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid
away ;

Then lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady

gay;
For now my sons is ended.

On a day (alack the day !),

Love^ whose month was ever May,
Spied a blossom passing fair.

Playing in the wanton air :

Through the velvet leaves the wind.

All unseen, 'gan passage find ;

That the lover, sick to death,

Wish'd himself the heaven's breath.

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ;

Air, would I might triumph so !

But, alas, my hand hath sworn
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn :

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet,
Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet,

Thou for whom Jove would swear

Juno but an Ethiope were ;

And deny himself for Jove,

Turning mortal for thy love.

My flocks feed not.

My ewes breed not,

My rams speed not,

All is amiss

:

Love is dying.

Faith 's defyiiig.

Heart 's den)ing.

Causer of this.

All my merry jigs are quite forgot,

All my lady's love is lost, God wot

:

Where her faith was firmly fix'd in love
There a nay is plac'd without remove.
One silly cross

Wrought all my loss ;

O frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame
For now I see.

Inconstancy
More in women than in men remain.

In black mourn I,

All fears scorn I,

Love hath forlorn me,
Living in thrall :

Heart is bleeding.

All help needing,

(O cruel speeding !)

Fraughted with gall.

My shepherd's pipe can sound no deal.

My wetlier's bell rings doleful knell

;

My curtail dog, that wont to have play'd.

Plays not at all, but seems afraid ;

With sighs so deep,

Procures to weep,
In howling-wise, to see my doleful plight.

How sighs resound
Through heartless ground, [fight

!

Like a thousand vanquish 'd men in bloody

Clear wells spring not.

Sweet birds sing not,

Green plants bring not

Forth ; they die :

Herds stand weeping.

Flocks all sleeping.

Nymphs back peeping
Fearfully.

All our pleasure known to us poor swains,

All our merry meetings on the plains,

All our evening sport from us is fled.

All our love is lost, for Love is dead.

Farewell, sweet lass,

Thy like ne'er was
For a sweet content, the cause of all my moan
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Poor Coridon

iliist live alone,

Oilier help for him I see that there is none.

Whenas thine eye hath chose the dame.
And slali'd the deer that thou shouldst

strike,

Let reason rule things worthy blame,

As well as fancy, partial might

;

Take counsel of some wiser head,

Neither too young, nor yet unwed.

And when thou cora'st thy tale to tell,

Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk,

Lest she some subtle practice smell

;

(A cripple soon can find a halt :)

But plainly say thou lov'st her well.

And set her person forth to sell.

V/hat though her frowning brows be bent,

Her cloudy looks will calm ere nighi ;

And then too late she will repent,

That thus dissembled her delight

;

And twice desire, ere it be day.

That which with scorn she put away.

What though she strive to try her strength.

And ban and brawl, and say tliee nay.

Her feeble force will yield at length.

When craft hath taught her thus to say ;

' Had women been so strong as men.
In faith you had not had it then.'

And to her will frame all thy ways
;

Spare not to spend,—and chiefly there

Where thy desert may merit praise.

By ringing in thy lady's ear :

The strongest castle, tower, and town,
The golden bullet beats it down.

S.nve always with assured trust.

And in thy suit be humble, true ;

Unless thy lady prove unjust,

Press never thou to choose anew :

When time shall serve, be thou r.ot slack

To proffer, though she put thee back.

The wiles and guiles that women work.
Dissembled with an outward show.
The tricks and toys that in them lurk.

The cock that treads them shall not know.
Have you not heard it said full oft,

A woman's nay doth stand for nought ?

Think women still to strive with men,
To sin. and never for to saint

:

There is no heaven, by holy then.

When lime with age shall them attaint.

Were kisses all the joys in bed.

One woman would another wed.

But soft ; enough,—too much I fear.

Lest that my mistress hear my song ;

She '11 not stick to round me i' th' ear,

To teach my tongue to be so long :

Yet will she blush, here be it said.

To hear her secrets so bewray'd.

V.

Live with me, anfl he my love.

And we will all the pleasures prove
Tliat hills and valleys, dales and fields.

And all the craggy mountains yields.

There will we sit upon the rocks.

And see the shepherds feed their flocks.

By shallow rivers, by whose falls

Melodious birds sing madrigals.

There will I make thee a bed of roses.

With a thousand fragrant posies,

A cap of flowers and a kirtle

Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle.

A belt of straw and ivy buds.

With coral clasps and amber studs ;

And if these pleasures may thee move.
Then live with me, and be my love.

Love's Answer.

L*" that the world and love were young.
And truth in every shepherd's tongue.

These pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee and be thy love.

.\s it fell upon a day,

Li the merry month of May,
Sitting in a pleasant shade

Which a grove of myrtles made.
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing,

Trees did grow, and plants did spring ;

Everything did banish moan.
Save the nightingale alone :

She, poor bird, as all forlorn,

Lean'd her breast up-till a tiiorn,

And there sung the dolcfuU'st t'itty

That to hear it was great pity :

Fie, fie, fie, now would she cry,

Teru, Teru, by and by :

That to hear her so complain.

Scarce I could from tears refrain

;
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For her griefs so lively shown, No man will supply thy want.
Made me think upon mine own. If that one be prodigal,

Ah thought I, thou mourn'st in vain ; Bountiful they will him call:

None take pity on thy pain : And with such-like flattering

Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee ;
' Pity but he were a king.'

Ruthless bears, they will not cheer thee. If he be adciict to vice,

King Pandion, he is dead ; Quickly him they will entice ;

All thy friends are lapp'd in lead ; If to women he be bent,

All thy fellow -birds do sing, They have him at comuiandemcnt ;

Careless of thy sorrowing. r3i!t if fortune once do frown.

Even so, poor bird, like thee, Then farewell his great renown :

None alive will pity me. They that favvn'd on hiin before.

Whilst as fickle fortune smil'd. Use his company no more.
Thou and I were both begiiil'd. He that is thy friend indeed,

Every one that flatters thee He will help thee in thy need ;

Is no friend in misery. If thou sorrow, he will weep ;

Words are easy like the wind ; If thou wake, he cannot sleep:

Faithful friends are hard to find. Thus of every gi ief in heart

Every man will be thy friend. He with thee doth bear a part.

Whilst tliou hast wherewith to spend

;

These are certain signs to know
But if store of crowns be scant, Faiiiiful friend from flattering ^oe.
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Let the bird of loudest lay,

On the sole Arabian tree,

Herald sad and trumpet be,

'I'o whose sound chaste wings obey.

But thou, shrieking harbinger,
Foul pre-currer of the fiend,

Augur of the fever's end,
'i"o this troop come thou not near.

1 lom this session interdict

Evevy fowl of tyrant wing.
Save the eagle, feather'd king:
Ivcep the obsequy so strict.

Let the priest in surplice white,
That defunctive music can,
Be the death-divining swan.
Lest the requiem lack his right.

And thou, treble-dated crow,
That thy sable gender mak'st
With the breath thou giv'st and tak'st,

'Moiigst our mourners shalt thou go.

Here the anthem doth commence :

Love and constancy is dead ;

I'hoenix and the turtle fled

In a. mutual flame from hence.

So they lov'd, as love in twain
Had the essence but in one ;

'i"wo dislincts, division none :

K umber there in love was slain.

Hearts remote, yet not asunder;
Distance, and no space was seen
'Twixt the turtle and his queen ;

But in them it were a wonder.

So between them love did shine,
That the turtle saw his ri"ht

Flaming in the phcenix' sight

:

Either was the other's mine.

Property was thus appall'd,

That the self was not the same
;

Single nature's double name
Neither two nor one was call'd.

Reason, in itself confounded,
Saw division grow together;

To themselves yet either-neither.

Simple were so well compounded

That it cried how true a twain
Seenicth ihis concordant one !

Love hath reason, reason none
If what parts can so remain.

WTiereupon it made this threne
To the phoenix and the dove,
Co-supremes and stars of love

;

As chorus to their tragic scene.

Th RENOS.

Beauty, truth, and rarity,

Grace in all simplicity,

liere enclos'd in cinders lie^

Death is now the phcenix' nest

;

And the turtle's lojal breast

To eternity doth rest.

Leaving no posterity :

—

'Twas not their infirmity.

It was married chastity.

Truth may seem, but cannot be

:

Beauty brag, but 'tis not she ;

Truth and beauty buried be.

To this urn let those repair

That are either true or fair
;

Vol these dead birds sigh a prayer.
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Hamlet.
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Corfielius, A Physician, . . . . Cymbeline.

Cornwall, Duke of. King Lear.

Costard, A Clown, . . . . . Love's Labour's Lost.

t oiint of Ransillon, . . . . . All 's Well that Ends Well.

Countess of Auvcrgrte, . King Henr)- VI., Part I.

Countess of Ronsillon, Mother to Bertram, . All 's Well that Ends Well.

Court, .... S<-iidier in Iving's Army, King Henry V.

Craiifner, Archbishop of Canterbury, King Henry VIII.

Crcssida, Daughter to Calch.as, Troilus and Cressida.

Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey, . King Henry VIII.

Cnran, .... A Courtier, . . . . King Lear.

Curw, .... Attendant or, the Duke of 11:'.
^ ;.i Twelfth Night.

Curd's, .... Servant to Petrjchio,

.

Taming of the Shrew.

Cyinbelhie, King of Britain,

.

Cymbeline.

Dame Quickly, Hostess of a Tavern, . King Henry IV., Pis. T..IL

DardanltiS, Servant to Brutus, Julius Ccesar.

Dauphin, The, Louis, . . . . . King John.
Dazy, .... Servant to Shallow, . King Henry IV., Part IL
Dccitts Brtitus, A Roman Conspirator, Julius Cajsar.

Deiphohus, Son to Priam, . Troilus and Cressida.

Demetrius, Friend to Antony, Antony and Cleopatra.

Demetrius, In Love with Hermione, . Midsummer Night's Dream.
Demetrius, Son to Tamora, Titus Andronicus.

Dennis, . Sei-vant to Oliver, .\s You Like it.

Denny, Sir Anthony, . King Henry VIII.

Dcrcetas, Friend to Antony, Antony and Cleopatra.

Dcsdemona, . Wife to Othello, Othello.

Diana, . Daughter to Widow, . All 's Well that Ends WelL
Diana, . Pericles.

Dick, . A Follower of Jack Cide, . King Henry VI., Par' IL
Diomedes, A Grecian Commander, Troilus and Cressida.

Diornedes, Attendant on Cleopatra, Antony and Cleopatra.

Dion, A Sicilian Lord, Winter's Tale.

Dionyza, Wife to Cleon, . Pericles.

Doctor Butts, Physician to Henrv VIIL, King Henry VIII.

Doctor Caius, A French Physician, . Merry Wives of Windsor.

Dogberry, A Foolish Officer, Much Ado About Noil-.ing.

Doll Tearshect, A Bawd, . . - , ICing Henry IV., Part li.

Dolabella, Friend to Ciesar, Antony and Cleopatra.

Do!nitius Enobarbus

,

Friend to Antony, Antony and Cleopatra

-

Don Adrians de Armado , A Fantastical Spaniard, Love's Labour's Lo-:.

Don John, Bastard Brother to Don Pedro, Much Ado About N >' g.

Don Pedro, . Prince of Arragon, Much Ado About N. r:.ir.g.

Donalbain, Son to King Duncan, Macbeth.
Dorcas, . A Shepherdess, . Winter's Tale.

Dorset, Marquis of. ...... King Richard III.

Douglas, Earl of, . Archibald, King Henr) IV., Part I.

Dromio of Ephstis,
Dromio of Syracuse,

/Twin Brothers : Attendants on

\ two Antipholuses, .

'^^IComedy of Errors.

Duchess of Gloster, King Richard II.

Duchess of York, . Iving Richard II.

Duchess of York, , Mother to King Edward IV.

,

King Richard III.

Duke, The, . Living in Exile, As You Like it.

Duke ofAlbany, ....• King Lear.

Duke of Alenco:i, .
King Henry VI., P.n v

Duke of Auincrlc, . Son to Duke of York, King Richard il.
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Dukeof Bcdjoni, .

Duke oj Bedford,
l'>uke of Bourbon, .

Duke of Btirkhij^/iam,

Duke of Buckingkaiii,

Duke of Buckingham,
Duke of Bitrgutidy,

Duke of Burgundy

,

Duke of Burgundy,
Duke of Clarence,

/ >tikeof Clarence, 1 honias

Duke of Cornwall,
Duke of Exeter,

Duke of Exeter,
Duke of Florence, ,

Duke of Glosier,

Duke of Gloster,

Duke of Gloster,

Duke of Lancaster,

Duke of Milan,
Duke of Norfolk,
Duke of Norfolk,
Duke of Norfolk,
Duke of N'orfolk,

Duke of Orleans,

Duke of Oxford,
Duke of Somerset.

Duke of Suffolk,

Duke of Suffolk,

Duke of Surrey,
Duke of Venice,

Duke of Venice,

Duke of York,

Duke of York,

Duke of York,

Dull, .

Dumain.. ,

Duncan,

Earl Berkley, „

E.arl of Cambridge,
Earl of Douglas, ,

Earl of Essex, ,

Earl of Gloster,

Earl of Kent,
Earl of March,
Earl of March,
Earl of Northumberland,
Earl of Northumberlaiul,
Earl of Northumberland,
Earl ofNorthumberland,
Earl of Oxford,
Earl of Pembroke, .

Earl of Pembroke, ,

Earl of Richmondf . >

Rroiher to King Henry V.,

vogciil of France,

0( the King's Party,

Brother to King Edward IV.^

Son to ICing Henry IV., .

Uncle to King Henry V., .

Of I lie King's Party, ,

Afterwards King Richard III.,

Brother to King Henry V.,

Uncle and Protector to King
Henry VI., ,

Uncle to King Richard II.,

l'"ather to Silvia,

Thomas Mowbray, « .

Of the Duke's Party,

,

Of I he King's Party, .

Oi the King's Party, ,

Of the ICing',' Party, .

Cousin to the King, ,

Uncle to King Richard II.,

Son to King Edward IV., .

A Constable,

A Lord attendant on the Kin
of Navarre,

King of Scotland,

A Conspirator, . o

Archibald, . , .

Geoffrey Fitz- Peter, ,

Edward Mortimer,
Afterwards King Edward IV.,

Henry Percy,
,

Enemy to the King, -

Of the King's Party, .

William Mareshall, .

Of the Duke's Pari)

,

King Henry V'.

King Henry VI., Part L
King Henry V.

King Richard III.

King Henry VI., Part L
King Henry VIII.

King Lear.

King Henry V.

King Henry VL, Part L
King Richard HI.
King Henry IV,, Part II.

King Lear.

King Henry V,

King Henry VI., Part III.

All 's Well that End,-> Well.

King Richard 111=

King Henry V,

King Henry VI., Part IIL
King Richard II.

Two Gentlemen of Verona.

King Richard II.

King Richard HI.
King Henry VI.. Part III.

King Plenry VHI.
King Henry V.

King Henry VI., Part IIL
Henry VI., Parts II., IIL
King Heniy VI. , Part II.

King Henry VIII.
King Richard H.
Merchant of Venice.

Othello.

King Henry V.

King Richard II.

King Richard IIL
Love's Labour 's Lost,

Love's Labour 's Lost.

Macbeth.

King Richard II.

King Henry V^.

King Henry IV.. Part L
King John.
King Lear.

King Lear.

King Henry IV., Part I.

King Henry VL, Part IIL
King Richard II.

King Henry IV., Pts. I., II.

King Henry IV., Part IL
King Henry VL, Part IIL
King Richard III.

King John.
King Henry VI. , Part III.

King Richard III.
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Earl of Salisbury, .

Earl of Salisbury, .

Earl of Salisbury, .

Earl of Salisbury, .

Earl of Suffolk,

Ean of Surrey,

Earl of Surrey,

Earl of IVaj-wick, »

Earl of WaT-wick, ,

Earl of WaT^wick, .

Earl of Westmoreland,
Earl of Westni07-eland,

Earl of Westmoreland,
Earl of Worcester, .

Earl Rivers, .

Edgar, .

Edmund,
Edmund,
Edmund Mortimer,
Edmund Mortimer,
Edmund of Langley,
Edward,
Edward,
Edward Prince of Wales,

Edivard IV., King,
Edward Earl of March,
Egeus, . .

Eglamour,
Elbow, .

Eieaitor, . ,

Elinor, . , ,

Elizabeth, . .

Ely, Bishop of, .

Ely, Bishop of
Emilia,

.

Emilia,

.

Etwbarbus, Domititts,

Eros,

Erpingham, Sir Thomas,
EscaliiSy .

EscaluSf ,

Escanes, . „

Essex, Earl of, »

Euphronius, . .

Evans, Sir Hugh, ,

Exeter, Duke of, ,

Exeter, Duke of, .

Exiled Duke,

William Longsword, .

Of the York Faction,

.

EabiafU,

.

Falconhridge, Lady,
Falconbridge, Philip,

Falconbridge, Pobcrt,

Fahtaff, SirJohn, .

Falstaff, SirJohn,

.

Fang, .

Fastolfe, SirJohn,

.

Son to Duke of Norfolk,

Of the King's Party, .

Of the York Faction,

.

Friend to King Henry IV.,

Of the King's Party, .

Thomas Percy, .

Son to Gloster, . .

Ear! of Rutland,
Bastard Son to Gloster,

Earl of March, .

Earl of March, .

Duke of York, .

Prince of Wales,
Son to Plantagenet, .

Son to King Henry VI.,

Afterwards King Edward IV
Father to Hennia, .

Agent for Silvia, . .

A Simple Constable, . .

Duchess of Gloster, . ,

Mother to King John,
Queen to King Edward IV.,

John Morton, .

Wife to lago, . > .

A Lady, . . , .

Friend to Antony,
Friend to Antony, , ,

Officei in the King's Anriy,

A Lord of Vienna,
Prince of Verona,
A Lord of Tyre, , ,

Geoffrey Fitz-Peter, , ,

An Ambassador, , ,

A Welsh Parson, . »

Uncle to Henry V., « ,

Of the King's Party, o

Servant to Olivia, . .

Mother to Robert and Philip,

Bastard Son to King Richard I.

Son to Sir Roben Falconbridi'e

A Sheriffs Officer,

King John.
King Richard II.

King Henry V.

King Henry VI., Pts. L,II.
King Henry VI. , Part I.

King Richard III.

King Ilenrj' VIIL
King Henry IV. , Part IT.

King Henry V.

Henry VI., Pts. I., II., IIL
King Henry IV., Pts. I., 11.

King Henrj' V.
King Henry VI., Part III.

King Henry IV., Pts. I., II.

King Richard III.

King Lear.

King Henry VI., Part IIL
King Lear.

King Henry IV., Part I.

King Henry VI., Part I.

King Richard II.

King Richard III.

King Heniy VI., Part II.

King Henry VI., Part III.

King Richard III.

King Henry VI., Part IIL
Midsummer Night's Dream.
Two Gentlemen of Verona.
Measure for Measure.
King Henry VL, Part IL
King John.
King Richard III.

King Richard IIL
King Henry V.
Othello.

Winter's Tale.

Antony Jind Cleopatra.

Antony and Cleopatra.
King Henry V.
Measure for Measure.
Romeo and Juliet.

Pericles.

King John.
Antony and Cleopatra.

Merry Wives of Windsor.
King Henry V.
Kh^g Henry VI., Part IIL
As You Like It

Twelfth Night.
King John.
King John.
King John.
King Hen r).- IV., Pts. L, fL
Merry Wives of Windsor.
King Henry IV., Part IL
King Henry VI., Part I.
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Feeble,

Fenton, .

Ferdinand,
Ferdinand,
Fitz-Peter, Geoffrey.

Fitzwater, Lord,

Flaminius,
Flavins,

Flavins,

Fleance,

.

Florence, Duke of,

Florence, Widow of,

Florizel,

.

FlueUen, ,

Flute, .

Ford, Mr., .

Ford, Mrs., ,

Fortinbras,

France, King of,

France, King of,

France, Princess of,

Francisca,

Francisco,

Fraticisco,

Frederick,

FriarJohn, .

Friar Lawrence,
Froth, .

GadshiII, ,

Gallus, ,

Gardiner,
Gargrave, Sir Thomas,
Geoffrey Fitz- Peter,

George, .

George, .

George, .

Gertrude, .

Ghost of Hamlet's Father,
Glansdale, Sir William,
Glendower, Owen, ,

Gloster, Duchess of,

.

Gloster, Duke of, . .

Gloster, Duke of, , .

Gloster, Duke of, . ,

Gloster, Earl of

,

Gloster, Prince Humphrey
Gobbo, Launcelot, .

Gobbo, Old, .

Goneril, , . ,

Gonzalo, . . .

Gower, ....
Gower, ....
Gower, ....
Grandpree, , , .

Gratia/to, • • •

A Recruil,

A Young Gentleman,
King of Navarre,

Son to the King of Naples,

Earl of Essex, .

Servant to Timon,
A Roman Tribune, ,

Steward to Timon,
Son to Banquo, , , ,

Son to Polixenes,

Officer in King's Army,
The Bellowsmender, .

A Gentleman Dwelling at Windsor,

Prince of Norway,

A Nun, ....
A Soldier,....
A Lord of Naples,

Brother to the Exiled Duke,
A Franciscan, .

A Franciscan, .

A Foolish Gentleman,

Follower of Sir John Falstaff,

Friend to Ccesar,

Bishop of Winchester,

Earl of Essex, .

A Follower of Cade,
Duke of Clarence,

Duke of Clarence,

Queen of Denmark,

Brother to King Henry V.
Uncle and Protector to

Henry VI., .

Afterwards ICing Richard III.

(>f.
Son to King Henry IV.

,

Servant to Shylock, .

Father to Launcelot Gobbo
Daughter to King Lear,

Councillor of Naples,.

As Chorus, . .

Of the King^s Party, .

Officer in King's Army
A French Lord,
Brother to Brabantio,

King

King Henry IV., Pan II.

Merry Wives of Windsor.
Love's Labour 's Lost.

The Tempest.
King John.
King Richard II.

Timon of Athens.

Julius Cajsar.

Timon of Athens.
Macbeth.
All 's Well that Ends Well.

All 's Well that Ends Well.

Winter's Tale.

King Henry V.

Midsummer Night's Dream.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Hamlet.
All 's Well that Ends Well.
King Lear.

Love's Labour's Lost.

Measure for Measure.
Hamlet.
The Tempest.
As Vou Like It.

Romeo and Juliet.

Romeo and Juliet.

Measure for Measure.

King Henry IV., Part I.

Antony and Cleopatra.

King Henry VIII.
King Henry VI., Part I.

King John.
King "Henry VI., Part IL
King Henry VI., Part III.

King Richard HI.
Hamlet.
Hamlet.
King Henry VI., Part I.

King Henry IV., Part I.

King Richard II.

King Henry V.

King Henry VI., Part III.

King Richard HI.
King Lear.

King Henry IV., Part II.

Merchant of Venice.

Merchant of Venice.

King Lear.

The Tempest.
Pericles.

King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry V.

King Henry V.
Othello.
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Gratiano,

Grtcll, .

Gregory,

Gremio,

.

Gfcy, Lady,
Grey, Lord, .

Grey, Sir Thomas,
Grijjith,

Grumio,
GiiideriHs,

Gitildenstcrn,

Gitildfoi-d, Sir Henry.
Guriiey, James,

HawUt,
Harcoiii't,

Hastings, Lord,
Hasiings, Lord,
Hasliiiqs, Lord,

HePie, .

Hee/or, .

Helen, .

Helen, .

Helena, .

Helena, .

Helenas,
Helieanits,

Henry, .

Henry Bolinghroke,

Henry, Earl of i\!uhiiiond,

Henry Percy,

Henry Percy (Hatspur),
Henry Percy,

Henry, Prince,

Hnry, Prince of Wales,
Henry IV., I\ing, .

Hemy V., King, .

Henry VI., King, .

Henry VIII., King,
Herbert, Sir Walter,

Hcriiiia,

Herinione,

IL-ro, .

Hippolyta,

Holofernes,
Horatio,

Horner, Thomas.
Hortensio,

Hortcnsiiis,

Hostess, .

Hostess Quickly,

Hotspur (Henry Percy)
Hubert de Burgh,
Hume, ,

Humphrey, Duke of Glot

Humphrey, Prince of Glost

i

Huntsmen, . , .

Friend to Antonio and Bassanio,
" Creature " to King Richard II

Servant to Capulet,

Suitor to Bianca,

Queen to King Edward IV,

A Conspirator, .

Gentleman-Usher toQueen
Servant to Petruchio,

Sijn to Cymbeline,
A Courtier,

Servant to Lady Falconbrid

Prince of Denniarl<, .

Of the King's Party, .

Enemy to the King, .

Of the Duke's Party, .

A Witch, '.

'. '.

Son to Priam, .

Woman to Imogen, ,

Wife to Menelaus,
A Gentlewoman,
In Love with Demetrius,

Son to Priam, .

A Lord of Tyre,

Earl of Richmond,
Afterwards King Henry IV,

A Youth, .

Son to Earl of Northumberland,
Son to Earl of Northumberland,
Earl of Northumberland, .

Son to King John,
Son to King Henry IV.,

Daughter to Egeus, .

Queen to Sicilia,

Daughter to Leonato,

Queen of the Amazons,
A Schoolmaster,

P'riend to Hamlet,
An Armourer, , .

Suitor to Bianca,

A Servant,

Character in the Induction,

Hostess of a Tavern, .

Son to Earl of Northumberland
Chamberlain to King John,
A Priest, ....

, Uncle to King Henry VI.,

v,Son to Henry IV.,

Characters in the Induction,

Merchant of Venice.

King Richard II.

Romeo and Juliet.

Taming of the Shrew.
King Henry VI., Part III.

King Richard III.

King Henry V.

Katharme,Kuig Henry VIII.

Taming of the Shrew,
Cymbeline.
Hamlet.
King Henry VIIL
King John.

Hamlet.
King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry VI., Part III.

King Richard HI.
iMacbeth.

Troilus and Cressida.

Cymbeline.
Troilus and Cressida.

All 's Well that Ends Well.

Midsummer Night's Dream.
Troilus and Cressida.

Pericles.

King Richard III.

King Richard II.

King Henry VI., Part III.

King Richard II.

King Henry IV., Pts. I., H.
King Henry IV., Pts. I., H.
King John.
Kmg Henry IV., Pts. I., II.

King Henry IV., Pts. I., IL
King Henry V.

King Henry VI., Pts. L,II.
King Henry VIII.

King Richard III.

Midsummer Night's Dream,
Winter's Tale.

Much Ado About Nothing.
Midsummer Night's Dream,
Love's Labour's Lost.

Hamlet.
King Henry VI., Part IL
Taming of the Shrew.
Timon of Athens.

Taming of the Shrew.
King Henry IV., Pts. I., IL
King Henry IV., Pts. I., IL
King John.

King Henry VI., Part IL
Iving Henry VI., Part II.

King Hemy IV., Part IL
Taming of the Shrew.
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lachimo,

lago, .

Iden, Alexander^
Imogen^

.

Iras,

Iris,

Isabel, .

Isabella,

Jack Cade,

fames Gum
/amy, .

Jaquenetta,

/uijues, .

/allies, .

Jissica, .

Joan la Piuelle,

John,

Jvhn, Don,
John, Friar,

JcJin, Ktng;
John of Gaun/,
John, Prince of Lancaster,

John Talbot, .

Jourdain, Margery
Julia, .

Juliet, .

Juliet, .

JIt litis Ccesar,

Junius Brutus,
Juno,
Justice Shallow,

Katharina,
Katharine,

Katharine, Prituess,

Katharine, Qtteeti,

Kent, Earl of.

King Edward IV.,
King Henry IV., .

King Henry V.,

King Henry VI. , .

King Henry VIII.

,

KingJohn,
King of France,
King of France,
King Richard II. , .

King Richard III.
,

Lady Anne, .

Lcuiy Cafulet,

Lady Faiconbridge,

Lady Grey,
Lady Macbeth,
Lady Macduff,

Friend to Philario,

Ancient to Othello, .

A Kentish Genileman,
Daughter to Cyinteline,

Attendant on Cleopatra,

A Spirit, ....
Queen of France,

Sister to Claudio,

A Rebel, , . . .

Ser%-ant to Lady Faiconbridge,
Officer in King's Army,
A Country Wench, .

Son to Sir Rowland de Bois,

A Lord attendant on Exiled Duke,
Daughter to Shylock,

Joan of Arc,
A Follower of Cade, .

Bastard Brother to Don Pedro,

A Franciscan, .

Duke of Lancaster, .

Son to King Henry IV.
Son to Lord Talbot, .

A Witch, .

A Lady of Verona,

Daughter to Capulet,

Tribune of the People,
A Spirit, ....
A Country Justice,

The Shrew,
A Lady attending on the Princess

of France,
Daughter toChas. VI. , King of France
W ife to King Henry VIII.,

Cymbehne.
Othello.

King Henry VI., Part II.

Cyjnbeline.

Antony and Cleopatra.

The Tempest.
King Henry V.
Measure for Measure.

King Henry VI., Part IL
King John.
King Henry V.

Love's Labour's Lost-

As Vou Like It.

As You Like It.

Merchant of Venice.

King Henry VI., Part L
King Henry IV., Part II.

Much Ado About Nothing.

Romeo and Juliet.

King John.
King Richard II.

King Henry IV., Pts. L, IL
King Henry VI., Part I.

King Henry VI., Part II.

Two Gem lemen of Verona.
Measure for Measure.
Romeo and Juliet.

Julius Cffisar.

Coriolanus.

The Tempest.
King Henry IV., Part IL

Taming of tlie Shrew.

Love's Labour's Lost.

King Henry V.

King Henry VIIL
King Lear.

King Richard III.

KingHenrj'IV., Pts. I., II.

King Henry V.

Henry VI., Pts. L, IL, IIL
King Henry VIIL
King John.
All ''s Well that Ends Wc!L
King Lear.

King Richard II.

King Richard III.

Widow to Edward Prince of Wales, King Richard III.

Wife to Capulet, . . . Romeo and Juliet.

Mother to Robert and Philip Fai-

conbridge, .... King John.
AfterwardsQueentoKingEdwardlV.jKing Henry VI., Part IIL
Wife to Macbeth, . . . Macbeth.
Wife to Macduff, . . . Macbeth.
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Lady Montague,
Lady Mortimer,
Lady North2tmberlaitd,

Lady Ptny. .

Laertes, .

Lafeu, .

Lancaster, Duke of
Lancaster, PrinceJohn of
Laiince,

.

Lanncelol Gobbo,

Laivrencc, Friar, .

Lavinia,

Lear,

Le Beau,
Lennox,
Leonardo,
Lconato,

Leonatus, Posthttnius,

Leonine,

Leontes,

.

Lepidus, M. ALmilius,

Ligariifs,

Lincoln, Bishop of.

Lion,

Lodovico,

Longaville,

Longsword, IVilliam,

Lord, A,
Lord Ahergaveizny,

Lord Bardolph,
Lord Chief-Jttstice,

Loi'd Clifford,

Lord Fitzwater,

Lord Grey,

Lord Hastings,

Lord Llastings,

I^ord Hastings,

Lord Lovcl, .

Lord Mowbray,
Lord Rivers, .

Lord Poss,

Lord Sands, .

Lord Say,

Lord Scales, .

J^ord Scroop, .

Lord Stafford,

Lord Stanley,

Lord Talbot, .

Lord Willonghby,
Lorenzo,.

Louis, the Dauphin,
Louis, the Dauphin,
Louis XL.,
Lovel, Lord, .

Lovell, Sir Thomas,
Luce,

Wife to Montag;ue,

Daughter to Glendowet,

Wife to Hotspur,
Son to Polonius,

An Old Lord, .

Uncle to King Richard II.

Son to King Henry IV'.,

Sen'ant to Proteus, .

Servant to Sliyiock, .

A Franciscan, ,

Daughter to Titus,

King of Britain,

A Courtier,

A Scottish Nobleman,
Servant to Bassanio,

(jovernor of Messina,

Husband to Imogen, ,

Servant to Dionyza, ,

King of Sicilia, .

A Triumvir,

A Roman Conspirator,

A Character in the Interlut

Kinsman to Brabantio,

A Lord attendant on the King of

Navarre,

Ear! of Salisbury,

Ciiaracter in the Induction

Enemy to the King, .

Of the King's Bench,

Of the King's Party, .

Son to Lady Grey,

Enemy to the King, .

Of the Duke's Party, .

Enemy to the King, .

Brother to Lady Grey,

Governor of the Tower,
A Conspirator, .

Of the Duke's Party, .

Afterwards Earl of Shrev.'sbury,

The Lover of Jessica .

King of France,

Servant to Luciana, ,

• Romeo and Juliet.

King Henry IV., Part 1.

King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry IV., Part I.

llamlct.

All 's Well that End. Well.

King Richard II.

King Henry IV., Pi.s [.,11.

Two Gentlemen ol \ .^rona.

Merchant of Venice.

Romeo and Juliet.

Titus Andronicus.

King Lear.

As Vou Like It.

Macbeth.
Merchant of Venice.

Much Ado About Notfiing.

Cymbeline.
Pericles.

Winter's Tale.

Antony and Cleopatra.

Julius Caesar.

King Henry VIII.

Midsummer Night's Dream.
Oihello.

Love's Labour's Lost.

King John.
Taming of the Shrew.

King Henry VIII.

King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry IV., Part II.

KingHenryVL.Pts. IL,1IL
King Richard II.

King Richard III.

King Richard III.

King Henry W., Part II.

King Henry VL, Part HI.
King Richard III.

King Henry IV., Part 11.

King Henry VI., Part 111.

King Richard II.

King Henry VIII.

King Henry VI., Part IL
King Henry VI., Part IL
King Henry V^.

King Ilcnry VI.. Part IIL
King Richard III.

King Henry VI. , Part L
King Richard II.

Merchant of Venice.

King John.
King Henry V.

King Henry VI., Part III.

King Richard III.

King Henry VIII.

Comedy of Errors.
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Lucentio,

Lucetta,

Luciana,
Lucilius,

Lucilius,

Lucio, .

Lucius, .

Lucius, .

Lucius, .

Lucius, .

Lucullus,

Lucy, Sir Williar

Lychorida,

Lysander,
Lysimachus, .

Macbeth,
Macbeth, Lady,

Macduff,

Macduff, Lady,
Macmorris, .

Malcolm,
Malvolio,

Mamillius,
Marc Antony,
Marcellus,

March, Earl of,

Alarcius, Yoiiii^s;,

Marcus Andronicus
Alarcus Anton/us,
Marcus Brulits,

Alardian,

Mareshall, William
Margarelon, .

Margaret,
Alargaret,

Margaret,
Margaret, Queen,
Margaret,
Alargery Jourdain,
Maria, .

Maria, .

Mariafia,

Mariana,
Marina,
Marquis of Dorset,

Marquis of Montague,
Martext, Sir Oliver,

Martius,
Marulltis,

Mecanas,
Melun, .

Menas, .

Menecrates , .

Alenelaus,

Menenius Agrippa,

Sun to Vincentio,

VVaiting-woman to Julia,

Sister to Adriana,

Friend to Brutus and Cassius,

Servant to Tinion,

A Fantastic,

A Lord : Flatterer of Time
A Servant,

Servant to Brutus,

Son to Titus,

A Lord : Flatterer of Tiim

Nurse to Marina,
In Love with Hermione,
Governor of Mitylene,

General of the King's Army
Wife to Macbeth,
A Scottish Nobleman,
Wife to Macduff,
Officer in King's Army,
Son to King Duncan,
Steward to Olivia,

Son to Leontes,

A Triumvir,

An Officer,

Edward Mortimer,
Son to Coriolanus,

Tribune : Brother to Titus

A Roman Triumvir, .

A Roman Conspirator,

Attendant on Cleopatra,

Earl of Pembroke,
Bastard Son to Priam,
Daughter to Reignier,

Queen to King Henry VI.

Widow to King Henry VT

Attendant on Hero, .

A Witch, .

A Lady attending on the P
of France,

Attendant on Olivia, .

Neighbour to Widow of Florence
The Betrothed of Angelo,
Daughter to Pericles, .

Son to Lady Grey,
Of the Duke's Party, .

A Vicar, ,

Son to Titus,

A Roman Tribune,
Friend to Ca;sar,

A French Lord,
Friend to Pompey,
Friend to Pompey,
Brother to Aganietnrma,
Friend to Coriolanus,.

Taming of the Shrew.
Two Gentlemen of Verona.

Comedy of Errors.

Julius Caesar.

Timon of Athens.
Measure for Meaourt.
Timon of Athens.
Timon of Athens.

Julius Cassar.

Titus Andronicus.

Timon of Athens.
King Henry VI., R.rt I.

Pericles.

Midsummer Night's Dri.-.in..

Pericles.

Macbeth.
Macbeth.
Macbeth.
Macbeth.
ICing Henry V.

Macbeth.
Twelfth Night.

Winter's Tale.

Antony and Cleopatra.

Hamlet.
King Henry IV., Part L
Coriolanus.

Titus Andronicus.

Julius Cassar.

Julius Caesar.

Antony and Cleopatra.

King John.
Troilus and Cressida.

King Henry VI., Part I.

King Henry VI., Part II.

King Richard III.

King Henry VI., Part III.

Much Ado About Nothing.

King Henry VI., Part II.

Love's Labour 's Lost.

Twelfth Night.

All 's Well that Ends Well.

Measure for Measure.
Pericles.

King Richard III.

King Henry VI., Part III.

As You Like It.

Titus .\ndronicus.

Julius Cassar.

Antony and Cleopatra.

King John.
Antony and Cleopatra.

Antony and Cleopatra.

Troilus and Cressida.

Coriolanus.
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Aunteiih,

Mcrcade,

Merciifio,

Messala,

Alefe/Iits Cimber,
Michael,

Alichacl, Sir,

Milan, Du/ce of,

Miranda,
Mr. Ford,
Mrs. Ford, .

Mrs. Overdone,

Mr. Fai^^e,

Mrs. Page,
Mrs. Anne Page,
Mrs. Quickly,

Mrs. Qtiickly,

Mrs. Qniclily,

J\Iontagtie,

Montague, Manptis of,

Alontagtie, Lady,
Montano,
Montgomery, Sir fohn.
Moonshine,
Mopsa, .

AJorgan,

Morocco, Prince of, ,

Mortimer, Edmund,
Mortimer, Edmt(nd,
Mortimer, Lady, .

Morti/ncr, Sir Hugli,

Mortimer, SirJohn,
Morton, John,
Morton, .

Moth, .

Moth, .

Mouldy,
I\Iountjoy,

Mowbray, Thomas,
Mowbray, Lord,
Mustardseed, .

Mutius,

Nathaniel, Sir,

Nerissa,

Nestor, .

Norfolk, Duke of,

Norfolk, Duke of,

Norfolk, Duke of,

Northumberland, Lady,
Northumberland, Earl of

,

Northumberland, Ea7-lof,

N^orthumberland, Earl of,

Northumberland, Earlof,
Nurse ofJuliet,

A Scottish Nobleman,
A Lord attending on the Princess

of France,

Friend to Romeo,
Friend to Brutus and Cassius,

A Roman Conspirator,

A Follower of Cade, .

Friend to Archbishop of York,
Father to Silvia,

Daughter to Prospcro,

A Gentleman dwellingat Windsor,

A Bawd, ....
A Gentleman dwelling at Wind

sor, ....
Daughter to Mrs. Page,

Hostess of a Tavern, .

A hostess : Wife to Pistol,

Servant to Dr. Caius,

At variance with Capulet, .

01 the Duke's Party,

Wife to Montague,
Othello's Predecessor in Office,

A Character in the Interlude,

A Shepherdess, .

Belarius in disguise, .

Suitor to Portia,

Earl of March,
Earl of March, .

Daughter to Glendower,
Uncle to Duke of York,
Uncle to Duke- of York,
Bishop of Ely, .

Servant to Northumberland,
A F"airy, . . . =

Page to Armado,
A Recruit,

A French Herald,
Duke of Norfolk,

Enemy to the King, .

A Fairy, ....
Son to Titus,

A Curate,....
Waiting-maid to Portia,

A Grecian Commander,

Of the Duke's Party, .

Enemy to the King,

Henry Percy,

Of the King's Party,

Macbeth.

Love's Labour 's Lost.

Romeo and Juliet.

Julius Caesar,

Julius Cffisar.

King Henry VI., Part IL
King Henry IV., Parts I., II.

Two Gentlemen of Verona,
The Tempest.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Measure for Measure.

Merry Wives of Windsor.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
King Henry IV., Parts I., II.

King Henry V.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Komeo and Juliet.

King Henry VI., Part IIL
Romeo and Juliet.

Othello.

King Henry VI., Part III.

Midsummer Night's Dream.
Winter's Tale.

Cymbeline.
Merchant of Venice.

King Henry IV., Part I.

King Henry VI., Part I.

King Henry IV., Part I.

King Henry VI., Part HI.
King Henry VI., Part HI.
King Richard III.

King Henry IV., Part II.

Midsummer Night's Dream.
Love's Labour 's Lost.

King Henry IV., Pan II.

King Henry V.
King Richard IL
King Henry IV., Part IL
Midsummer Night's Dream.
Titus Andronicus.

Love 's Labour 's Lost.

Merchant of Venice.
Troilus and Cressida.

King Richard II. and HI.
King Henry VI., Part III.

King Henry VIII.
King Henry IV., Part II.

King Richard II.

King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry IV. , Parts I. , II.

King Henry VI., Part IIL
Romeo and Juliet.
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Nvn, . Soldier in King's Army, . King Henr}' V.

Nyni, . A Follower of Falstaff, Merry Wives of Windsor.

Oberon, . King of the Fairies, . Midsummer Night's Dream
Oclavia,

.

Wife to Antony, Antony and Cleopatra.

Octaviiis CcBsar. A Roman Triumvir, . Julius Csesar.

Octavius Ceesar, A Roman Triumvir, . Antony and Cleopatra.

Old Gobbo, . Father to Launcelot GobLo, Merchant of Venice.

Oliver, . , Son to Sir Rowland de Bois, As You Like lU
Olivia, . A Rich Countess, Twelfth Night.

Ophelia, Daughter to Polonius, Hamlet.
Orlando, Son to Sir Rowland de Bois, As You Like It.

Orleans, Duke of, . King Heniy V.
Orsiiw, . Diike of lUyria,

.

Twelfth Night.

Osric, . A Courtier, Hamlet.
Oswald, Steward to Goneril, . King Lear.

Othello, . The Moor, Othello.

Overdone, Mrs. A Bawd, . Measure for Measure.

Owen Glcndowcr, , King Henry IV., Part I.

Oxford, Duke of, . Of the King's Party, King Henry VI., Part III

Oxford, Earl of,
King Richard IIL

Page, Mr., . A Gentleman dwellingat Windsor, Merry Wives of ^Vlndsor.

Page, Mrs., . , ...... Merry Wives of Windsor.

Page, Mrs. Anne, . Daughter to Mrs. Page, Merry Wives of Windsor.

Page, William, Son to Mr. Page, Merry Wives of Windsot
Pandarus, Uncle to Cressida, Troilus and Cressida.

Pandulph, Cardinal, , Tlie Pope's Legate, . King John.

Panthino, Servant to Antonio, . Two Gentlemen of Verona.

Paris, . Son to Priam, . Troilus and Cressida.

Paris, . A Young Nobleman, . Romeo and Juliet.

Parolles, . . A Follower of Bertram, All 's Well that Ends WelL
Patience, . . Woman to Queen Katharine, King Henry VIIL
Patroclus, A Grecian Commander, Troilus and Cressida.

Paulina, . , Wife to Antigonus, . Winter's Tale.

Peashlossoni, . A Fairy, .... Midsummer Night's Dream.
Pedant, . Personating Vincentio, Taming of the Shrew.
Pedro, Don, . Prince of Arragon, Much Ado About Nothing.

Pembroke, Earl of. William Mareshall, . King John.

Pembroke, Earl of

,

Of the Duke's Party, . King "Henry VL, Part IIL
Percy, Hairy, Earl of Northumberland, . King Henry IV., Pts.L,IL
Percy, Hemy, Son to Earl of Northumberland, King Richard II.

Percy, Henry (Hotspur) , Son to Earl of Northumberland, KingHenrylV., Pts. L,n.
Percy, Lady. . Wife to Hotspur, King Henry IV., Part L
Percy, Thomas, Earl of Worcester, King Henry IV., Pts. L,II
Perdita,

.

Daughter to Ilermione, Winter's Tale.

Pericles,

.

Prince of Tyre, . Pericles.

Peter, . A Friar, .... Measure for Measure.

Peter, . . Horner's Man, . King Henry VI. , Part IL
Peter of Pomfret, . A Prophet, King John.
Peto, . , A Follower of Sir John FalstatT, Iving Henry IV., Pts. L, n.
Petruchio, , A Gentleman of Verona, Suitoi

to Katharina,

.

Taming of the Shrew.
Phcbe, . . . A Shepherdess, . . . As You Like It,

Philario Friend to Posthumus, Cyinbeline.

Philemon, Servant to Cerimon, . Pericles.

Philip, . . King of France, . . King John.
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Philip FalcoitbridgK,

Phiio, .

Philosirate,

Pk ileitis,

Phrynia,
Pierce, Sir, of Extern,

Piticit, .

Pindarus,
Pisatiio,

.

Pis/o/, .

Pistol, .

P'stol, .

P'lantagenet, Richard,
Players,

.

Players,

.

.

P>if!S, .

Polixems,
Polonius,

Polydore,

Ponipeius Sextus,

Popilius Lena,
Portia, .

Portia, .

Posthiimus Leonatus,

Priam, .

Prince Heiiry,

P>-ince Humpkrey of Glos.

PrinzeJohn of Lancaster
Prinze of Arragon,

,

Prince of ]\!orocco, ,

Prince of IVaks,
Prince of Jf'ales, FIcrtry,

Princess Katharine,
Princess of Fraftce,

Procitleius,

Prophetess,

Prospero,

Proteus,

Publitis,

Publius,

Pacelle, Jean la,

Piicli, .

Pyramus,

Q:iccn EKzalieth,

Qi!ccn Ka!harii'.£,

Queen Maigaret,
Queen of King Richard j

Quickly, Ulr's.,

Quickly, Mrs.,
Quickly, Mrs.,
Quince, .

Quintus,

Ramhtires,

Kalcliff, Sir Richard,

/-,

Bastard Son to King Richard I

Friend to Antony,
Master of the Revels,

A Servant,

Mistress to Alcibiades,

A Schoolmaster and Conjurer
S<;rvai!t to Cassius,

Servant to Fosthumus,
A Follower of Sir John Falstaff,

A Follower of Sir John Faistatf,

A Soldier in King's Army,
Duke of York, .

Characters in the Inductioii

Characters in

A Follower of Sir John Falstaff,

King of Bohemia,
L'>rii Chamberlain,
Ciiiiderius in Disguise,

Friend to Antony,
A Roman Senator, .

A Rich Heiress, .

Wife to Brutus, ,

Husband to Imogen, .

King of Troy, ,

S'jn to King John,
Son to King Henry V^.,

Son to King Henry IV.,

Suitor to Portia,

Suitor to Portia,

Son to King Edward IV.,

Afterwards King Henry V,

Daughter to King Charles VI.

Friend to Caesar,

Cassandra,
Rightful Duke of Milan,

A Ciencleman of Verona,
A Ron. an Senator,

Son to Marcus, . ,

Jo:in of Arc,

A Faiiy,

A Character in the Interlude,

Wife to Cymbeline, .

Queen to King Edward IV,

Wife to King Henry VIII.

Wife to King Henry VI.,

Hostess of a Tavern, .

A Hostess : Wife to Pistol

Servant to Dr. Caius,

The Carpenter, .

Son to Titus, „ ,

A French Lord, .

King John.
Antony and Cleopatra.
Midsummer Night's Dream.
Timon of Athens.
Timon of Athens.
King Richard II.

Comedy of Errors.

Juhus Ceesar.

Cymbeline.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
King Henry IV., Part \l.

King Henry V.
Henry VI., Pts. I.,II., IIL
Taming of the Shrew.
Hamlet.
King Henry IV., Pts. I., XL
Winter's Tale.

Hamlet.
C\ uiheline.

Aniony and Cleopatra,

Julius Ca;sar.

Merchant of Venice.

Julius Csesar.

Cymbeline.
Troilus and Cressida.

King John.
King Henry IV., Part IL
King Henry IV., Part IL
Merchant of Venice.
Merchant of Venice.
King Richard III.

King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry V.
Love's Labour's Lost,

Antony and Cleopatra.
Troilus and Cressida.

The Tempest.
Two Gentlemen of Verona.
Julius Caesar.

Til us Andronicus.
King Henry VI., Part I.

Midsummer Night's Dream.
Midsummer Night's Dream.

Cymbeline.
King Richard III.

King Henry VHL
King Henry VI., Part IIL
King Richard II.

Ki.ig Henry IV., Pts. L, II.

King Henry V.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Midsummer Night's Dream,
Tilus Andronicus.

King Henry V.

Kin" Richard HI.
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Re^an, Daughter to King Lear,

Reigiiier, Duke of Anjou,....
Krynaldo, Servant to Polonius, .

Ruhard, Son to Plantagenet, .

Richard, Afterwards Duke of Gloster,

Richard, Duke of Glosier Afterwards King Richard III., .

Richard, Duke of York, Son to King Edward IV., .

Ruhard Plantagenet, Duke of York, ....
Richard TI., King,
Richard HI., fCirtg,

Richmond, Earl of. Afterwards King Henry VH., .

Rivers, Earl, Brother to Lady Grey,
Rivers, Lord, Brother to Lady Grey,
Robert Bigot, Earl of Norlolk,

Robert Falconbridge, Son to Sir Robert Falconbridge,

Robin, . A Page to Sij John Falstaff,

Robin Goodfellow ( Puck^ A Fairy, .....
Roderigo, A Venetian Gentleman,
Kogcro, . A Sicilian Gentleman,
Romeo, . Son to Montague,
Rosalind, Daughter to the Banished Duke,
Rosaline, A Lady attending on the Princess

of France, ....
Rosencrantz, . A Courtier, ....
Ross, Lord,

Ross, A Scottish Nobleman,
Rotheram, Thomas, Archbishop of York, .

Rousillon, Count of. Bertram, . . . . .

Rousilbn, Countess of. Mother to Bertram, .

Rugby, . Servant to Dr. Caius,
Rumour, As a Prologue, ....
Salanio, Friend to Antonio and Bassanio,
Salarino, Friend to Antonio and Bassruiio,

Salerio, . A Messenger from Venice,
Salisbury, Earl of. William Longsword, .

Salisbury, Earl of.

Salisbury, Earl of. Of the York Faction,
Salisbury, Earl of.

Samf>son. Servant to Capulet, .

Sands, Lord, .

Satuminus, . Emperor of Rome,
Say, Lord,
Scales, Lord, , Governor of the Tower,
Scarus, . Friend to Antony,
Scroop, . , Archbishop of York, .

Scroop, L^ord,

.

A Conspirator, ....
Scroop, Sir Stephen,

Sebastian, Brother to the King of Naples, .

Sebastian, Brother to Viola,

Seleucus, Attendant on Cleopatra,
Sempronius, . A Lord : Flatterer of Tinion,
Servilius, Servant to Timon,
Sextus Pompeius, . Friend to Antony,
Seyton, . Officer attending on Macbeth, .

Shado70, A Recruit,.....
Shallow, A Country Justice,

King Lear.

King Henry VL, Part 1.

Hamlet.
King Henry VL, Part H
Kmg Plenry VL, Part HI
Kmg Richard III.

King Richard III.

Henry VL, Pts. I., II., HI.
King Richard II.

King Richard III.

King Richard III.

King Richard III.

King Henry VL, Part HI.
King John.
King John.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
Midsummer Night's Dream.
Othello.

Winter's Tale.

Romeo and JulieL

As You Like It.

Love's Labour 's Lost.

Hamlet.
King Richard IL
Macbeth.
King Richard IIL
All 's Well that Ends Well.

All 's Well that Ends Weil.

Merry Wives of Windsor.
King Henry IV., Pan IL

Merchant of Venice.

Merchant of Venice.

Merchant of Venice.

King John.
King Henry V.

King Henry VI. , Pts. I., IL
King Richard II.

Rome* and Juliet.

King Henry VIII.

Titus Andronicus.

King Henry VL, Part IL
King Henry VI. , Part II.

Antony and Cleopatra.

King Henry IV., Pts. I., IL
King Henry V.

King Richard II.

The Tempest.
Twelfth Night.

Antony and Cleopatra.

T5mon of Athens.

Timon of Athens.
Antony and Cleopatra

Macbeth.
King Henry IV., Part li.

King Henry IV., Fart IL
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Shallow,

Shylock,

.

Siriiiius I- '('liitus, ,

Silence^ .

Silius, .

Silvia, .

Silvius,

Siinonides,

Simpcoj. ,

Simple, .

Sir Andrew AfTtwcheek,

Sir Anthony Denny,
Sir Heuiy Guildford,

Sir Hugh Evans, .

Sir Hugh Mortitner,

Si> Hunrphrey Stafford,

Sir fames Blount, ,

Sir James Tyrrel, .

Sn- John Coleville, .

Sir John Falstaff, .

Sir fohn Falstaff, .

SirJohn Fastolfe, .

Sir John Montgomery

,

Sir fohn Mortimer,
Sir John Somerville,

Sir fohn Stanley, .

Sir /Michael, .

Sir Nathaniel,
Sir /Vicholas Vaux,
Sir Oliver Martext,
Sir Pierce of E.xton,

Sir Richard Ratcliff,

Sir Richard Vernon,
Sir Robert Brakenbury

,

Sir Slepki'u Scroop,

Sir Thomas Erpingham
Sir Thomas Cargrave,
Sir Thomas Grey, .

Sir Thomas Lovell,

Sir Thomas Vaughan,
Sir Toby Belch,

Sir Walter Blunt, .

Sir Walter Herbert,

Sir William Gatesly.
Sir William Glansdale,

Sir William Lucy,
Sir William Stanley,

Siivard,

Siward, Young,
Slender,

Smith the Weaver,

.

Snare, .

Snout, .

Snug,
Solinus,

Somerset, Duke of, .

Somerville, SirJohn,

A Country Justice,

A Jew, ....
Tribune of the People, •

A Country Justice,

An Officer of Ventidius's Army,
Daughter to the Duke of Milan,

A Shepherd,
King of Pentapolis,

An Impostor,

Servant to Slender,

A Welsh Parson,

Uncle to Duke of Yi

Enemy to the King,

Uncle to Duke of \'o

Friend lo Archbishop of York,
A Curate, .

A \'icar, .

Lieutenant of the Tow

Officer in King's Arm;

A Conspirator, ,

Uncle to Olivia,

Friend to King Ilenry

Earl ©f Northumberland,

Son to Siwaid, .

Cousin to J ustice Slial

A Follower of Cade,

A Sherirs Officer,

The Tinker,

The Joiner,

Duke of Ephesus,

Of the King's Party,

IV

Merry Wives of Windsor.
Merchant of Venice.

Coriolanus.

King Henry IV., Part II.

Antony and Cleopatra.

Two Gentlemen of Veiona.
As You Like It.

Pericles.

King Henry VI., Part II.

Merry Wives of W'indsor.

Twelfth Night.

King Henry VIII.
King Henry VIII.
Merry Wives of Windsor.
King Henry VI., Part IIL
King Henry VI., Part IL
King Richard III.

King Richard III.

King Henry IV., Part II.

King Henry IV., Pts. I., IL
Merry Wives of Windsor.
King Henry VI., Part L
King Henry VI., Part IIL
King Henry VL, Part IIL
King Henry VI. , Part IIL
King Henry VI. , Part II.

King Henry IV., Pts. I.,IL
Love's Labour 's Losu
King Henry VIII.
As You Like It.

King Richard II.

King Richard III.

Iving Henry IV., Part L
King Richard III.

King Richard II.

King Henry V.

King Henry VI. , Part L
King Henr)' V.

King Henry VIII.

King Richard III.

Twelfth Night.

King Henry IV., Pts. L, IL
King Richard HI.
King Richard III.

King Henry VI., Part I.

King Henry VI. , Part 1.

King Henry VI. , Part IIL
Macbeth.
Macbeth.
Merry Wives of Windsor.

King Henry VI. , Part IL
King Henry IV., Part IL
Midsummer Night's Dream.
Midsummer Night's Dream.

Comedy of Errors.

Henry VI. , Pts. IL, III.

King Henry VL, Part IIL
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South-weilf .

Speed, . , ,

Stafford, Lord,

Stafford, Sir Humphrey^
Stanley, Lard,
Stanley, Sir John, .

Stanley, Sir William,
Starveling,

Sttphano, . ,

Stephano,

Strata, . . ,

Suffolk, Duke of, .

Suffolk, Duke of, ,

Suffolk, Earl of, ,

Surrey, Duke of, .

Surrey, Earl iff, ,

Surrey, Earl of,

Talbot, fofiH,

Talbot, Lord,
Tamora,
Taurus,
Tearsheet, Doll,

Tfidisa-, .

2'haliardf ,

7'lierstteSf

Theseus,

Thisbt, . ,

Tfiomas,

Thomas, Duke gf Clarence,
Tliomas Homer,
77i.rce Witches,

Thitrio,

Thyreus,
Timandra, .

Time, . .

Tiinon, .

7 itania, ,

Titinius,

Titus Andronicus,

.

Titus Lartius,

ToucJistone, ,

Tranio, .

IVavers,

Trebonius, ,

Irituulo,

Troilt4S, ,

l^ubal, .

Tullus Aufidius,
Tybalt, .

Tyrrel, SirJames, ,

Ulysses,

Ursula,

.

Urswick, Christopher^

Valentine, .

Valentine,

A Priest, .

A Clownish Servant, ,

Of tlie Duke's Party,

.

The Tailor,

A Drunken Butler,

Servant to Portia,

Servant to Brutus,

Of the King's Party,

Son to Duke of Norfolk,

Son to Lord Taibot, .

Afterwards Earl of Shrewsbury,
Queen of the Goths, .

Lieutenant-General to Caesar,

A Bawd, .

Daughter to Simonides,
A Lord of Antioch, .

A Deformed Grecian,
Duke of Athens,
A Character in the Interlude,

A Friar,

Son to l"ung Henry IV.,

An Armourer, .

Rival to Valentine,

Friend to Caesar,

Mistress to Alcibiades,

As Chorus,
A Noble Athenian, .

Queen of the Fairies,

.

Friend to Bi utus and Cassius,

General against the Goths,
General against the Volscians,

A Qown, .

Servant to Lucentio, .

Servant to Northumberlanc
A Roman Conspirator,

A Jester, .

Son to Priam, .

A Jev/, Friend to Shylock,
Volscian General,
Nephew to Capulet, .

A Grecian Commander,
Altendaat on Hero, .

A Priest, .

A Gentleman of Verona,
Attendant on ilie Duke of Illyria,

King Henry VI., Part II.

Two Gentlemen of Verona,

King Henry VI., Part III.
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/•BATE, to depress, sinTc, ?iibdue

ABC-book, a catechism

Able, to qualify or uphold
Absolute, highly accomplished, perfect

AJ^V, to pay retribution foi

A^ysm, abyss

Aclion, direction by mute signs, charge or accu-

sation

Action-takin^o^ litigious

Additions, titles oi descriptions

Address, to make ready
Addressed or addrest, ready

A Iversity, contrariety

A iijertisement, admonition
A ivertisin<^, attentive

Advise, to consider, recollect

Advised, not precipitant, cautious

Affect, love

Affection, affectation, imagination, disposition,

quality

Affections, passions, desires

Affeered, confirmed

Affied, betrothed

Affined, joined by affinity

Affront, to meet or face

Affy, to betroth in marriage
Aglet-baby, a diminutive being
Agnize, acknowledge, confess

A-good, in good earnest

Aim, guess, encouragement, suspicion

Alder-liefest, most dear (.)f all things

Ale, a merry meeting
Allow, to approve
Allozoance, approbation
Ames-ace, lowest chance of the dice
Amort, sunk and dispirited

Anchor, anchoret
Ancient, an ensign
Anight, in the night

Answer, retaliation

Antick, the fool of the old farces

Antiquity, old age
Antres, caves and dens
Appeal, to accuse
Appointment, preparation

Apprehensive, quick to understand
Approbation, entry on probation

Approof, proof, approbation
Approve, to justify, to make good, to establish,

to recommend to approbation
Approved, felt, convicted by proof
Approvers, persons who try

Ai/ua-vi/ii, hratidy, -ruu de vie

Arch, chief

Argentine, silvery

Argier, Algiers

Argcsies, great ship'^, galleons

Argiunent, subject for conversation, evidence
proof

Arm, to take up in the arms
Aroint, avaunt, begone
A -row, successively, one after anothei
Articulate, to enter into articles

Articulated, exhibited in article:

Artificial, ingenious, artful

Aspersion, sprinkling

Assifiego, a he-ass

Asstirance, conveyance or deed
Assured, affianced

Astringer, a falconei

Ates, instigation from Ate, the mischievoi

goddess that incites bloodshed

Atomies, minute particles discernable m i.

stream of sunshine that breaks tntc ••

darkened room, atoms
Attasked, reprehended, corrected

Attended, waited for

Attent, attentive

Att07-ney, deputation

Attorneyship, the discretional agency c

another
Attornied, supplied by substitution ofembassie

Avaunt, contemptuous dismission

Audcuious, spirited, animated
Audrey, a corruption of Etheldreda

Authentic, an epithet applied to the learned

Baccare, stand back, give place

Bale, misery, calamity

Bateful, baneful

Balked, bathed or piled up
Balm, the oil of consecration

Band, bond
Bank, to sail along the banks
Bar, barrier

Barbed, caparisoned in a warlike manner
Barful, full of impediments
Bam or bairn, a child

Base, a rustic game, called prison-base

Bases, a kind of dress used by knirhts ci

horseback
Basilisks, a species of cannon
Basta, Spanish, 'tis enough
Bastard, raisin wine
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Bat, a club or staff

Bate, strife, contention

Bate, to flutter as a hawk
Batlet, an instrument used hy washers of clothes

Battle, army
Bavin, brushwood
Bawcock, a jolly cock

Bay, the space between the main beams of a

roof

Beak, the forecastle, or the boUsprit

Beard, to oppose in a hostile manner, to set at

defiance

Bearing-cloth, a mantle used at chrislenings

Beat, in falconry, to flutter

Beetle, to hang over the base

Being, abode
Belongings, endowments
Be-mete, be-measure

Be-moikd, be-draggled, be-mired

Bending, unequal to the weight

Benefit, beneficiary

Bent, the utmost degree of any passion

Best, bravest

Bestowed, left, stowed, or lodged

Bestranght, distraught or ;lihtracted

Beteem, to give, to pour out, to permit or suflc:

Bewray, betray, discover

Bezonian, a term of reproach

Biding, place, abiding

Bigging, a kind of cap
Bilbo, a Spanish blade of peculiar excellence

Bilboes, a species of fetters

Bill, a weapon carried by watchmen
Bird-bolt, a species of arrow
Bissan, blind

Blank, the white mark at which an arrow li

shot

Blast, burst

Blear, to deceive

Blench, to start off

Blent, blended, mixed
Blood-boltered, daubed with blood
Blows, swells

Blunt, stupid, insensible

Board, to accost, to address
Bobb, to trick, to liiake a fool of

Bodged, boggled, made bungling work
Bolting-hatch, the receptacle in which the meal

is bolted

Bombard, or bumbard, a liarrel

Bombast, the stuffing of clothes

Boim-robas, strumpets
Bond, bounden duty
Book, paper of conditions
Bore, demeaned
Bore^ the calibre of a gun
Bores, stabs or wounds

Bosom, wish, heart s desire

Bots, worms in the stomach of a horse
Bourn, bounda^'y, rivulet

Bo':v, yoke
Brace, armour for the arm, state of defence
Brach, a species of hound
Braid, crafty or deceitful

Braveiy, showy dress

Brawl, a kind of dance
Breach, of the sea, breaking of the ;ea

Breast, voice, surface

Ihxathed, inured by constant practice

Bi eathing, complimentary
Breeched, sheathed
Breeching, liable to school-boy punishnienv
Brize, the gad or horse-fly

Broached, spitted, transfixed

Broke, to deal with a pander
Broken, toothless

j
Broker, a matchmaker, a procuress or pnnp
Brow, height

Bruited, reported with clamour
Brush, detrition, decay
Buckle, to bend, to yield to pressure

Bugs, bugbears, terrors

Bulk, the body
Buntijig, a bird like a skylark

Burgonet, a kind of helmet

Bush, the sign of a public-house

Putt-shaft, an arrow to shoot at butts

Buxoni^ obedient, under command
lyy'rlakin, by our ladykin, or little lady

Caddis, a narrow worsted gallooa

Cade, a barrel

Cadent, falling

Cage, a prison

Cain-coloured, yellow

Caliver, a species of musket
Callet, a lewd woman
Calling, appellation

Calm, qualm
Canary, a sprightly nimble dance

Candle-wasters, those who sit up all niglit to

drink

Canker, the d'>g-rose

Canstick, candlestick

Cantle, a piece of anything

Cantons, cantos

Cap, the top, the principal

Cap, to salute by taking off ihe-cap

Capitulate, to make head

Capon, metaphor for a letter

Capricious, lascivious

Captions, capacious or reci]iient

Carack. a ship of great bulk

Carbonadoed, scotched lilic meal for the gridiron
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Care, ir.clinalion

Careires, the motion of a hearse

Carkanet, necklace or chain

Ca9-l, clown or husbandman
Carlot, peasant

Carren, a critic

Carpet-consideration, on n carpet, a festivity

Carriaf^e, import
Carry ^ to prevail over

Case, skin, outside garb
Case, to strip naked
Cast, to empty, to dismiss or reiert

Castilian, an opprobrious term
Castiliano vtilgo, a term of contempt
Caiaian, some kind of sharper

Cn'.ling, a luie-slring made of catgut

Cautelous, insidious, cautious

Cavalerocs, airy, gay fellows

Carnare, a delicacy made of the roe of sturgeon
Cease, decease, die, to stop

Censure, to judge
Centu7'ies, companies of an hundred
Ceremonies, honorary ornaments, toke-^s of

respect

Ceremotiious, superstitions

Cess, measure
Chace, a term at tennis

Chair, throne
Chamber, ancient name for London
Chamber, a species of great gun
\jhamberers, men of intrigue

"Character, to write, to infix strongly

Chai-acteiy, the matter with which letters ^.c

made
Chares, taskwork
Charge-house, the free-school

Charitable, dear, endearing
Charneco, a sort of sweet wine
Chaudron, entrails

Cheater, escheator, an officer in the exchequer,

a gamester
Check, command, control

Cheer, countenance
Cherry-pit, a play wnth cherry-stones

Cheveril, soft or kid leather

Chew, to ruminate, consider

Cheivet, a noisy chattering bird

Chide, to resound, to echo
Chiding, sound
Childing, unseasonably pregnant
Chopin, a high shoe or clog

Christom, the white cloth put on a new-baptized
child

Chrystals, eyes
Chuck, chicken, a term of endearment
Chuff, rich, avaricious

Cite, to incite, to show, to prove

Civil, grave or solemn
Civil, human creature, anything human
Clack-dish, a beggar's dish

Claw, to flatter

Clinquant, glittering, shining

Clip, to embrace, to infold

Clout, the mark archers aim at

Coach-fellow , one who draws with a confederate

Coasting, conciliatory, inviting

Cobloaf, a crusty, uneven loaf

Cock, cock -boat
Cockle, a weed
Cockled, inshelled like a cockle

Cockshut-time, twilight

Codling, anciently an immature apple

Coffin, the cavity of a raised pie

Cog, to falsify, to lie. to defraud

Coigne, corner

Coil, bustle, stir

Collect, to assemble by oKser\'ation

Collection, corollary, consequence

Col'ied, black, smtuted with coal

Collier, a term of the highest reproach

Colt, to fool, to trick

Co- mart, a joint bargain

Coinbinate, betrothed

Comforting, aiding

Commended, committed
Commonty, a comedy
Compact, made up of

Company, companion
Comparative, a dealer in comparisons

Co ij/passed, round

C \impliments, accomplishnH-nts

Co})tplexio7i, htmiour

Comply, to compliment
Compose, to come to a composition

Composition, contract or bargain, consistency,

concordancy
Composture, composition, compost
Comptible, submissive

Con, to know
Con, lusions, experiments
Cone IIpy, concupiscence
Condolement, sorrow
Concy-catched. cheated

Concy-catcker, a cheat, or sharj^er

Confession, profession

Conjcct, conjecture

Confound, to destroy, lo expend to consume

Confottnded, worn or wasted

Consimed, sealed

Consist, lo stand upon
Continent, the thing which conlpjns

Continents, banks of rivers

Conti-action, marriage contract

Lont7-ive, to spend and wear out
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CotUrol, to confute

Convent, to serve or agree

Convented, cited, summoned
Converse, interchange

Convey, to perform sleight-of-hand

Conveyance, theft, fraud

Convince, to overpower, subdue, coavic;

Convive, to feast

Cope, covering

Copped, rising to a cope, or head
Copy, theme
Coragio, a word of encouragement
Corinthia7t, a wench er

Corky, drj', withered, husky
Corollary, surplus

Corrigible, corrected

Costard, the head
Coster-monger, meanly, mercenan/
Cote, to overtake
Coted, quoted, observed, or regarded
Cotsale, Cotswoid in Gloucestershire

Covered, hollow
Count Confect, a specious nobleman
Countenance, false appearance, hypocrisy

Counterpoints, counterpanes
County, count, earl

Cower, to sink by bending the hams
Cowl-staff, a staff for carrying a tub
Coy, to soothe or stroke

Coyed, condescended unwillingly [fellow

Coystril, a coward cock, a mean or drunken
Cozier, a tailor or botcher
Crack, dissolution

Crack, a boy, or child, a boy-child

Cranks, windings
Crants, chants

Crare, a small trading vessel

Create, compounded, or made up
Credit, a liglit set upon a beacon
Cressive, increasing

Crestkss, having no right to arms
Crisp, curling, winding, curled, benl
Critic, cynic

Crosses, mtmey stamped with a cro'^'-;

Crow-keeper, a scarecrow
Crown, to conclude
Crow)ied, dignified, adorned
Ci'ownet, last purpose
Cry, a troop or pack
Cue, in stage cant, the last words of the'precsd-

ing speech
Cuisscs, armour for the thighs
Cullion, a despicable fellow
Cunning, sagacity, knowledge
Cu7b, to bend or truckle
Curiosity, finical delicacy, ^cniT^il'^'-' n.^'^': o?

captiousness

Ctirious, scrupulous

Curled, ostentatiously dressed

Currents, occurrences

Curst, crabbed, shrev/ish, angry

Curtail, a cur of little value

Curtal, a. docked horse

Curtle-axe, or cutlass, a short swfw
Custard-coffin, the crust of a pie

Customer, a common woman
Cut, a horse

Cyprus, a transjjareni stui"!

Daff, or doff, to do off, to put aside

Danger, reach or control

Danskers, natives of Denmark
Dark-house, a house made gloomy by discon-

tent

Darraign, to arrange, put in order

Daub, to disguise

Daubery, falsehood and imposition

Day-bed, a couch
Day-woman, dairy-maid

Dear, best, important, dire

Dearn, lonely, solitary

D^aiJi-tokens, spots appearing or: those infected

by the plague

Decay, misfortunes

Deck, to cover, a pack
Decline, to run through from first to ia^

Deem, opinion, surmise

Defeat, destruction

Defence, art of fencing

Defend, to forbid

Defiance, refusal

Delay, to let slip

Demise, to grant

Denay, denial

Denier, the twelfth part of a French sous

Denotements, indications or discovene-

Depend, to be in service

Deracinate, to force up by the root;:

Derogate, degraded, blasted

Descant, a term in music

Dick, dit or do it

Dickon, familiarly for Richai

Die, gaming
Diffused, extravagant, irregiiiar

Digression, transgression

Dint, impression

Direction, judgment, ski?'

Disable, to undervalue

Disappointed, unprepareL

Disclose, to hatch

Discontenting, discontente* 1

Discourse, reason

Disease, unpnsiness, disccntciii

Z,Vi<KiJ>c^5 sayings
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Disgrace, hardship, injury Ente7-tainment, the pay of an army, admission
Dislimns, unpainls, obliicratcs to oftice

Dispose, to make terms, lo SL-ule mailers Ephesian, a cant term for a toper

Distaste, lo corrupl, lo change 10 a worse Equipage, stolen goods

stale Erring, wandering

Distemper, intoxication Escoted, paid

Distemperature, perturbation Esil, a river so called, or vinegar

Distractioits, delachmenis, separate bodies Esperance, the mcjiio of the Percy family

Division, the pauses or parts of musical com- Essential, existent, real

position Estimate, price

Doctrine, skill Estimation, conjecture

Dole, lot, allowance Excrement, the beard

Dolphin, the Dauphin of France Excre/nents, the hair, nails, feathers of birds, etc

Don, to do on, to put on Execute, to employ, to put to use

Dotant, dotard Execution, employment of exercise

Dout, to do out, extinguish Executors, executioners

Dowle, a feather Exercise, exhortation, lecture, or confession

Down-gyved, hanging down like what confines Exhale, hale or lug out

the fetters round the ankles Exhibition, allowance
Drab, whoring Exigent, end
Drawn, embowelled, exenterated Expedient, expeditious

Dread, epithet applied lo kings Expiate, fully completed
Drew, assembled Exposturc, exposure
JJribbling, a term of contempt Express, to reveal

Drive, to fly with impetuosity Expulsed, expelled

Drollery, a show performed by puppets Exsufflicate, contemptible, abominable
Drugs, drudges Extend, to seize

Drtimble, to act lazily and stupidly Extettt, in law, violence in general

Dncdaiiie, due ad me, brmg him to me Extravagant, wandering
Dudgeon, the handle of a dagger Eyases, young nestlings

Due, to endue, lo deck, to grace Eyas musket, infant lilliputian

Dump, a mournful elegy Eye, a small shade of colour

Dup, to do up, to lift up Eyliads, glances, looks. See Oetliaas

Eyne, eyes

Eager, sour, sharp, harsh
Eanlings, lambs just dropped Face, to carry a foolish appearance
Ear, to plough /''acinorous, wicked
Easy, slight, inconsiderable Fact, guilt

Eche, to eke out Pactions, active

Ecstasy, alienation of mind, madness Faculties, medicinal virtues, oflice, exercise of

Effects, affects, actions, deeds effected power
Eftest, det'iest, readiest Fadge, to suit or fit

I-.gypt, a gipsy Fading, the burthen of a song
Eld, old lime or persons Faithful, not an infidel

Ele?nent, initiation, previous practice Faitors, traitors, rascals

Embossed, enclosed, swollen, puffy Fall, an ebb
Embozvelled, exhausted Falsing, falsifying

Embraced, indulged in Fancy, love

Empety, dominion, sovereign command Fans, ancient
Emulous, jealous of higher authority Fap, drunk
Encave, to hide Far, extensively

Engross, to fatten, to pamper Farced, stuffed

Engrossments, accumulations Fashions, farcens or farcy

Enmew, to coop up Fast, determined, fixed

Ensconce, to protect as with a fort Fat, dull

Enseamed, greasy Favour, countenance, features, indulgence,

Entertain, to retain in service pardon, appearance
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Feat, ready, dexterous Foul, homely, not fair

Fea/ed, fi)nned, made neat Fox, a cant word for a sword
Fedc7-a>y, a confederate Foxship, mean, cunning
Fee-grief, a peculiar sorrow Frampold, peevish, fretiul, or cross

Feed,;!-, an eater, a servniit Frank, a sty

Feere, or Plicerc, a companion, a husband Franklin, a little gentleman or freeholder

Feet^ footing Fret, the stop of a musical instrument, which
Fell, skni regulates the vibration of the string

I-'eJl-fea'.s. savage practices Frippery, a shop where old clothes were sold

Feodary, an accomplice, a confederate I'rize, a cloth made in Wales
Feslinateljf, hastily Frontier, forehead

Festival term, splendid phraseology Frush, to break or bruise

F'et, fetclied Fnlfilling, filling till there be no room for uujre

Flco, a fig Fiillams, loaded dice

Fielded, in the field of battle Fuiniter, fumitory

Fig, to insult

Fights, clothes hung round a ship to conceal Gabardine, a loose felt cloak

the men from the enemy Gain -giving, misgiving

Filed, gone an equal pace \v'ith Galliard, an ancient dance
Fills, the shafts Galliasses, a species of galleys

Filths, common sewers Gallowglasses, heavy armed foot

Fine, full of fineness, artful Gallow, to scare or frighten

Fine, to make showy or specious Gallymatvfry, a medley
Fire-iieiu, bran-new, new from the forge Gamester, a frolicsome person, a wanton
Firk, to chastise Garboils, commotion, stir

Fit, a division of a song Gasted, frightened

Fitchew, a pole-cat Gaudy, a festival day
Fives, a distemper in horses Gawds, baubles, toys

Flap-dragon, a small inflammable substance Geek, a fool

which topers swallow in a glass of wine Generosity, high birth

Flap-Jacks, pancakes Generous, most noble

Fleet, to float Gentility, urbanity

Fleshuunt, first act of military service Gentle, noble, high-minded

Flewed, having the flews or chaps of a hound Gentry, complaisance

Flight, a sort of shooting German, akin

FloHrisk , ornament Gest, a stage or journey

Flote, wave Gib, a cat

Flush, mature, ripe Giglot, a wanton wench
Foin, to thrust in fencing Gilder, a coin valued at is. 6d. or 2S,

Foison, plenty Gild, gilding, golden money
Folly, depravity of mind Gimnml, a ring or engine

Fond, foolish, or prized by folly Ging, a gang
Fonder, more weak or foolish Gird, a sarcasm or gibe, emotion

Fondly, foolishly Gleek, to joke or scoff, to beguile

Fools' zanies, baubles with the head of a fool Gloze, to expound, to comment upon
Foot-cloth, a housing covering the body of the Good-deed, indeed, in very deed

horse, and almost reaching to the ground Good-den, good -evening
Forced, false Good-life, of a moral or jovial turn

Fordid, destroyed Good-jer, gougere, morbus gallicus

Fordo, to undo, to destroy Gorbellied, fat and corpulent

Foredone, overcome Government, evenness of temper, decency of

Foreslow, to be dilatory, to loiter manners
Forgetive, inventive, imaginative Gourds, a species of dice

Forked, horned Gouts, drops

Former, foremost Gramercy, grand mercy, great thanks

Forspoke, contradicted, spoken against Grange, the farm-house of a monastery

Forthcoming, in custody Gratillity, gratuity
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Grave, to entoirib Humorous, changeable, humid, moist
Graves, ox Reaves, aniiour for the legs Hungry, sterile, unprolific
Greasily, grossly Hunt-counter, base tyke, worthless dog
Greek, a bawd <.n pander Hunt-sup, the name of a tune
Greenly, awkwardly, uiiikilfuUy Hurly, noise

Greets, pleases Hurtling, merry with impetuosity

Grtse, a step Husliufidry, thrift, frugality

Grossly, palpably [playhouse Huswife, a jilt

Groundlings, the frequenters of the pit in the

Growing, accruing Images, children, representatives

Guard, to fringe or lace Imbare, to lay open or display to view
Guarded, ornauicnted Immanity, barbarity, savageness

Guards, badges of dignity Immediacy, close connection

Guinea-hen, a prostitute 'rnp, to supply

Gules, red, a term in herald ly Imp, progeny

Gulf, the swallow, the throat Impair, unsuitable

Gun-slones, cannon-balls Impartial, sometimes used for partial

Gust, taste, rashness Imperious, imperial

Gyve, to catch, to shackle Impeticos, to impetticoat or impocket
Importance, importunacy

Haggard, a species of hawk Importatue, the thing imported
llair, complexion or character Impress, a device or motio
JJardiment, bravery, stoutness Iruapalile, unintelligent

Harlocks, wild mustard fncarnardine, to stain of a red colour

Harlot, a cheat incensed, incited, suggested
Harrow, to conquer, to subdue Imlip, to embrace
Harry, to use roughly, to harass Include, to shut up, to conclude
Having, estate or fortune Iticony, or kony, fine, delicate

Haunt, company Incorrect, ill-regulated

Hay, a term in the fencing-school Indent, to bargain and article

Head, body of forces Index, something preparatory to

Heart, the most valuable part Indifferent, sometimes for different, impartial

Heat, violence of resentment Indite, to convict

Heavy, slow Induction, entrance, preparations

Hebenon, henbane Indurance, delay, procrastination

Hefted, heaved Ingaged, sometimes for unengaged
Hefts, heavings Inkharn-mate, a book-mate
Hell, an obscure dungeon in a prison hikle, tape, crewel, or worsted

Helmed, steered through Inland, civilized, not rustic

Hent, seized or taken possession of Iftscance, to fortify

Hereby, as it may happen iKsuit, solicitation

Hermits, beadsmen InUnd, to pretend

Hest, behest, command InUnding, regarding

Hight, called InUftdment, intention or disposition

Hilding, a paltry cow:irdly fellow Intenible, incapable of retaining

Hircn, a harlot Jnientian, eagerness of desire

His, often used for its Interessed, interested

Hit, to agree ItUrenHiani, that which cannot be cut

Hold, to esteem Jntrinse, intrinsicate

Holla, a term of the manege Inwardness, intimacy, confidence

Holy, faithful Iron, clad in armour
Home, completely, in full extent Irreguhus, lawless, licentious

Hoti^y-stalks, clover flowers

Hoop, a measure Jaci, a term of contempt
Hox, to hamstring Jack-a-lent, a puppet thrown at in Lent
Hull, to drive to and fro upon the water with- Jack guardant, a jack in oflfice

out aalA^ or luddcx Jaded, Ucalcd wi'Ji contempt, worthless
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Jar, the noise made by the pendulum of a
clock

Jauncing, jaunting

Jesses, straps of leather by which the hawk is

held on the fist

/I'st, to play a part in a mask
Jt-t, to strut

Jovial, belonging to Jove
Journal, daily

Jump, to agree with, to agitate

Jii'np, hazards to venture at

Jump, just

Kam, awry, crooked
Keech, a solid lump or mass
Keel, to cool

Keisar, Ca;sar

Kenis, light-armed Irish foot

A't'7', the key for tuning
Kicksy-wicksy, a wife

Kiln-hole, a place into which coals are put

under a stove

Kind, nature, species, child

Kiiidless, unnatural
Kindly, naturally

Kindly, kindred
Kinged, ruled by
Kirtle, part of a woman^s dress

Knave, servant

Knots, figures planted m box
Kno7u of, to consider

Lahras, lips

Laced mtifton, a woman of the town
Lackeying, moving like a lackey or page
Lag, the meanest persons
Land-damn, to destroy in some way
Lands, landing-places
Large, licentious

Latch, to lay hold of

Latched, or Ictched, licked over
Latten, thin as a lath

Lavoltas, a kind of dances
Laiind, lawn
Lay, a wager
L^cather-coats, a species of apple
L.cave, to part with, to give away
Leech, a physician

Leer, feature, complexion
Leet, court-leet, or court of the manor
Legerity, lightness, nimbleness
Leges, alleges

Leiger, resident

Lenten, short and spare
IJenvoy, moral, or conclusion of a poem
Let, to hinder
Lethe, death

Libhard, or hthbar, a leopard

Liberal, licentious or gross in language
Liberty, libertinism

License, an appearance of licentiousness

Liefest, dearest

Lifter, a thief

Light (?' love, a dance tune
Livelihood, appearance of life

Lodged, laid by the wind
Loffe, to laugh

Loggats, a game played with pins of wood
Longly, longingly

Loof, to bring a vessel close to the wuni
Lop, the branches
Lot, a prize

Lottery, allotment
Lowted, treated with contempt
Lozuts, clowns
Lozel, worthless, dishonest

Lullabv, sleeping-house, i.e., cradle j

I. lines, lunacy, frenzy

Lurch, to win
Lustick, lusty, cheerful, pleasant

Lym, a species of dog

Made, enriched

Magnificent, glorying, boasting

Alake, to bar, to shut

Makesi, dost

Mall, Mrs. alias 'M2.xy Frith, or Moll Cutpurse
Malleclio, mischief

Mammock, to cut in pieces

Man, to tame a hawk
ALarchpane, % species of sweetmeat
Martial-hand, a careless scrawl

Marilemas, the latter spring

Match, an appointment, a compact
Mate, to confound
Mated, amated, dismayed
JlLcatOtk, a dastardly creature

Mean, the tenor in music
Means, interest, pains

Measure, the reach

Measure, means
Meazels, lepers

Medici7ie, a she-physician

ALeet, a match
Meiny, people, domestics

Mephistophilus, the name of a spirit or familiar

Mercatante, a merchant
Mered, mere
ULcrmaid, syren

Messes, degrees about court

ALicher, a truant, a lurking thief

Alisery, avarice

AJistress, the jack in bowling
ALobledy or viablcd, vailed, grossly covered
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Modern, trite, common, meanly pretty Offering, the assailant

Modesty, moderation Old, frequent, more than enough

Moe, to make mouths Oneyers, accountants, bankers.

Mome, a blockhead, a dolt Opinion, obstinacy, conceit, character

MontKs mind, a popish anniversary Opposition, comliat

Mortal-staring, that which stares fatally Or, before

Motion, a kind of puppet-show Orbs, circles made by the fairies on the ground

Motion, divinatory agitation Order, to take, to adapt measures

Motions, indignation Orient, pellucid, lustrous

Mouse-hunt, a weasel Ordinatue, rank

Mousing, gorging, devouring Orgulous, proud, disdainful

Moy, a piece of money or a measure of corn Orts, scraps

Much, an expression of disdain Ostent, show, ostentation

Much, strange, wonderful Ousel-cock, the blackbird

Muleters, muleteers Overbloiv, to drive away, to keep off

Mummy, balsamic liquor Overlook, to bewitch
Mure, a wall Oversee, to execute, to superintend

Musit or Muset, a gap in a hedge Ouph, fairy, goblin

Muss, a scramble Out, full, complete
Outlook, to face down

Nay-word, a watchword or by- word Outvied, a term at the game of gleek

Neat, finical Ontward, not in the secret of affairs

Neeld, needle Owclies, bosses ot gold set in diamonds
Neglection, neglect

Net/, fist Packed, confederate

Nephew, a grandson, or any lineal descendant Paddock, a toad

Nether-stocks, stockings Pagan, a loose vicious person

Nicely, scrupulously Paid, punished
Nick, reckoning or count Pajock, peacock
Nick, to set a mark of folly on Palabras, words
Nicked, emasculated PaU, to empale, encircle with a ci vn

Night-rtile, frolic of the night Palliament, a robe

Nill, will not Palter, to juggle or shuffle

Nine men's morris, a game Pantaloon, the Italian

Noble, a coin Paper, to write down, or appoint by wriu ng
Noddy, a game at cards ; also, a noodle Paper, written securities

Noise, music Parcel, reckon up
Nonce, on purpose, for the turn Parcel-gilt, gilt only on certain parts

Nook-shotten, that which shoots into capes Parish-top, a large top formerly kept in every

Northern man, vir borealis, a clown village to be whipped for exercise

Novum, some game at dice Paritor, an apparitor, an ottlcer of the bishop's

NowI, a head court

NtUhook, a thief Parle, speech
Parloiis, keen, shrewd

Ob, obolum, a halfpenny Partake, to impart, to participate

Ohidicut, a fiend Parted, endowed with parts

Obsequious, serious, as at fiineral obsequies, Partisan, a pike

careful of Parts, party

Observing, religiously alieuuvc Posh, a head
Obstcule, obstinate Posh, to strike with violence

Oddly, unequally Poshed, bruised, crushed
Odds, quarrel Pass, to decide, to assure or convey
Ods pittikins, God me pity Passed, excelling, past all expression or bounds

Oe, a circle Passes, what has passed
Oeiliad, a cast or glance of the eye Passing, eminent, egregious

O'er-raught, over-reached Passionate, a prey to mournfiil sensations

0/, through Fassioning, being in a passion
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Passy-measure, a dance Pregizancy, readiness

—

1

Pastry, the room where pastry was made Pregnant, ready, evident, apposite
Patch, a term of reproach Pregnant enetny, the enemy of mankind
Patchery, roguery, villany Premised, sent before the time
Patine, a disli used in the Eucharist Prenominate, for_named
Pavin, a dance Presence, the presence-chamber
Paiicas, few Prest, ready
Pay, to beat, to hit Pretence, design, device

Peat, a pet Pretty, petty, little

Pedant, a schoolmaster Prevent, to anticipate

Pedascule, a pedant Pricks, prickles, skewers
Pche, to balance, to keep in suspense Prime, prompt
Pelting, paltry, petty, inconsiderable Primero, a game at cards

Penthesilea, Amazon Principality, first or principal of women
Perfections, liver, brain, and heart Principals, rafters of a building

Periapts, charms worn about the neck Princox, a coxcomb, or spoiled child

Perjure, a perjurer Prize, privilege

Pestered, impeded Proface, much good may it do you
Pheeze, to teaze, comb, or curry Profession, end and purpose of conihig

Philip, a name for the sparrow Project, to shape
Physical, medicinal Promptia-e, suggestion, temptation

Pick, to pitch Proite, sometimes humble
Pickers, the hands Proof, confirmed state of manhood
Picking, piddling, insignificant Proper-false, fair, false, deceitful

Pickt-hatch, a place noted for brothels Propertied, taken possession of

Pied 7tinny, a jester, a fool Property, due performance

PieFd, shaven Prorogue, to deaden or benumb
Pight, pitched, fixed Prune, to plume
Pilcher, an outer garment of leather Pugging, thievish

Pin a7id web, disorders of the eye Pun, to pound
Placket, a petticoat Purchase, stolen goods

Plain song, the chant, in piano cantu Purchased, acquired by unjust methods

Planched, made of brands
Plant, the foot Quaint-mazes, a game running the figure

.
1

Plantage, the moon's influence over plants eight

Plates, silver coin Quaintly, clever, adroit

Platforms, plans, schemes Quality, confederates

Pleached, folded together Qua7-ry, a pile of slaughtered game
Plnrisy, repletion Quart (fecit, fourth of a French crown

Point, hook for the hose or breeches Quat, a pimple

Point-device, with the utmost exactness Quell, to murder, to destroy

Poize, weight or moment Question, to converse

Polacks, Polanders Questrist, one who seeks for another

Pomander, a ball of perfume Quests, reports

Pomewater, a species of apple Quick, alive, quickening, quick-witted

Porpentine, porcupine Quiddits, subtillies

Port, show, state, appearance Quillets, law chicane

Portage, portholes Quilt, a flock bed

Poi-tance, carriage, behaviour Quintain, post for various exercises

Patch, to push violently Quit, to requite

Poulter, a poulterer Quittance, requital, to make requital

Pouncet-box, a small box for perfumes Quiver, nimble, active

Powder, to salt

'Praise, to appraise Rabato, an ornament for the neck

P7-ank, to dress ostentatiously, to plume Rack, to exaggerate

Precedent, original draft Rack, the fleeting away of the clouds

Precepts, warrants Racking, in rapid motion
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Paq, a term of contempt
Ranky rate or pace
Rapture, a fit

Rascal^ applied to lean deer

Raught, reached

Ravtned, glutted with prey

Rayed, bewrayed
Razed, slashed, opened
Razes, roots

Rear-mouse, a bat

Reason, to discourse

Rebeck, an old musical instrument
Receiving, ready apprehension
Recreate, a sound to call back dogs
Reck, to care for, to mind, to attend to

Record, to sing

Recorder, a kind of flute or flageolet

Recure, to recover

Rede, counsel, advice

Red-lattice, the sign of an alehouse

Reduce, to bring back
Reechy, discoloured by smoke, greasy

Refell, to refute

Regard, reflection

Regret, exchange of salutation

Reguerdon, recompense, return

Remembered, reminded
Remotion, removal or remoteness
Removed, remote, private

Render, a confession, an account
Renege, to renounce
Repeal, to recall from exile

Reports, reporters

Reproof, confutation

Repugti, to resist

Reputing, boasting of

Resolve, to dissolve

Respective, cool, considerate

'Rest, arrest

Retire, to withdraw
Reword, to echo
Rib, to enclose

Rigol, a circle

Rim, a part of the intestines

Rivage, the bank or shore

Rivality, equal rank
Rivals, partners

Romage, rummage
Ronyon, a scurvy woman
Rook, to squat down
Ropery, roguery
Rope-tricks, abusive language
Rounded, whispered
Roundel, a country dance
Rondure, circle

Rouse, a draught of jollity

Jioynish, mangy or scabby

Ruddock, the redbreast

Rudesby, blusterer, swaggerer

Ruff, the folding of the tops of boots

Ruffle, to riot, to create disturbance

Ruth, pity, compassion

Sacred, accursed

Sag, or swagg, to sink down
Sallet, a helmet
Saltiers, corruption of satyrs

Saucy, lascivious

Saw, the whole tenor of any discourse

Say, silk, a sample, a taste, or relish

Scaffoldage, gallery of the theatre

Scald, a word of contempt, poor, filthy

Scaling, weighing
Scall, an old word of reproach

Scamels, or sea-mells, sea-buds
Scotched, cut slightly

Scrimers, fencers

Scroyles, scabby fellows

Satlls, numbers of fish togethei

Scutched, whipped, carted

Seam, lard

Sear, to stigmatize, to close

Sect, a cutting in gardening

Secure, to assure

Seeling, blinding

Septentrion, the north
Sequester, a separation

Serpigo, a kind of tetter

Serve, to accompany
Set, a term in music
Setebos, a species of devil

Shale, a case, a shell

Shard-borne, borne by scaly wings
Shards, broken pots, a beetle's wings
Sheer, pellucid, transparent

Shent, ruined, rebuked, ashamed
Shot, shooter

Shoughs, shocks, a species of dog
SUge, stool, seat, rank
Sightless, unsightly

Single, weak, small, void of guile

Sini-a-pace, cinque-pace, a dance
Sir-reverence, save-your-reverence

Sithence, thence
Sites, allowances of victuals

Skains-mates, loose companions
Skill, cunning, design, reason

Skills Hot, is of no importance
Skirr, to scour, to ride hastily

Sledded, riding in a sled or sledge

Sliver, to ait a piece or slice

Slower, more serious

Smoke, to discover

Smoothed, fawned on
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Sneap, to check or rebuke, a icbuke
Siieaping, nipping
Stieck-np, cant phrase, " go hang yourself"
Snipe, a fool, a blocidicad

Snuffs, tiffs

Solicit, to excite

Solidarcs, ancient coin
Sooth, sweetness
Sort, the lot

Sort and suit, figure and rank
Sot, a fool

Sotvl, to pull by the ears

Speak to, to aspire or lay claim to
Sped, done, settled

Speed, event
Sperr, to shut up, defend by bars, etc.

Spotted, wicked
Sprag or spackt, apt to learn

Sprighted, haunted
Sprightly, ghostly
Square, to quarrel

Squash, an immature peascod
Squire, a square or rule

Stale, a bait or decoy to catch birds
Standing bowls, bowls elevated on feet

Stannyel, a kind of hawk
Star, a scar of that appearance
Starve, to perish

Station, the act of standing
Stemage, steerage, course
Sticking-place, the stop in a machine
Sticklers, arbitrators, judges, sidesmen
Stigmatic, one on whom nature has set a mark

of deformity
Still, constant or continual
Stoup, somewhat more than half a gallon
Stover, a kind of thatch
Strachy, a kind of domestic office

Strain, lineage, difficulty, doubt
Stratagem, great or dreadful event
Stuck, a thrust in fencing
Subscribe, to yield, to surrender
Sur-reined, over-worked, or ridden
Swashing, noisy, bullying
Swath, the dress of a new-born child
Szvay, the whole weight, momentum
Sweeting, a species of apple
Swi7tge-bucklers, rakes, rioters

Table, the palm of the hand extended
Table, a picture

Tables, table-books, memoranda
Tabourines, drums
Take, to strike with a disease, to blast

Take-up, to contradict, call to account
^Take-up, to levy

Talents, riches

Tallow keech, the fat of an ox or cow
Tarre^ to stimulate, to excite, provoke
Tartar, Tartarus, the fabled place of future

punishment
Task, to keep busied with scruples
lauKus, heart in medical astrology
Taxation, censure or satire

Teen, sorrow, grief

Tent, to take up residence
Tercel, the male hawk
Testern, to gratify with a sixpence
Tharborougk, a peace-officer

Thick-pleached, thickly interwoven
Thought, melancholy
Thrasonical, boastful, bragging
Three-man-beetle, for driving piles

Thrummed, made of coarse woollen cloth
Tib, a strumpet
Tickle-brain, some strong liquor

Tightly, briskly, promptly
Tilly-valley, an interjection of contempt
Tire, to fasten, to fix the talons on
Tod, to yield a tod, or 28 pounds
Tokened, spotted as in the plague
Touch, exploit, particle, touchstone
Touches, features

Touched, tried

Toys, rumours, idle reports, fancies

Toze, to pull or pluck
Tranect, a ferry

Tray-trap, some kind of game
Treachers, treacherous persons

Triek, peculiarity of voice, face, etc
Trick, smeared, painted, in heraldry
Tricking, dress

Trojan, cant word for a thief

Troll-my-dames, a game
Turle^igood, or turlupin, a gipsy

Turn, to become sour

Twangling, an expression of contempt
Twigging, wickered

Umbered, discovered by gleam of fire

Unbolt, to explain

Utiaccustomed, unseemly, indecent

Unanelcd, without extreme unction

Unbarbed, untrimmed, unshaven
Unbated, not blunted

Unbolted, coarse

Uncoined, real, unrefined, unadorned
Under-generation, the antipodes

Under-skinker, a tapster

Undertaker, one who takes upon himself the

quarrel of another

Uneath, scarcely, not easily

Unhappy, waggish, unlucky
Unhoused, free from domestic cares
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UnhoHseUd, not having received the sacra Whip, the crack, the best

ment WTiipping-cheer , flogging

Union, a species of peail IVkist, silent, at peace, hushed

Unmasterrd, licenlious While death, the chlorosis

Unproper , coninion Whiting-timc, bleaching time, spnnu

Unqualilted, disarmed of his faculties Whitsters, tlie bleachers of linen

Unrougk, smooth-faced, unbeaidcd Whootnib, hubbub
U'lsisted, untried Whooping, measure oi reckonin<^

Unsisting, always opening, never at rest Wilderness, wildness

Unsi/uared, unadapted to theii suhject Windows, eye-lids

U'lstanched incontiiunt Winter-ground, to protect from « iiuer

Untented, unsearchable Wish, to recommend
Untraced, singular, not in comii:on u>c Wistly, wistfully

Utts, a merry ieslival IVit-snapper , one who affects repartee

UtUrauce, a phrase in coniliat Wittol, knowing, conscious of

IVnjnan-tircd, henpecked

Valafued, fringed with a beard Wondered, able to perform wonders
Vanthrace, armour for the arm Wood, crazy, frantic

Vauni, the avaunt, whal went before Woodccck, a simpleton

Velurt, velvet Wool-ward, a phrase appropriated to
\
lilgiitn'

Venew, a bout, a term in fencing and penitentiaries

Flames, hits in fencing Workings, labours of thought

Via, a cant phrase of exultation World, to go to the, to be married

Virtue, the most efficacious })art, valour Worm, a serpent

Virtuous, saluliferous Wrest, an instrument for tuning the huo
Vixen, o\ fixen, a female lox Writhled, vviinkled

Vozuments, advi.seinculs Wroth, misfortune

Wannion, vengeance Yarety, readily, nimbly

Warden, a species of p<-aTS Yeild, inform, condescend, rewrud

Watch, a watch- light Yellowness, jealousy

Hater-work, water colours Yeoman, a sherifFs oflicer

Way of lije, p)eriphi;isis for life Yerk, to jerk, to thrust with a quick ni iiion

Weet, to know Yexen, or waxen, to luccougti

Wheel, refrain, burden of a t)allad Yield, to report

VMielked, having protuberances

Whiffler, the first in processions /.any. a fool or gull

Whiles, until Zealous, pious





^it ;%^^Z4.»tfJL.*-?**^ '2^--«^t^ ^

p^,. j;.^„c.|^ -?^it '

^^^-a-c^

yVC****^^ /i



/

PR Shakespeare William, 1564-1616
2754 The complete works of
.E7 William Shakespeare :




